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PEEFACE  TO  THE  ELEVENTH  EDITION. 


By  the  publication  of  "The  Fbmalb  Poets  op  America,"  this  survey 
of  American  Poetry  was  divided  into  two  parts.  From  "  The  Poets  and 
Poetry  op  America"  are  omitted  all  reviewals  of  our  female  poets,  and 
their  places  are  supplied  with  notices  of  other  authors.  The  entire  volume 
is  also  revised,  re-arranged,  and  in  other  respects  much  improved. 

This  work  was  in  the  first  place  too  hastily  prepared.  There  was  diflSculty 
in  procuring  materials,  and  in  deciding,  where  so  many  had  some  sort  of 
claim  to  the  title,  whom  to  regard  as  Poets.  There  had  been  published  in 
this  country  about  five  hundred  volumes  of  rhythmical  compositions  of  various 
kinds  and  degrees  of  merit,  nearly  all  of  which  I  read  with  more  or  less 
attention.  From  the  mass  I  chose  about  one  fifth,  as  containing  writings  not 
unworthy  of  notice  in  such  a  survey  of  this  part  of  our  literature  as  I  pro- 
posed to  make.  I  have  been  censured,  perhaps  justly,  for  the  wide  range  of 
my  selections.  But  I  did  not  consider  all  the  contents  of  the  volume  genuine 
Poetry.  I  aimed  merely  to  show  what  had  been  accomplished  toward  a 
Poetical  Literature  in  the  first  half  century  of  our  national  existence.  With 
much  of  the  first  order  of  excellence  I  accepted  more  that  was  comparatively 
poor.  But  I  believe  I  admitted  nothing  inferior  to  passages  in  the  most 
celebrated  foreign  works  of  like  character.  I  have  also  been  condemned  for 
omissions.  But  on  this  score  I  have  no  regrets.  I  can  think  of  no  name 
not  included  in  the  first  edition  which  I  would  now  admit  without  better 
credentials  than  were  before  me  when  that  edition  was  printed. 

The  fact  that  nine  large  editions  of  "  The  Poets  and  Poetry  op  Ame- 
rica "  have  been  sold  in  seven  years  from  its  first  publication,  is  a  gratifying 
evidence  of  the  interest  felt  in  American  letters. 

New  Yobk,  October  1, 1S49. 
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This  book  is  designed  to  exhibit  the  progress  and  condition  of  Poetry  in 
the  United  States.  It  contains  selections  from  a  brge  number  of  authors,  all  of 
whom  have  lived  in  the  brief  period  which  has  elapsed  since  the  establishment 
of  the  national  government.  Considering  the  youth  of  the  country,  and  the  many 
circumstances  which  have  had  a  tendency  to  retard  the  advancement  of  letters 
here,  it  speaks  well  for  the  past  and  present,  and  cheeringly  for  the  future. 

Altliough  America  has  produced  many  eminent  scholars  and  writers,  we 
have  yet  but  the  beginning  of  a  National  Literature.  Edwards  and  Mabsh, 
in  metaphysics;  Dwight,  Emmons,  Alexander,  Stuart,  Bush,  Williams, 
RoBiKsoM,  NoRToy,  Hodge  and  Barhes,  in  Theology ;  Hamilton,  Madisost, 
Webster  and  Calhoun,  in  Politics;  Story,  Kent  and  Wheaton,  in  Ju- 
risprudence ;  Prescott  and  Bancroft,  in  History ;  Brown,  Cooper,  Irving, 
Kennedy,  Bird,  Ware,  Hoffman  and  Hawthorne,  in  Romantic  Fiction ; 
Bryant,  Dana,  Halleck,  Longfellow,  Whittier,  and  others  whose  names 
are  in  this  volume,  in  Poetry ;  and  Audubon,  Channing,  Everett,  Emerson, 
Brownson,  Verplanck,  and  many  more,  in  the  various  departments  of  Lite- 
rature, have  written  for  the  coming  ages.  But  too  few  of  them,  it  must  be 
confessed,  are  free  from  that  vassalage  of  opinion  and  style  which  is  produced 
by  a  constant  study  of  the  Literature  of  the  country  from  which  we  inherit 
our  language,  our  tastes,  and  our  manners. 

It  is  said  that  the  principles  of  our  heroic  age  are  beginning  to  be  r&- 
garded  with  indifference ;  that  patriotism  is  decaying ;  that  the  aflectiont 
of  the  people  are  passing  from  the  simplicity  of  a  democracy  to  the  gilded 
riiows  of  an  aristocracy.  If  it  is  so,  it  is  because  our  opinions  and  feelings 
are  controlled  by  foreigners,  ignorant  of  our  condition  and  necessities,  and 
hostile  to  our  government  and  institutions.  And  it  will  continue  to  be  the  case 
until,  by  an  honest  and  judicious  system  of  Reciprocal  Copyright,  such 
protection  is  given  to  the  native  author  as  will  enable  our  best  writers  to  de- 
vote more  attention  to  letters,  which,  not  less  than  wealth,  add  to  a  nation's 
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happiness  and  greatness ;    and  should  receive  as  much  of  the  fosteriog  care 
of  government  as  is  extended  to  the  agriculturist  or  manufacturer. 

There  is  nothing  in  our  country  to  prevent  the  successful  cultivation  of 
literature  and  the  arts,  provided  the  government  places  our  own  authors 
upon  an  equality  with  their  foreign  rivals,  by  making  it  possible  to  publish 
their  works  at  the  same  prices.  A  National  Literature  is  not  necessarily 
confined  to  local  subjects ;  but  if  it  were,  we  have  no  lack  of  themes  for 
romance,  poetry,  or  any  other  sort  of  writing,  even  though  the  new  relations 
which  man  sustains  to  his  fellows  in  these  commonwealths  did  not  exist. 
The  perilous  adventures  of  the  Northmen ;  the  noble  heroism  of  Columbus ; 
the  riise  and  fall  of  the  Peruvian  and  Mexican  empires ;  the  (Colonization  of 
New-England  by  the  Puritans ;  the  witchcraft  delusion ;  the  persecution  of 
the  Quakers  and  Baptists ;  the  rise  and  fall  of  the  French  dominion  in  the 
Canadas;  the  overthrow  of  the  great  confederacy  of  the  Five  Nations;  the 
settlement  of  New- York,  Pennsylvania,  Maryland  and  Virginia,  by  people  of 
the  most  varied  and  picturesque  characters;  the  beautiful  and  poetical  my- 
thology of  the  aborigines ;  and  that  revolution,  resulting  in  our  independence 
and  equal  liberty,  which  forms  a  barrier  between  the  traditionary  past  and  the 
femSiar  present:  all  abound  with  themes  for  imaginative  literature.  Turning 
from  these  subjects  to  those  of  a  descriptive  character,  we  have  a  variety  not  less 
extensive  and  interesting.  The  chains  of  mountains  which  bind  the  continent ; 
the  inland  seas  between  Itasca  and  the  ocean  ;  caverns,  in  which  whole  nations 
mi^t  be  hidden ;  the  rivers,  cataracts,  and  sea-like  prairies ;  and  all  the 
varieties  of  land,  lake,  river,  sea  and  sky,  between  the  gulfs  of  Mexico  and 
Hudson,  are  full  of  them. 

The  elements  of  power  in  all  sublime  sights  and  heavenly  harmonies 
should  live  in  the  poet's  song.  The  sense  of  beauty,  next  to  the  miraculous 
divine  suasion,  is  the  means  through  which  the  human  character  is  purified 
and  elevated.  The  creation  of  beauty,  the  manifestation  of  the  real  by  the 
ideal,  in  "  words  that  move  in  metrical  array,"  is  the  office  of  the  poet. 

This  volume  embraces  specimens  from  a  great  number  of  authors ;  and 
thou^  it  may  not  contain  all  the  names  which  deserve  admission,  the  judi- 
cious critic  will  be  more  likely  to  censure  me  for  the  wide  range  of  my 
selections  than  for  any  omissions.  In  regard  to  the  number  of  poems  I  have 
given  fit)m  particular  writers,  it  is  proper  to  state  that  considerations  uncon- 
nected with  any  estimates  of  their  comparative  merit  have  in  some  cases 
guided    me.     The   collected    works   of  several  poets   have   been   frequently 
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printed  and  are  generally  familiar,  while  the  vrorks  of  others,  little  less  deserrmg 
of  consideration,  are  comparatively  unknown. 

There  is  in  all  the  republic  scarcely  a  native  inhabitant  of  Saxon  origin  who 
cannot  read  and  write.  Every  house  has  its  book  closet  and  every  town  its 
public  library.  The  universal  prevalence  of  intelligence,  and  that  aelf-respect 
and  confidence  arising  from  political  and  social  equality,  have  caused  a  great 
increase  of  writers.  Owing,  however,  to  the  absence  of  a  just  system  of  copy- 
right, the  rewards  of  literary  exertion  are  so  precarious  that  but  a  small  number 
give  their  exclusive  attention  to  literature.  A  high  degree  of  excellence,  espe- 
cially in  poetry,  is  attained  only  by  constant  and  quiet  study  and  cultivation. 
Our  poets  have  generally  written  with  too  little  preparation,  and  too  hastily,  to 
win  enduring  reputations. 

In  selecting  the  specimens  in  the  work,  I  have  regarded  humorous  and 
other  rhythmical  compositions,  not  without  merit  in  their  way,  as  poetr}',  though 
they  possess  few  of  its  true  elements.  It  is  so  common  to  mistake  the  form  for 
the  divine  essence,  that  I  siiould  have  been  compelled  to  omit  the  names  of 
many  who  are  popularly  known  as  poets,  had  I  been  governed  by  a  more 
strict  definition. 
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POETS  AND  POETRY  OF  AMERICA. 


Introduction. 


FROM  THE  LANDING  OF  THE  PILGRIMS  TO  THE  REVOLUTION. 
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HISTORICAL  INTRODUCTION. 


The  earliest  specimens  of  poetry  which  I 
hare  presented  in  the  body  of  this  work  are 
from  the  writing^  of  Philip  Freneau,  one  of 
those  worthies  who  with  both  lyre  and  sword 
aided  in  the  achieyement  of  the  independence 
of  the  United  States.  Before  his  time  but 
little  poetry  was  written  in  this  country,  al- 
though from  the  landing  of  the  pilgrims  at 
Plymouth  there  was  at  no  period  a  lack  of  can- 
didates for  the  poetic  laurel.  Many  of  the 
early  colonists  were  men  of  erudition,  deeply 
Tersed  in  scholastic  theology,  and  familiar 
with  the  best  ancient  literature;  but  they 
possessed  neither  the  taste,  the  fancy,  nor 
the  feeling  of  the  poet,  and  their  elaborate 
metrical  compositions  are  forgotten  by  all 
save  the  antiquary,  and  by  him  are  regarded 
as  amonor  the  least  valuable  of  the  relics  of 
the  first  era  of  civilization  in  America. 

It  is  unreasonable  to  compare  the  quaint  and 
grotesque  absurdities  of  Fulger,  Mather,  and 
W1G6LESWORTH  with  the  productions  of  the 
^  first  cultivators  of  the  art  in  older  nations ;  for 
literature — mental  development — ^had  here,  in 
truth,  no  infancy.  The  great  works  of  Chau- 
cer, Spenser,  Shakspeare,  and  Milton  were 
as  accessible  in  their  time  as  now,  and  the 
living  harmonies  of  Drvden  and  Pope  were 
borne  on  every  breeze  that  then  fanned  the 
cheek  of  an  Englishman.  The  bar  to  pro- 
gress was  that  spirit  of  bigotry — at  length  bro- 
ken down  by  the  stronger  spirit  of  freedom — 
which  prevented  the  cultivation  of  elegant 
learning,  and  regarded  as  the  fruits  of  profane 
desire  the  poet's  glowing  utterance,  strong 
feeling,  delicate  fancy,  and  brilliant  imagina- 
tion. Our  fathers  were  like  the  labourers  of 
an  architect ;  they  planted  deep  and  strong  in 
reli^ous  virtue  and  useful  science  the  founda- 
tionsof  an  edifice,  not  dreaming  how  great  and 
magnificent  it  was  to  be.  They  did  well  their 
part ;  it  was  not  meet  for  them  to  fashion  the 
capitals  and  adorn  the  arches  of  the  temple. 

The  first  poem  composed  in  this  country  was 
a  description  of  New  England,  in  Latin,  by 
the  Reverend  William  Morrell,  who  came  to 
Plymouth  Colony  in  1623,  and  returned  to 
London  in  the  following  year.  It  has  been 
reprinted,  with  an  English  translation  made 
by  tne  author,  in  the  collections  of  the  Massa- 


chusetts Historical  Society.  The  first  verses 
by  a  colonist  were  written  about  the  year  1630. 
The  name  of  the  author  has  been  lost : 

New  England^  amwjruKca,  jon  that  woald  kaow  Uiein, 
Tnj  ponder  then  venei  which  brleflj  do  show  them. 

The  place  where  we  live  is  a  wilderness  wood, 
Where  grnn  is  much  wanting  that  *s  fruitful  and  good  : 
Our  mountains  and  bills  and  our  valleys  below 
Being  commonly  cover'd  with  ice  and  with  snow : 
And  when  the  northwest  wind  with  violence  blows, 
Then  every  man  pulls  his  cap  over  his  nose : 
But  if  any 's  so  hardy  and  will  it  withstand. 
He  forfeits  a  finger,  a  foot,  or  a  hand. 

But  when  the  spring  opens,  we  then  take  the  hoe, 
And  make  the  ground  ready  to  plant  and  to  sow ; 
Our  corn  being  planted  and  seed  being  sown, 
The  worms  destroy  much  before  it  is  grown ; 
And  when  it  is  growing  some  spoil  there  is  made 
By  birds  and  by  squirrels  that  pluck  up  the  blade ; 
And  when  it  is  come  to  full  corn  in  the  ear, 
It  is  often  destroyed  by  raccoon  and  by  deer. 

And  now  do  our  garments  begin  to  grow  thin, 
And  wool  is  much  wanted  to  card  and  to  spin  ; 
If  we  can  get  a  garment  to  cover  without. 
Our  other  in-garments  are  clout  upon  clout : 
Our  clothes  we  brought  with  us  are  apt  to  be  torn. 
They  need  to  be  clouted  soon  after  they  're  worn ; 
But  clouting  our  garments  they  hinder  us  nothing, 
Clouts  double  are  warmer  than  single  whole  clothing. 

If  fresh  meat  be  wanting,  to  fill  up  our  dish. 

We  have  carrots  and  pumpkins  and  turnips  and  fish: 

And  is  there  a  mind  for  a  delicate  dish. 

We  repair  to  the  clam  banks,  and  there  we  catch  fish. 

Instead  of  pottage  and  puddings  and  custards  and  pies, 

Our  pumpkins  and  parsnips  are  common  supplies ; 

We  have  pumpkins  at  morning  and  pumpkins  at  noon ; 

If  it  was  not  for  pumpkins  we  should  be  undone. 

If  barley  be  wanting  to  make  into  malt, 
We  must  be  contented  and  think  it  no  fhult ; 
For  we  can  make  liquor  to  sweeten  our  lipa 
Of  pumpkins  and  parsnips  and  walnut  tree  cbipt. 

Now  while  some  are  going  let  others  be  coming, 
For  while  liquor 's  boiling  it  must  have  a  scumming ; 
But  1  will  not  blame  them,  for  birds  of  a  feather. 
By  seeking  their  fellows,  are  flocking  together. 
But  you  whom  the  Lord  intends  hither  to  bring, 
Forsake  not  the  honey  for  fear  of  the  sting ; 
But  bring  both  a  quiet  and  contented  mind, 
And  all  needful  blessings  you  surely  will  find. 

The  first  book  published  in  British  America 
was  »*The  Psalms  in  Metre,  faithfully  Trans- 
lated, for  the  Use,  Edification,  and  Comfort 
of  the  Saints,  in  Public  and  Private,  especially 
in  New  England,*'  printed  at  Cambridge,  in 
1640.  The  version  was  made  by  Thomas 
Welde,  of  Roxbury,  Richard  Mathbr«  of 
Dorchester,  and  John  Eliot,  the  famous  apos- 
tle to  the   Indians.     The   translators  seem 
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to  haTc  been  aware  that  it  possesned  but  little 
poetical  merit.  ♦*If,"  §aj  they,  in  their  pre- 
face, **the  verses  are  not  always  so  smooth 
and  elegant  a^  some  may  desire  and  expect, 
let  them  consider  that  Ciud*8  altar  needs  not 
our  polishin^^;  (or  we  have  respected  ra- 
ther a  plain  translation,  than  to  smooth  our 
rvmcn  with  the  8we«*tness  of  any  paraphrase, 
and  so  have  attended  to  conscience  rather  thin 
ele^nce,  and  fidelity  rather  than  poetry,  in 
trannlatin^  Hebrew  words  into  Knglish  lan- 
guage, and  Datid*s  poetry  into  English  me- 
tre.** Cotton  Mathkr  laments  the  inele- 
gance of  the  version,  but  declares  that  the  He- 
brew was  most  exactly  rendered.  After  a 
second  edition  had  bcH>n  printed.  President 
DuMKTER,*  of  Harvard  (College,  assisted  by 
Mr.  Kk  iiAKD  Lvox,  a  tutor  at  Cambridge,  at- 
temptiMl  to  improve  it,  and  in  their  advertise- 
ment to  the  godly  reader  they  state  that  they 
*•  had  special  eye  both  to  the  gravity  of  the 
phrase  of  sacrt'd  writ  and  sweetness  of  the 
Terse."  Dunstir's  edition  was  reprinted 
twenty-three  times  in  America,  and  several 
times  in  Scotland  and  Kngland,  where  it  was 
long  UHcd  in  the  dissenting  congregations. 
The  following  specimen  is  from  the  second 
edition : 

r*AiM  rttxTii. 
Tli«*  rlvfft  on  of  Ujbilon, 

Tbrrr  when  wr«>  dkl  lU  <lown«, 
Y<-«.  rTrn  llii>»,  wt^  m<>iirne<l  wbco 

Wf«  rriuf  mbrred  Hton. 

fhjr  harp  wre  did  liang  II  amid, 

1'|Mm  ih«  williiw  irt^, 
D^«ftUM*  itirr*'  tlM>y  that  as  away 

Ud  In  ta|Klvilr« 

R«qalr*d  nf  va  a  •ong.  and  thua 

AakI  minh  «•  waatti  wlm  laid, 
King  ua  among  a  Ktnn'i  awng, 

I'litii  III  tb^n  Ibry  aatd. 

Tb''  I^ian'a  M>ng  ilng  ran  Wf>«,  b«inf 

In  atrangrr't  land  t  lh«*n  M 
l^»M>  hrr  aiiill  m>  right  band  if  I 

Ji*rua«l«'m  fiirgci 

1^1  rlrav#  mr  longn^  my  pallai«  nn 

If  ntind  ih««>  dii^  n*A  I, 
U  rhi«*r''  )nt«>«  o'rf  I  iificr  not  innr« 

JrniMlcni  i»>  Joy. 

Rcinrniher,  l.nan,  Kdom*t  annt*  word, 

I'lito  Ihr  griiiirtd,  •aid  ib<>«. 
U  t  \mr,  II  t.\me,  vi  ii.*n  as  It  wii 

Jrni«(ilr>m  h«"r  diy. 

ni*'*i  ehiitt  hr  Im*  Ih  II  |ia)«*th  tli#«, 

l>uiflili  r  of  H'l»it<>«i. 
Wh  •  miiat  W  wmt'-,  ihat  whi'h  lbo«i  bait 

Krvtmd'd  xf  upim 

O  hn|«rtlf<  bri>  ahall  cnn^lv  W« 

ThM  inkrtb  ap,  that  rk«> 
Tb«  linir  iin«>i  ar<iir*«t  th«'  aion^fl 

I><>th  Into  fttrrfm  hrrakr 

Mrs.  Amnk  nRADSTRRKT,  "  the  mirror  of  her 

*  Tnoma*  Di  mstcb  wa«  tb«>  tint  prr«id«M  of  Harvard 
r«>llftt,  and  wai  Inauguiaird  on  tb«  tweot)  afVf nib  nf 


age,  and  glnry  of  her  sex,**  as  she  is  styled 
by  JoH.M  NoRT«»5,  of  excellent  m«*mory,  came 
to  America  with  her  hunband,  Simo.m  Brai>- 
STRICT,  governor  of  th«  colony,  in  1630,  when 
she  was  but  sixteen  yearK  of  agr.  She  was  a 
daughter  of  Governor  Dldlev,  a  miserly, 
though  a  **  valorous  and  discreet  gentleman,** 
for  whom  Governor  Belcher  mrote  the  fol- 
lowing epitaph : 

**  Here  Ilea  Tno«At  I)t  olst,  that  troaty  old  a«s4— 
A  bargain  *a  a  bargain,  and  niuai  he  made  good  ** 

Mrs.  BraD8Trcct*s  verses  were  printed  mt 
Cambridge,  in  16-10.  The  volume  was  enti- 
tled, **  Several  Poems,  compiled  with  gremt 
variety  of  wit  and  learnini^,  full  of  delight; 
wherein  especially  is  contained  a  complemt 
discourse  and  description  of  the  four  Clements, 
Constitutions,  Ages  of  Man,  and  Seasons  of  the 
Year,  together  H'ith  an  exact  Kpitome  of  the 
Three  First  Monarchies,  viz:  the  Assyrian, 
Persian,  Grecian ;  and  Koman  Common wealtk, 
from  the  beginning,  to  the  end  of  the  last 
King ;  with  divers  other  Pleasant  and  Serious 
Poems.**  NoRTt)N  declares  her  poetry  so  6ne 
that,  were  Maro  to  hear  it,  he  would  condemn 
his  own  works  to  the  fire  ;  and  in  a  poetical 
description  of  her  character  says^ 

H<*r  brrati  was  a  bra  re  paltar^,  a  >r*ad  tirmt, 
Wher*'  all  heroir,  ampir  ibdurhti  did  mrrt, 
Wbf're  nature  iiKb  a  trnewnl  bad  tana 
That  o«b«*r  aoolt  in  b^rt  dwrii  m  a  lane. 

The  author  of  the  ^  Magnalia**  speaks  of 
her  poems  as  a  ^  monument  for  her  memniy 
beyond  the  stateliest  marble;**  and  JoHir 
Kooers,  one  of  the  presidenu  of  Harvard 
College,  in  some  verses  addressed  to  her, 
tayi— 

Yntir  only  tnnA  those  pne«hr«  did  rmnpn«e  : 

Your  head  lb<*  anurre,  whrnrr  all  tb<iae  aprtaga  414  iMV  t 

Yt*ur  Viilrf*,  vth^tKe  rhan(r'«  •wei-UAt  n<>tra  axoac: 

Yoiir  f«*rt  that  krpt  the  <tarK-«>  niDne,  I  trnnr : 

Then  Vfil  }(>nr  tmnneti.  portivtert  alt. 

Strike,  lowrr  amiin.  anti  at  ttir*p  bumMy  fkll. 

And  deem  yuurvrUrt  advaoct-d  to  tie  her  pedeaUL 

Rhould  all  with  li>wl>  rniifrrt  Imrrl*  bring, 
Waate  Fl'>r-i'«  nsarinni'  !<•  fitui  a  wr.'aih. 
Or  Ptnena'  binkn,  'twere  t*-*  tonn  nfffringt 
Y<Hir  niuae  a  fain-r  girland  >!<>th  hr4)-i<>aih 
To  guard  >oiir  fairrr  front :  h-r*"  *t  !•  >•  or  nam* 
fVtiari  Mand  rniir'«rMe<* ;  Ihtc  y  iir  Ittil*'  frame 
fthall  great  f'  'loMtu*  be.  to  \<»ur  rtrrnal  faui*. 

Sh«»  dird  in  S^ptpml-tT,  I6T'2,  and  •*wmi 
greatly  mounted. '*    Tl:»  f*  ll"wing  stanxas  are 

Angu*t,  IHO  In  KM  hr  br<*iT  e  unpKpular  nm  areoant 
of  hi«  puMir  td««<«<  %  '•<  %nti  i-»>i..liip(Mm.af»d  waa  ciM»- 
fieUed  to  r^»t(n  Whrti  he  tt>->!,  m  KJ<S.  he  bM^aeathed 
i'tarie*  to  the  per^fin*  «  h<>  »cr*'  ni'>«I  artive  in  rawtiac 
Km  wiinratiitn  fr«m  Ih^  r*  ivrr  In  the  lifp  ftf  iHnarm, 
In  Ihe  M'.gMtttf,  i«  ihe  f.  i:-  «  of*  pi*  Mii'>n,  by  a  Mr 
(^HCriirap.  ti>  ih*  ant!  •»!•  of  itH<  \<-«r  Psalm  Buok: 
V«'>.  tt  ii''%  i">'*  »*n  '  *■•  '  ••'•■•• 
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firom  one  of  her  minor  pieces,  entitled  **  Con- 

templatione." 

Under  the  eooliog  ihadow  of  a  ttntely  elm 

Cloee  sate  I  by  a  goodly  river't  side, 

Wbere  glidiDg  streama  the  rocks  did  overwhelm  ; 

A  lonely  place,  with  pleasures  diKiiified. 

I  once  that  loved  the  shady  wnod«  so  well. 

Now  thought  the  rivers  did  the  trees  exiell, 

And  if  the  aan  would  ever  shine,  there  would  I  dwell. 

• 

While  on  the  stealing  stream  1  flxt  mine  eye, 
Which  to  the  long'd-for  ocean  held  its  course, 
I  narkt  nor  crooka,  nor  rubs  that  there  did  lye 
Ooold  hinder  aught,  but  still  augment  Its  force : 
O  happy  Hood,  quoth  I,  that  holdst  thy  race 
TUl  thou  arrive  at  thy  beloved  place, 
Nor  ia  it  rocks  or  shoals  that  can  obstruct  thy  pace. 

Via  is  't  enough,  that  thou  alone  may*st  slide. 
But  hundred  brooks  in  thy  cleer  waves  do  meet. 
So  hand  in  hand  along  with  thee  th^y  glide 
To  Thetis*  house,  wtiere  all  embrace  and  greet : 
Thou  emblem  true,  of  what  I  count  tlie  best, 

0  could  I  lead  my  rivulets  to  rest, 

80  may  we  press  to  that  vast  mansion,  ever  blest. 

Te  fish,  which  hi  this  liquid  region  'bide. 

That  for  eaxh  season,  have  your  bablution. 

Now  salt,  now  fresh,  where  you  think  best  to  glides 

To  unknown  coasts  to  give  a  visitation. 

In  lakes  and  ponds,  you  leave  your  numerous  try, 

80  nature  taught,  and  yet  you  know  not  why. 

Too  wntry  folk  tlint  know  not  your  felicity. 

Look  iMsw  the  wantons  frisk  to  taste  the  air, 

Tlien  to  the  colder  bottome  straight  they  dive, 

EAsoon  to  Nkptumb's  glassie  hall  repair 

To  see  what  trade  the  great  ones  there  do  drive, 

Who  Ibrrage  o'er  the  spacious  sea-green  field, 

And  take  the  trembling  prey  before  it  yield,  [shield. 

Whose  armour  is  their  scales,  their  spreading  fins  their 

While  Basing  thus  with  contemplation  fed, 
And  tlioosand  fiincies  buzzing  In  my  brain, 
The  sweet4ongued  Philomel  percht  o'er  my  head. 
And  clwnted  forth  a  most  melodious  strain 
Which  rapt  me  so  with  wonder  and  delight, 

1  |iidc*d  my  hearing  better  than  my  sight. 

And  wisht  me  wings  with  her  a  while  to  take  my  flight. 

O  merry  bird  (said  I)  that  fears  no  snares. 

That  neitlier  toyles  nor  hoards  up  in  thy  barn. 

Feels  no  sad  tlionghts,  nor  cruciating  cares 

To  gain  more  good,  or  shun  what  might  thee  harm ; 

Thy  doatlis  ne'er  wear,  thy  meat  is  every  where. 

Thy  bed  a  bough,  thy  drink  the  water  cleer. 

Reminds  not  wlnt  is  past,  nor  what 's  to  come  dost  fear. 

The  dawning  mom  with  songs  thou  dost  prevent,* 

Setts  hundred  notes  unto  thy  feather'd  crew, 

So  each  one  tunes  his  pretty  Instrument, 

And  warbling  out  the  old,  begins  anew. 

And  thus  they  pass  their  youth  in  summer  season, 

Then  follow  thee  into  a  better  region. 

Where  winter 's  never  felt  by  that  sweet  airy  legion. 

Man 's  at  the  best  a  creature  fhiil  and  vain, 

In  knowledge  ignorant,  in  strength  but  weak : 

Subject  to  sorrows,  losses,  sickness,  pain. 

Each  storm  his  state,  his  mind,  bis  body  break  t 

From  some  of  these  he  never  finds  cessation. 

But  day  or  night,  within,  without,  ventton,         [latlon. 

Troubles  from  foes,  from  friends,  from  dearest,  near'st  re- 

And  yet  this  sinfull  creature,  frail  and  vafari. 
This  lump  of  wretcliedness,  of  sin  and  sorrow. 
This  weather-beaten  vessel  wrockt  with  pain, 
Joyes  not  in  hope  of  an  eternal  morrow : 
Nor  an  his  losses,  crosses,  and  vexation, 


In  weight,  in  frequency,  and  long  duration. 

Can  make  him  deeply  groan  for  that  divine  translation. 

The  mariner  that  on  smooth  waves  doth  glide. 

Sings  merrily,  and  steers  bis  barque  with  ease, 

As  if  he  had  command  of  wind  and  tide, 

And  now  became  Kieat  master  of  the  seas; 

But  sudiienly  a  storm  spoils  all  the  sport, 

And  makes  bini  long  for  a  more  quiet  port. 

Which  'gainst  all  adverse  winds  may  serve  for  fort. 

80  he  that  saileth  in  this  world  of  pleasure. 
Feeding  on  sweets,  that  never  bit  of  th'  sowre, 
That 's  t^ill  of  friends,  of  honour,  and  of  treasure. 
Fond  fool,  he  takes  this  earth  ev'n  for  heaven's  bower. 
But  sad  aflliction  comes  and  makes  him  see 
Here 's  neither  honour,  wealth,  nor  safety; 
Only  above  is  found  all  with  security. 

O  Time,  the  fatal  wrack  of  mortal  things, 

That  draws  oblivion's  curtains  over  kings. 

Their  sumptuous  monuments,  men  know  them  not. 

Their  names  without  a  record  are  forgot. 

Their  parts,  their  ports,  their  pomp  *8  all  laid  in  th'  dust ; 

Nor  wit,  nor  gold,  nor  buildings  scape  time's  rust ; 

But  he  whose  name  ia  grav'd  in  the  white  stone 

Shall  last  and  shine  when  all  of  these  are  gone. 

William  Bradford,  the  second  governor 
of  Plymouth,  who  wrote  a  "  History  of  the 
People  and  Colony  from  1602  to  1647," 
composed  also  **  A  Descriptive  and  Historical 
Account  of  New  England,  in  Verse,"  which 
is  preserved  in  the  Collections  of  the  Massa- 
chusetts Historical  Society. 

When  John  Cotton,  a  minister  of  Boston, 
died  in  1652,  Benjamin  Woodbridge,  the  first 
grraduate  of  Harvard  College,  and  afterward 
one  of  the  chaplains  of  Charles  the  Second, 
wrote  an  elegiac  poem,  from  a  passage  in 
which  it  is  supposed  Franklin  borrowed  the 
idea  of  his  celebrated  epitaph  on  himself. 
Cotton,  says  Woodbridge,  was 

a  living,  breathing  Bible ;  tables  where 
Both  covenants  at  large  engraven  were ; 
Gospel  and  law  in  's  heart  had  each  its  column. 
His  head  an  index  to  the  sacred  volume. 
His  very  name  a  title-page,  and  next 
His  life  a  commentary  on  the  text. 
O  what  a  monument  of  glorious  worth. 
When  in  a  new  edition  he  conies  forth. 
Without  erratas,  may  we  think  he  *I1  be, 
In  leaves  and  covers  of  eternity  I 

The  lines  of  the  Reverend  Joseph  Capbn, 
oh  the  death  of  Mr.  John  Foster,  an  inge- 
nious mathematician  and  printer,  are  yet  more 
like  the  epitaph  of  Franklin  : 

Thy  body  which  no  activeness  did  lack, 
Now 's  laid  aside  like  an  old  almanack ; 
But  for  the  present  only 's  out  of  date, 
'Twill  have  at  length  a  far  more  active  state  t 
Tea,  though  with  dust  thy  body  soiled  be, 
Yet  at  the  resurrection  we  shall  see 
A  foir  edition,  and  of  matchless  worth. 
Free  from  «rra<<M,  new  in  heaven  set  forth ; 
'Tis  but  a  word  from  Gon  the  great  Creator, 
It  shall  be  done  when  he  saith  Imfrimatwr. 

The  excellent  President  Urian  Oakes, 
styled  *»  the  Lactantius  of  New  England," 
was  one  of  the  most  distinguished  poets  of  his 
time.    The   following   verses  are  from    his 
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El«gj  OD  the  death  of  Tiioxaj  Shbparo,  mi- 
Dltter  of  Charleetown : 

Art,  nature,  f 'M"^*  !•  biat  w^r#  all  romklard 

To  9httw  iti«>  wtiTld  ■  wairlil*^*  fiaraffuii ; 

la  «lN»ai  of  rsdunt  virtue*  ih>  lr«t  •hinrd, 

TluN  •  »  bi'l**  c<ia«trlUiii*n  ;  kut  br«>  '■  ffofi«> : 
lice  *•  fnr»«,  alu!  dwwa  in  ib^  dust  aiuM  If 
A*  mach  of  ibu  t%t«  per««tn,  as  rouM  die. 

To  be  d'vrrndrd  well,  dotb  tbat  roDaiiirftd  I 

Caa  aoflw  ihrir  f«tbrra'  ffl«r>  fall  ibrir  fiwn  1 

CHir  HiiBrAaD  Juttljr  aaif  ht  to  ibu  prrtrnd, 

(Haa  bl#M»d  faibrr  traa  of  bijb  rmttwa, 

B'Hh  RnffUn«J«  iiiraii  him  crral,  admirtf  bia  aaaicj 
But  bM  own  perannal  wortb'a  a  better  claia. 

Ilia  htnk  rommandfd  r^T#rvnr#  and  a«ra, 

TiMHiffb  aaild  and  amiable,  not  aual^rc  : 

Well  bumovr'd  was  be,  aa  I  ever  mw. 

And  rnled  b)  love  and  WMdom  mufr  iban  tent. 
The  miia^a  and  the  frarea  tcwi,  ronapired. 
To  aet  foftli  thia  rara  piece  to  be  admued. 

Ra  brealbed  love,  and  paraued  peare  in  bia  day, 

Aa  If  bia  ao«l  were  made  of  barmony  : 

llcaKe  ever  more  of  foodnees  rMwdcd  lay 

la  0«cb  a  piece  of  frail  mortality. 

Mart  Palbrr  WiL.a4»a'a  fenuine  son  was  be, 
New-Enffland's  Pail  bad  sucb  a  Tivotbt. 

My  4eara«c,  Inmoat.  huaome  friend  is  (one ! 
Goac  la  my  sweet  cnmpnnioa,  soul's  delifbl ! 
Now  In  a  buddling  rrowd,  I  'm  all  aUme, 
Aad  almost  could  bid  all  tbe  world  good-niffht. 

Blest  be  my  rork !  Goo  Uvea :  O :  l«t  bim  ba 

Aa  be  ■  all,  so  all  in  all  to  me. 

At  that  period  the  memory  of  ererj  eminent 
person  waa  preaenred  in  an  inj^nioua  ete|^, 
epitaph,  or  ana(|rnira.  SuKpAaD,  mourned  in 
the  abore  ▼eraea  bj  Oakbs,  on  the  death  of 
John  WiLa4i!«,  **  the  Paul  of  New  Kngland,** 
and  **  the  (^eatest  annafrrammatixer  aioee  the 
daja  of  LvfopHaojf,"  wrote— 

J»kn  ffVljen,  anafr.  J^kn  H'Usmn 
O,  rbanffe  it  mK !  No  sweeter  name  or  tliinff, 
Tbroufbout  the  world,  wttbin  our  ears  slull  ring. 

Thomas  Wclde,  a  poet  of  aome  reputation 
in  hia  day,  wrote  the  following^  epitaph  on 
Sami-cl  r)A.<«poRTH,  a  minister  of  Koxhury, 
who  died  ao«)n  after  the  completion  of  a  new 
meetinir-house : 

(htr  newbulU  rbarrh  now  snlTfrv  too  by  tbta, 
l^rfer  its  windows,  bm  its  lifhis  are  leaa 

Prraa   FdrtocR,  a  achoolinaster  of  Nan- 

tuck«*t,  and  tli**  maternal  strand  father  of  Doctor 

FaA!<iKi.i:«,  in  ICTti  puhliahr^  a  poem  entitled 

••  A  Lookin^-clajn  fur  the  Times,*'  addre«aed 

to  men  in  authorttr*  in  whi(*h  he  advorates 

r»*li|rious  liberty,  and  implornfi  the  froTemnient 

to  repeal  the  unchariuble  laws  a^tnat  the 

Quakers  and  other  sects.     He  says— 

The  rulrrs  in  tbe  country  I  do  own**  tbem  In  the  L^no  ; 
And  such  as  are  fi»r  gitvemment,  with  them  I  do  acntrd- 
But  ib.it  wbich  I  intend  hereby.  Is  tb^t  they  would  kevp 

Iknind ; 
And  meddle  not  wHh  Ooo'a  worship,  for  wbaeh  they 

lu«e  wirround. 
And  I  am  wK  alone  herein,  there's  many  hundreds  more. 
That  have  fi»r  many  >  ears  agti  spidie  much  more  upon  that 
Indeed,  I  reall)  bellrve,H*s  imiC  your  busincM,       [scora. 
To  meddle  w  uh  the  church  of  Goo  tm  matlars  anra  or  hwa. 


In  another  part  uf  his  *•  I#ooking  Glass**  1m 
saya— 

Now  loTtnf  friends  and  countrymen,  I  wish  we  may  h* 

Wme; 
*T  Is  now  a  time  f<  r  rvpry  man  to  aee  with  bis  own  eyua. 
*T  w  ras)  to  pTi'Vohf  ih^  U>aD  t<i  send  am'>fi(  na  wnr  ; 
*T  IS  et««  t<»  do  t  )4.>M  c.   Ill  i*nvy  and  !••  jit ; 
T<»  sb<>w  a  s|Mrit  ihii  i*  hifh  ;  to  srom  aed  dumkneer; 
To  pcide  It  out  a*  if  th*-rt  Mere  (n<»  dun  to  ma^^  us  feaur; 
To  covrt  wlut  H  tt*-i «  iir  •  w  n  ;  lo  cheat  and  to 
To  live  a  life  ib»t  nui tit  ftr^r  u*  friMn  acts  i>f  rifhleiMMi 
Toswrar  andlie  and  t<>  *tr  drunk,  tobarktuteoneannlher: 
To  carry  tales  that  may  do  bun  and  miaibirf  to  oair  bfw> 

ther; 
To  live  in  such  h)pocri«y,  as  men  may  think  na 
Altboufb  our  Iwartt  wiibin  art*  full  i>f  evil  and  t^fl 
All  th»^e,  and  many  rviU  in<>rp,  arr  easy  f-tt  to  d«  ; 
But  lo  repent  and  to  reform  we  hive  no  strength  thertl*. 

The  following  are  the  concludinf^  lines : 

famfir  peace,  and  n«it  for  wir,  and  that's  the  rcaaon  wky 
I  wr«e  more  plain  than  stime  men  do,  thai  nan  lo  d»«h 

and  lie. 
But  I  shall  ceaae  «nd  set  my  name  to  whit  I  here  Inaeri : 
Because  t<»  be  a  librllrr.  I  lul«>  tt  with  iii>  brart.      [her«». 
From  Hherbonlow  n,  wbi*re  now  |  dwelt,  my  name  I  dn  pal 
Wnbuul  offence,  your  ri*al  friend,  N  m    Pcraa  Fo«  i 


Prubably  the  fimt  native  bard  was  he  who 

is  described  on  a  Umibstone  at  Koibury  m 

•*  Bk!«jami!«  Thommin.  learned   8ch«x>lmaster 

and  physician,  and  ye  renowned  pn^t  of  New 

Kni^land/*     lie  «'u«i  bom  in  the  town  of  Dofw 

ch#*ster,  (nr»w  Quincy.)  in  1640,  and  educatcid 

at  Cambridjrc    wherf  he  recfived  a  decree  tB 

I6t>*2.     llii  I   inripal  work,  ••New  Kn^land*t 

CQsis,**  app4*ar(i  to  have  been  written  during 

the  famous  wars  of  Philip,  Sachem  of  tlis 

Pe(}uods,  air^inftt  the  colonists,  in  1676  SDd 

IG76.      Th«'   following;   is   the   prologue,  to 

which  he  lami-nts  the  growth  of  luxury  amoof 

the  people : 

Th«*  tini^«  wberrtn  r>ld  ro«rtn>  was  a  snmc. 
When  m^n  firrd  hirdly  yrt  wMhout  cfMUpUUil, 
On  «ilr«t  rairfl;  the  dkinty  lndi«n-maiae 
Was  e«t  %•  iih  •-lamp  shrllg  out  of  wottden  lray«a» 
I'n'l^r  ili.iti  )iM  hut*  w  ith<<ut  Ih^  cry  of  rent,  K 

AOif  th«-  l'-«t  tAWtr  !•>  r«rr>  dMb,ci>ntenl. 
\%  b*-'!  rt^*h  w  -»•  f—  <1  aril  hairt  skin*  saade  coats, 
A'  ■!  n  •  *i  a«  » •  it  a«  t>iri!«  ha«1  <  hiriiinf  inilea. 
\\  h-  n  Cimtit  U  wrr«>  a'  c>»an1ed  tfblf  Mood  ; 
Am<>ne  the  iiih»«  of  riiiPOMin  brrhafe  food. 
(•f  CicBi*'  h  -nnii  fiirni'd  was  many  a  knack, 
Fnough  {••  nil  piM>r  Koata'a  Almanack. 
Th«-«^  £•  Id'  n  tim<p«  (iiMi  f>nun-tte  to  bold) 
Wrre  qui-  klx  ain'd  awav  fur  l«*ve  of  fold. 
*T«kS«  tl»-n  ani'-nc  thr  Hti«lir«.  n*A  the  elreet. 
If  4-nr  in  |t*arr  t!id  sn  infr-rinr  meet, 
*•  <:■  4..*  m  .rri<%i ,  hr<  iS*  r.  i«  there  auf  hi  you  waaCi 
Tske  fr-  •  l>  ttf  ni«'.  w  h  •!  I  havr  you  ha'ni.** 
Ptam  TiMn  and  !>■«  ^  »>'uld  (Uisa  a«  current  sow, 
A«  ev'T  •tnc«>  •-  \Miir  eervant.  Hir,'*  and  bow. 
|W>op«hrrt-d  diMih4«'*a,  (lurilanirk  capea, 
U  t«Kh  now  w-  ull  rmder  n<en  like  uprtfhi  apasi 
\%  >■  f  •  nili*  r  w  I-  ir,  fiir  «  i**  r  f^'h^rs  thi>uf  hi. 
Thin  ir-.- 1  ••!  fi*hN>ns  from  all  Euro;^  br*<«fht. 
*T  «!•  tn  th-Mr  i!i%r«  in  h>n«flt  fr-ic*>  wti«ld  hold 
Till  an  k<<i  imdliic  ff'«'W  at  b^arl  a  '*Ad 
An  1  m'r>  ba«t  bt  tti*r  •?ont«rh«  at  n^Iirnui, 
Titan  I  to  cj;»  f  .  lurk    \  -*■.*■  k,  i»r  Hf  *o  ; 
When  b->nr*i  •i«trr«  n.<  i  to  ;>ny,  t.'<t  prate, 
Ahuut  their  own  and  biit  Iheir  nelghbiiar'a  alaln. 
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Dniiiiff  Plain  ]>Mlhic'i  teign,  thai  worthy  itud 

Of  the  ancient  planten'  race  before  the  flood, 

Then  times  were  good,  merchantf  cared  not  a  niah 

For  other  fkre  than  Jonalcin  and  moth. 

Although  men  fared  and  lodged  very  hard, 

Tet  innocence  waa  better  than  a  guard. 

'T  was  long  before  spldere  and  worms  had  drawn 

Their  dingy  webt,  or  hid  with  cheating  lawne 

New  England's  beantys,  which  still  seem'd  to  me 

Illustrious  in  their  own  siroiriicity. 

'Twas  ere  the  neighbouring  Virgin-Land  had  broke 

The  hogsheads  of  her  worse  than  hellish  smuak. 

'Twas  ere  the  Islands  sent  their  presents  in. 

Which  but  to  use  was  counted  next  to  sin. 

'T  was  ere  a  barge  had  nuule  so  rich  a  fraight 

As  chocolate,  dust-gold,  md  bitts  of  eight. 

Ere  wines  from  France  and  Muscovadoe  too. 

Without  the  which  the  drink  will  scarsely  doe. 

From  western  isles  ere  fruits  and  delicasies 

Did  rot  maids'  teeth  and  spoil  their  handsome  faces. 

Or  ere  these  times  did  chance,  the  noise  of  war 

Was  from  our  towns  and  hearts  removed  for. 

Ho  bvgbear  comets  in  the  chrystal  air 

Did  drive  our  Christian  planters  to  despair. 

No  sooner  pagan  malice  peeped  forth 

But  raloor  snibM  it.    Then  were  men  of  worth 

Who  by  their  prayers  slew  thousands,  angel-like ; 

Their  weapons  are  unseen  with  which  they  strike. 

Then  had  the  churches  rest;  as  yet  the  coales 

Were  covered  up  in  most  contentious  souls : 

Freeoeas  in  Judgment,  union  in  affection. 

Dear  love,  sound  truth,  they  were  our  grand  protection. 

Then  were  the  times  in  which  our  councells  sate, 

These  gave  prognosticks  of  our  Aiture  fate. 

If  tlieee  be  longer  liv'd  our  hopes  increase. 

These  warrs  will  usher  in  a  longer  peace. — 

Bat  if  New  England's  love  die  in  its  youth. 

The  grave  will  open  next  for  blessed  truth. 

This  tJieame  is  out  of  date,  the  peacefull  hours 

When  castles  needed  not,  but  pleasant  bowers. 

Not  ink,  but  bloud  and  tears  now  serve  the  turn 

To  draw  the  figure  of  New  England's  urne. 

New  England's  hour  of  passion  Is  at  hand ; 

No  power  except  divine  can  it  withstand. 

Scarce  Inth  Iier  glass  of  fifty  years  ran  out. 

Bat  her  old  prosperous  steeds  turn  heads  about. 

Tracking  themselves  back  to  their  poor  beginnings, 

To  fear  and  fore  upon  their  fraits  of  sinnings. 

So  that  the  mirror  of  the  Christian  world 

Lyeit  burnt  to  heaps  in  part,  her  streamers  Airl'd. 

Grief  sighs,  Joyes  flee,  and  dismal  fears  surprize 

Not  dastard  spirits  only,  but  the  wise. 

Thus  have  the  foirest  hopes  deceiv'd  the  eye 

Of  the  big-swoln  expectant  standing  by : 

Thus  the  proud  ship  after  a  little  turn. 

Sinks  into  NBrruxB's  arms  to  find  its  urne : 

Thus  hath  the  heir  to  many  thousands  born 

Been  in  an  instant  fk'om  the  mother  torn  : 

Even  thus  thine  infknt  cheeks  begin  to  pale. 

And  thy  supporters  through  great  losses  fail. 

This  is  the  FroUgwt  to  thy  future  woe. 

The  Efilogwt  no  mortal  yet  can  know. 

Thobison  died  in  April,  IT  1 4,  aged  74.  He 
wrote  besides  his  *■*'  great  epic,^*  three  shorter 
poems,  neither  of  which  have  much  merit. 

Roger  Williams,  Chief  Justice  Sew  all, 
Nathaniel  Ward,  of  Ipswich,  John  Osborn, 
Nathaniel  Pitcher,  and  many  others  were 
in  t}iis  period  known  as  poets.  The  death  of 
PiTCBBR  was  celebrated  in  some  yerses  enti. 
tied  "  Pitchero  Threnodia,"  in  which  he  was 
eompared  to  Pindar,  Horace,  and  other  great 
writers  of  antiqalty. 


The  most  celebrated  person  of  his  age  in 
America  was  Cotton  Mather.  He  was  once 
revered  as  a  saint,  and  is  still  regarded  as  a 
man  of  great  natural  abilities  and  profound 
and  uniyersal  learning.  It  is  true  that  he  had 
much  of  what  is  usually  called  scholarship : 
he  could  read  many  languages ;  and  his  me- 
mory was  so  retentive  that  he  rarely  forgot  the 
most  trivial  circumstance ;  but  he  had  too  little 
genius  to  comprehend  groat  truths;  and  his 
attainments,  curious  rather  than  valuable,  made 
him  resemble  a  complicate  machine,  which, 
turned  by  the  water  from  year  to  year,  pro- 
duces only  bubbles,  and  spray,  and  rainbows 
in  the  sun.  He  was  industrious,  and,  beside 
his  three  hundred  and  eighty-two  printed 
works,  left  many  manuscripts,  of  which  the 
largest  is  called  **  Illustrations  of  the  Sacred 
Scriptures,'*  on  which  he  laboured  daily  more 
than  thirty  years.  It  is  a  mere  compilation  of 
ideas  and  facts  from  multitudinous  sources, 
and  embraces  nothing  original,  or  valuable  to 
the  modem  scholar.  His  minor  works  are 
nearly  all  forgotten,  even  by  antiquaries.  The 
**Magnalia  Christi  Americana"  is  preserved 
rather  as  a  curiosity  than  as  an  authority ;  for 
recent  investigations  have  shown  that  his 
statements  are  not  to  be  relied  on  where  he 
had  any  interest  in  misrepresenting  acts  or 
the  characters  of  persons.  His  style  abounds 
with  puerilities,  puns,  and  grotesque  conceits. 
His  intellectual  character,  however,  was  bet- 
ter than  his  moral ;  for  he  was  wholly  destitute 
of  any  high  religious  principles,  and  was  am- 
bitious, intriguing,  and  unscrupulous.  He 
fanned  into  a  flame  the  terrible  superstition  in 
regard  to  witchcraft,  and  when  the  frenzy  was 
over,  hypocritically  endeavoured  to  persuade 
the  people  that  instead  of  encouraging  the  pro- 
ceedings, his  influence  and  exertions  had  been 
on  the  side  of  forbearance  and  caution.  Fail- 
ing to  convince  them  of  this,  he  attempted  to 
justify  his  conduct,  by  inventing  various  per- 
sonal histories,  to  show  that  there  had  been 
good  cause  for  the  atrocious  persecutions. 

Cotton  Mather's  verses,  scattered  through 
a  great  number  of  his  works,  are  not  superior 
to  those  of  many  of  his  contemporaries.    The 
following  lines  from  his  «« Remarks  on  the 
Bright  and  the  Dark  Side  of  that  American 
Pillar,  the  Reverend  Mr.  William  Thomson," 
show  his  customary  manner — 
Apolltom  owing  him  a  cursed  spleen 
Who  an  Apollos  in  the  church  had  been. 
Dreading  his  traffic  here  would  be  undone 
By  num'rous  proselytes  he  daily  won. 
Accused  him  of  imaginary  fkults. 
And  pu8h*d  him  down  so  into  dismal  vaults: 
Vaults,  where  he  kept  long  ember-weeks  of  grief^ 
Till  Heaven  alarmed  sent  hira  a  relief 
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Then  wu  a  Dam  in.  in  tlM  llon'i  d«s. 

A  BMs,  ob,  bow  bclovMl  of  Oop  and  n^n ! 

Bj  bla  b«dtld«  an  Uabraw  tword  tb«rt  laj , 

Wlib  wbkb  at  laat  b«  drova  ib«  davU  awaj. 

QMJk#r«,  too,  durst  not  baar  bit  keen  rrpllea. 

But  fttaiinf  h  balf-drawa  tbe  trembler  (Ilea. 

Like  LASABva,  new  rabed  from  deatb,  a|>fwara 

Tba  Mint  tbat  bad  bean  dead  f«>r  atany  yaafa. 

Oar  N  IN  SMI  AM  aaid,  **  tbaJI  eucb  aa  1 

Deaert  mj  flock,  and  Ilka  a  coward  fly  !** 

Lonf  bad  tba  ebareb«9  befg'd  tba  taint**  relaaaai 

Belaaaed  at  laat,  ba  diaa  in  f  lorKNie  paaca. 

Tba  nif bt  la  not  to  lonf,  but  Pboapbor't  raj 

Approacblng  florlea  dotb  on  bif  b  diaplaf . 

Faltb's  eye  In  blm  diacern'd  tbe  morning  star. 

If  la  beart  laap'd  t  sura  tba  san  cabnoc  ba  fkt. 

In  eratasles  of  Joy,  ba  ravlab'd  criea, 

**Love,  love  tba  Lamb,  tba  Lami!"  1b  wboa  ba  dIaa. 

Mathcr  died  on  the  thirteenth  of  Febmmrj, 
1731,  in  the  tixtj-fifth  year  of  hit  a^. 

RooKR  WoLcoTT,  1  major-general  at  the 
capture  of  Louisbur^,  and  aAerward  goremor 
of  Connecticut,  published  a  Tolunie  of  versea 
at  New  London,  in  1725.  Hie  principal  work 
is  **A  Brief  Account  of  the  Agency  of  tbe 
Honourable  John  Winthrop,  Eaquire,  in  tbe 
Court  of  King  Cbarlcs  the  Second,  Anno  Do- 
mini ICG'i,  when  he  obtained  a  Charter  for  the 
Colony  of  Connecticut,**  In  thia  he  deacnbea 
a  miracle  by  one  of  WiirrHaop^s  company,  on 
the  return  voyage. 

Tbe  wlnda  awblla 
Are  coonaoas,  and  conduct  tbem  on  tbair  way. 
To  near  tba  mldat  of  tba  Atlaatk  aea, 
Wben  suddenly  tbelr  plaasaat  galea  tbey  cbasfa 
For  dismal  storms  ibat  o'er  tba  ocean  raaca. 
For  fkltblese  .CoLva,  meditating  barma. 
Breaks  up  tba  peace,  and  priding  mocb  la  aroM, 
Unbars  tbe  great  artillery  of  beaven. 
And  at  tbe  faul  signal  by  bim  glvea, 
Tbe  cloudy  cbarkHs  tbraatenlng  uke  tbe  plaina } 
Draw  a  by  wing'd  steeds  bard  preaalng  on  tbelr  ralaa. 
Tbaaa  Yaat  battalloaa,  la  dira  aapact  ralaed. 
Start  rhm  tbe  barriers— nlgbt  witb  llgbtning  Maaad, 
Wbilat  clasblng  wbeele,  resounding  tbunders  crack. 
Strike  morula  deaf,  and  baa  vena  astoalab'd  sbaka. 

Here  tbe  sblp  capula.  In  tbe  midnight  waub, 
Sumpa  on  tbe  deck,  and  tbandera  up  tba  baicb  i 
And  to  tba  nuirlnars  aloud  ba  crlea, 
**  Now  all  fhNB  aalb  recumbency  arise : 
An  bands  aloft,  and  suad  well  to  your  tack, 
Baganderlng  storms  bave  dotbed  tbe  sky  with  Mack, 
Big  tempests  tbreataa  to  undo  tbe  world  : 
Down  topaall.  let  tbe  malneall  soon  be  ftir1*d: 
flaste  to  tbe  Ibreeall,  tbere  take  up  a  reef  t 
*Tla  tIaM,  boya,  now  If  ever,  to  ba  brief  i 
Aloof  (br  life  (  let 's  try  to  stem  tbe  tide, 
Tbe  sblp's  mucb  water,  tbus  we  may  not  ridat 
•und  rooBMr  tban,  let  *s  run  before  tbe  aea, 
Tbat  so  tbe  sbtp  any  (bel  ber  eteerage  way  t 
Steady  at  balm  !**    Swiftly  along  sbe  ecada 
Before  tbe  wlad.  aad  cnta  tbe  foaming  sada. 
SouMtlaMs  aloft  sba  llfta  bar  prow  ao  blgb. 
As  If  sbe  'd  rua  ber  bowaprll  tbroagb  tba  sky  i 
Tbea  ftom  tba  saauaH  abba  aad  barrlaa  dawa. 
As  If  ber  way  were  to  tba  eaatra  abowa. 

Meanwblla  oar  foaadara  la  tba  cabia  aat. 
Reflecting  oa  tbelr  traa  aad  aad  aauta ;  ' 

WbUst  holy  Wabham's  aacrad  llpa  did  traat  j 

AbtMit  Ckta'a  promlaea  aad  awrclaa  great. 

StUI  aiore  gigantic  blrtba  aprlag  tfom  tba  cloada, 
Wbkb  tore  tba  tauar'd  caavaaa  fraai  Iba 


And  dreadftil  balls  of  ligbtalng  All  tbe  air. 
Sbot  fVom  tbe  band  of  tbe  great  TacBOBBia 

Aad  aow  a  mighty  sea  tbe  sblp  o'erukaa. 
Wbicb  falling  on  tbe  deck,  tbe  bulk-beai 
Tbe  sailors  cling  to  ropes,  aad  ftlgbted  cry, 
**The  ship  b  fouodrrrd,  we  die!  we  die!*' 

Tboee  in  tbe  rabin  hrard  tbe  aallors  scraecki 
All  rise,  and  reverend  WABaAM  do  bassacb. 
That  be  would  now  lift  up  to  Ileavea  a  cry 
For  preerrvatlon  In  eitremliy. 
He  with  a  faiih  sure  bditom'd  on  tbe  word 
Of  Uim  thai  la  of  sea  and  winds  tbe  Labo, 
His  eyes  lifts  up  to  Hreven,  bis  bands  eiteada. 
And  fenrent  prayers  for  deliverance  aenda. 
Tbe  winds  abate,  tbe  threatening  wavea  appaaaa. 
And  a  sweet  calm  sits  rcf fpt  on  tbe  saaa. 
Tbey  blese  tbe  name  of  their  deliverer, 
Who  now  they  found  a  Gob  that  bearetb  prayer. 

Still  further  westward  on  tbey  keep  tbelr  way, 
Ploughing  the  pavement  of  the  briny  aea. 
Till  tbe  vast  ocean  tbey  had  overpast. 
And  In  Connecticut  tbelr  anchors  caat. 

In  a  speech  to  the  king,  detcriptiTS  of  th« 
valley  of  the  Connecticut,  Wi.TrnaoF  says— - 

Tba  grassy  banks  are  like  a  verdant  bed, 
WHb  choicest  flowers  all  enamelled. 
O'er  which  the  winged  choristers  do  fly. 
And  wound  tbe  air  with  woodrnus  melody. 
H^re  Philomrl.  high  percb'd  upon  a  thorn. 
Sings  cheerful  hymns  to  tbe  a(^>roacbing  ssora. 
Tbe  song  once  set.  each  bird  tunes  up  his  Ifra, 
Responding  heavenly  music  tbrnugb  tbe  qutra 

Each  plain  is  bounded  at  its  utmost  edge 
With  a  long  chain  of  mouotaias  la  a  ridge, 
Wboae  asure  tope  advance  Ibemaelves  so  blgl^ 
Tbey  seem  lUu  pendants  banging  la  tba  aky. 

In  an  account  of  King  Philip*s  wars,  bs 

tells  how  the  soldier — 

met  bla  aatorom  daaM, 
Wboae  eye  bad  oftea  set  bis  heart  In  flaasa. 
Urged  witb  tbe  aiotivea  of  ber  love  and  fear, 
Sbe  runs  and  clasps  her  araM  aboat  ber  dear 
Wh<>re,  weeping  on  his  bosom  aa  aba  Ilea, 
And  langulahing,  on  bim  sbe  sets  bar  eyaa. 
Till  tboee  bright  lampa  do  with  ber  life  axp4ra, 
JHd  leses  Am  wtUtrtmg  in  a  deaMf  ^rs. 

In  the  next  page  he  deacribas  tbs  rising  of 

tbe  sun — 
By  this  AiraoBA  dotb  with  gold  adora 
Tlie  ever  beauteous  eyelids  of  tbe  aM>ra  { 
And  burning  Trr^n  bis  eihaaaileee  raya. 
Bright  in  the  eastern  horlaon  dbplaya  { 
Then  soon  appearing  In  majestk  awe. 
Makes  all  the  starry  deities  withdraw ; 
Veiling  their  fbces  In  deep  reverence. 
Before  the  throne  of  bb  awgnlflcence. 

Wotxtrrr  retired  from  public  life,  aAsr  bar* 

ing  held  many  honourable  oSicea,in  17&5,sad 

died  in  May.  1767,  in  the  eighty-ninth  year 

of  his  age.     The  Wxt  American  ▼eiss-wiilai 

of  much  repoution  was  the  Reverend  Micvasl 

WiooLEBwoaTH.     He  was  bnm  in  1631,  sad 

graduated  at  Hanrard  College  s«M)n  aA«reBlvr> 

ing  upon  his  twentieth  year.     When  leiidsisd 

snable  to  preach,  by  an  afTeetion  of  the  Issfs, 

In  costly  verse  aad  saoat  laborkma  rbyaMa, 
He  diab'd  up  truths  right  worthy  oar  regard- 

His  principal  work,  ••The  Day  of  Doom, 
or  a  Poetical  Deachption  of  the  Great  aDd 
Last  Judgment,  with  a  Short  Diacoiirae  aboat 
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Rtemtty,**  passed  through  six  editions  in  this 
coantry,  and  was  reprinted  in  London.  A  few 
rerses  will  show  its  style — 

Btfll  wmt  the  night,  serene  and  hrif  ht, 

When  all  men  tieepinf  lay  ; 
Calm  waa  the  season, and  carnal  reason 

Thought  so  't  would  last  fur  aye. 
Bool,  take  thine  ease,  let  sorrow  cease. 

Much  good  thoa  hast  in  store : 
This  was  their  song  their  cups  among, 

The  evening  before. 

After  the  "sheep"  have  received  their  re- 
ward, the  several  classes  of  "  goats"  are  ar- 
raigned before  the  judgment-seat,  and,  in  turn, 
begin  to  excuse  themselves.  When  the  infants 
object  to  damnation  on  the  ground  that 

Adam  Is  set  free 
And  saved  fk'om  his  trespsss. 
Whose  sinful  (k\l  hath  spilt  them  all. 
And  brought  them  to  this  pass, — 

the  puritan  theologist  does  not  sustain  his 
doctrine  very  well,  nor  quite  to  his  own  satis- 
faction even;  and  the  judge,  admitting  the 
palliating  circumstances,  decides  that  although 

in  bliss 
They  may  not  hope  to  dwell. 
Still  unto  them  He  will  allow 
71U  tasiut  reesi  in  Ml. 

At  length  the  general  sentence  is  pronounced, 
and  the  condemned  begin  to 

wring  their  hands,  their  caltiflT-hauds, 
And  gnash  their  teeth  for  terror ; 
They  cry,  they  roar  for  anguish  sore. 
And  gnaw  their  tongues  for  horror. 
But  get  away  without  delay, 
CBnisT  pities  not  your  cry : 
Depart  to  hell,  there  may  ye  yell, 
And  roar  eternally. 

WioGLESwoRTH  died  in  1705. 

The  Reverend  Benjamin  Colman,  D.D. 
**  married  in  saecession  three  widows,  and 
wrote  three  poems;*'  but  though  his  diction 
was  more  elegant  than  that  of  most  of  his 
contemporaries,  he  had  less  originality.  His 
only  daughter,  Mrs.  Jane  Turcll,  wrote 
verses  which  were  much  praised  by  the  critics 
of  her  time. 

The  ^'  Poems  of  the  Reverend  John  Adams, 
M.A.,*'  were  published  in  Boston  in  1745, 
four  years  after  the  author^s  death.  The  vo- 
lume contains  paraphrases  of  the  Psalms  of 
David,  the  Book  of  Revelation  in  heroic 
verse,  translations  from  Horace,  and  four 
original  compositions,  of  which  the  longest  is 
a  ^*  Poem  on  Society,''  in  three  cantos.  The 
following  picture  of  parental  love  is  from  the 
first  canto. 

The  parent,  warm  with  nature's  tender  fire. 
Does  in  the  child  his  second  self  admire ; 
The  fondling  mother  views  the  springing  charms 
Of  the  young  inflint  smiling  In  her  arms : 
And  when  imperfi^  accents  show  the  dawn 
Of  rising  reason,  and  the  fbture  man, 
Sweetly  she  hears  what  fondly  he  returns, 
And  by  tide  AmI  ber  allbctlon  burns. 


Bnt  when  sucreedinf  years  have  flx'd  Ws  growth. 
And  sense  and  Jitdfment  crown  the  ripened  youth: 
A  social  j(iy  thence  tnkfs  its  happy  rise. 
And  friendship  ndds  its  force  to  Nature's  ties. 

The  conclusion  of  the  second  canto  is  a  de- 
scription of  love — 

But  now  the  Muse  in  sn(tf*r  measure  flows, 
And  (rny«!r  scpnes  and  (hirer  landscapes  shnwfe: 
The  rei|;n  of  Fancy,  when  the  sliding  hours 
Are  past  with  lovely  nymph  In  woven  bowers. 
Where  cooly  shndes,  and  lawns  forever  green. 
And  streams,  and  warbling  birds  adorn  the  scene  s 
Where  smiles  and  graces,  and  the  wanton  train 
Of  Cytherea,  crown  the  flowery  plain. 
What  can  their  charms  in  equal  numbers  tell  1 
The  glow  of  roses,  and  the  IHy  pale ; 
The  waving  rinKlets  of  the  flowing  hair, 
The  snowy  hosnm,  and  the  killing  air; 
Their  sable  brows  in  beauteous  arches  bent. 
The  darts  which  from  their  vivid  eyes  are  sent, 
And  fixing  in  oiir  eaiy-wounded  hearta. 
Can  never  be  removed  by  all  our  arts ; 
'Tis  then  with  love,  and  love  alone  possest. 
Our  reason  fled,  that  passion  claims  our  breast. 
How  many  evils  then  will  fancy  form  1 
A  frown  will  gather,  and  difcharge  a  storm : 
Her  smile  more  soA  and  cooling  breezes  brings, 
Than  zephyrs  fanning  with  their  silken  wings. 
But  love,  where  madness  reason  does  subdue, 
E*en  angels,  were  they  here,  might  well  pursue. 
Lovely  the  sex,  and  moving  are  their  charms. 
But  why  should  passion  sink  us  to  their  arms  1 
Why  should  the  female  to  a  goddess  turn, 
And  flames  of  love  to  flames  of  incense  bumi 
Either  by  fancy  flred,  or  fed  by  lies, 
Be  all  distraction,  or  all  artiflre  1 
True  love  does  flattery  as  much  disdain 
As,  of  its  own  perfections,  to  be  vain. 
The  heart  can  feel  whate'er  the  lips  reveal, 
Nor  Syren's  smiles  the  destined  death  conceal. 
Love  is  a  noble  and  a  generous  fire, 
Esteem  and  virtue  feed  the  Just  desire ; 
Where  honour  leads  the  way  it  ever  moves. 
And  ne'er  from  breast  to  breast,  inconstant,  rovea. 
Harbour'd  by  one,  and  only  harbour'd  there. 
It  likes,  bnt  ne'er  can  love  another  fair. 
Fix'd  upon  one  supreme,  and  her  alone. 
Our  heart  is,  of  the  fWir,  the  constant  throne. 
Nor  will  her  absence,  or  her  cold  neglect, 
At  once,  expel  her  from  our  Just  respect : 
Inflamed  by  virtue,  love  wHI  not  expire. 
Unless  contempt  or  hatred  quench  the  fire. 

Adams  died  on  the  twenty-second  of  Janu- 
ary, 1740.  I  copy  from  the  «*  Boston  Weekly 
Newsletter,"*  printed  the  day  after  his  inter- 
ment, the  following  letter  from  a  correspondent 
at  Cambridge,  which  shows  the  estimation  in 
which  he  was  held  by  his  contemporaries : 

**  Last  Wednesday  morning  expired  in  this 
place,  in  the  thirty-sixth  year  of  his  age,  and 
this  day  was  interred  with  a  just  solemnity  and 
respect,  the  reverend  and  learned  John  Adams, 
M.  A.,  only  son  of  the  Honourable  JoHir 
Adams,  Esquire. 

**  The  corpse  was  carried  and  placed  in  the 

*  This  was  the  first  newspaper  published  in  America. 
It  was  established  in  1604,  and  the  first  sheet  that  was 
printed  was  taken  damp  firom  the  press  by  Cliief  Justice 
SbwbLh  to  exhibit  as  a  curiosity  to  President  WiLi^an, 
of  Harvard  University.  The  **  Newsletter"  was  con- 
tinued seventy-two  years. 
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center  of  the  college  htll ;  from  whence,  aAer 
a  portion  of  Holy  Scripture,  and  a  prayer  very 
suitable  to  the  occasion,  by  the  learned  head 
of  that  society,  it  was  taken  and  deposit^nl 
within  sight  of  the  place  of  his  own  educa- 
tion. The  pall  was  supported  by  the  fellows 
of  the  college,  the  professor  of  mathematics, 
and  another  master  of  arts.  And,  next  to  a 
number  of  sorrowful  relatives,  the  remains  of 
tliis  great  man  were  followed  by  his  honour 
the  lieutenant-governor,  with  some  of  his 
majesty *8  council  and  justices ;  who,  with  the 
reverend  the  president,  the  professor  of  divini- 
ty, and  several  gentlemen  of  distinction  from 
this  and  the  neighbouring  towns,  together  with 
all  the  raenjbers  and  students  of  the  college, 
composed  the  train  that  attended  in  an  orderly 
procession,  to  tlie  place  that  had  been  appoint- 
ed for  his  mournful  interment. 

••  The  character  of  this  excellent  person  is 
too  great  to  be  comprised  within  the  limits  of 
a  paper  of  intelligence.  It  deserves  to  be 
engraven  in  letters  of  gold  on  a  monument  of 
marble,  or  rather  to  appear  and  shine  forth 
from  the  works  of  some  genius,  of  an  uncom- 
mon sublimity,  and  equal  to  his  own.  But 
sufficient  to  perpetuate  his  memory  to  the 
latest  posterity,  are  the  immortal  writings  and 
composures  of  this  departed  gentleman;  who, 
for  his  genius,  his  learning,  and  his  piety, 
ought  to  be  enrolled  in  the  highest  class  in  the 
catalogue  of  Fame.'* 

The  only  American  immortalixed  in  **The 
Dunciad**  was  Jamcs  Ralph,  who  went  to 
England  with  Franklin.     Pops  exclaims — 

SiJ«ii€«,  y9  wolvec!  whU«  Balpm  to  Cynthia  howls. 
And  at«ke«  nlfht  hideooa ;  aaswtr  him,  j«  owit! 

Ralph  wrote  a  long  **  poem"  entitled  •*  Zeu- 
ma,  or  the  Love  of  Liberty,**  which  appeared 
in  London  in  1729 ;  ••  Night,"  and  "  Sawney," 
a  satire,  in  which  I  suppose  he  attempted  to 
repay  the  debt  he  owed  to  Popc,  as  it  is  bat 
an  ahuRtve  tirade  against  that  poet  and  his 
friends.    I  quote  a  few  lines  from  **  Zeuma:" 

Tla«r«la**  vaant,  gr9%i  ZAOVAB't  martial  to*. 
Extended  on  the  rack,  no  aiort  cnm|»lalna 
That  realms  are  wanting  to  employ  hie  aword  | 
Bat,  circled  with  innumerable  f  boeta. 
Who  print  their  keenest  venffeanre  on  hU  toal. 
For  all  the  trronfa,  and  slaofhtera  of  hie  relfs, 
llotrlt  ont  repenUBce  to  the  deafrn'd  aklca. 
And  shake*  hell's  concave  with  contlnaal  Kroaaa. 

In  Philadrlphia,  in  1728  and  1729,  Thomas 
Makin  published  two  Latin  poems,  **  Knco- 
miuw  Pennaylvanis**  and  **  In  laudes  Penn- 
sylvanic"  About  the  same  time  appeared  in 
Boston  John  Mayhcw*s  ••Gallic  Perfidy" 
mnd  ••  Conquest  of  Louisburg,"  two  smoothly 
Teisified  but  very  dull  compositioos. 


Thomas  Gonracr  of  Philadelphia  has 
called  ••the  first  American  dramatic  poec,** 
but  I  believe  a  play  superior  to  ••The  Priaec 
of  Parthia"  had  been  composed  by  some  stu- 
dents at  Cambridge  before  his  time.  GoorasT 
was  a  son  of  the  inventor  of  the  qoadraat 
claimed  in  England  by  Hadlet.  He  was  a 
lieutenant  in  the  expedition  against  Fort  Da 
Quesne  in  1759,  and  on  the  disbanding  of  tlia 
colonial  forces  went  to  New  Providence,  SDd 
afterward  to  North  Carolina,  where  be  died, 
on  the  third  of  August,  17ti3,  in  the  twenty- 
seventh  year  of  his  age.  His  poems  were 
published  in  Philadelphia  in  17C5,  in  a  quarto 
volume  of  two  hundred  and  thirty  pages. 
••The  Prince  of  Parthia,  a  Tragedy,"  coo- 
tains  a  few  vigorous  passages,  but  not  enough 
to  save  it  from  condemnation  as  the  moat 
worthless  coinpositirin  in  the  dramstie  form 
that  has  been  printed  in  America.  The  fol* 
lowing  lines  from  the  fifth  %ct,  niitrht  past  for 
respi*ctable  prose — 

O  may  he  nerer  know  a  father's  fondnean. 
Or  know  it  to  his  sorrow  ;  may  his  lK>prs 
Of  joy  br  rut  liiie  mine,  and  his  sbi  n  tifk 
Be  nne  cnntinued  tfmfiest.    If  he  livre, 
I^t  him  be  cursfd  with  Jralousy  and  fear; 
May  lorturiiiff  Hope  present  the  flowing  capi. 
Then,  hasty,  snatch  it  from  hts  eager  thirst. 
And,  when  be  dlea,  base  treachery  be  the  aaeaas. 

The  ••  Court  of  Fancy,"  a  poem  in  the  he- 
roic measure,  is  superior  to  his  tragedy  in  its 
diction,  but  has  little  originality  of  thought  or 
illustration.  Of  Fancy  he  gives  this  deacrip- 
tion — 

Hifh  In  the  midst,  raised  on  her  rolllaf  throat, 

Bnblimely  eminent,  bright  Fauct  shoaa. 

A  flitterinf  tiara  her  temples  bownd, 

kkh  set  with  sparkling  rubiee  all  aroaad  | 

A  radiant  boag h,  ensign  of  her  command, 

or  poltshed  gold,  waved  In  her  Illy  hand} 

The  same  the  s)bil  to  MumAU  gave. 

When  the  bold  Trojan  croas'd  the  Styfias  wava. 

In  silver  traces  flx'd  unto  her  car. 

Four  snowy  swans,  proad  of  the  imperial  flilr* 

Wing'd  lightly  on,  each  In  gay  beaaty  dr«M*4, 

ffmooth'd  the  soA  plnmage  that  ador«*d  hn 

Sacred  to  her  th^  lucent  chariot  drew. 

Or  whether  wildly  through  the  air  she  flew. 

Or  whether  to  the  dreary  shades  of  alght, 

Opprese'd  with  gloom  she  downward  bent  bm 

Or  proud  a«(>if  tng  siiugbt  the  bteas'd  abo4ea. 

And  b<ildly  sliot  among  the  assembled  fo4a. 

One  of  (>nDrREV*s  most  intiroato  ffiaoda 
was  the  Rever«*nd  Nathanicl  EvAJia*  a  u^ 
tive  of  Philadelphia,  admitted  to  holj  otdeia 
by  the  Bishop  of  London  in  1765.  He  died 
in  October,  17t>7,  in  the  twenty-sixth  year  of 
his  age;  and  his  poems,  few  of  which  had 
been  printed  in  his  lifetime,  Wf>re  soon  after* 
ward,  by  his  direction,  collected  and  published* 
The  •»  Ode  on  the  Prospect  of  Peace,"  writ- 
ten in  17C1,  is  the  most  carefnlly  finishad  of 
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his    prodaetions.     I    quote    the   eoneloding 
rerses — 

Thai  ha*  Britannia's  glory  beam*d. 

Where'er  bright  Pbosbiu,  f^om  his  car^ 
To  earth  his  cheerful  rays  hath  stream'd, 

Atfown  the  crystal  vault  of  air. 
Enough  o*er  Britain's  shining  arms. 
Hath  Victory  display'd  her  charms 

Amid  the  horrid  pomp  of  war— 
Deaceod  then.  Peace,  angelic  maid. 

And  smootbe  Bblloh a's  haggard  brow ; 
Haste  to  diffhse  thy  healing  aid. 

Where'er  implored  by  scenes  of  wo. 
Heaeefonh  whoe'er  disturbs  thy  reign 

Or  suins  the  world  with  human  gore. 
Be  they  from  earth  (a  gloomy  train !) 

Banish'd  to  hell's  profoundest  shore ; 
Where  Vengeance,  on  Avernns'  lake. 

Rages,  with  furious  Atb  bound ; 
And  black  Rebellion's  fetters  shake. 

And  Diecord's  hideous  murmurs  sound  i 
Where  Envy's  noxious  snakes  entwine 

Her  temples  round,  in  gorgon  mood, 
And  bellowing  Faction  rolls  supine 

Along  the  flame-becurled  flood ! — 
Hence,  then,  to  that  accursed  place. 
Disturbers  of  the  human  race! 
And  with  you  bear  Ambition  wild,  and  selfish  Pride, 
With  Persecution  foul,  and  Terror  by  her  side. 

Thus  driven  flroro  earth.  War's  horrid  train — 

O  Peace,  thou  nymph  divine,  draw  near! 
Here  let  the  muses  fix  their  reign. 

And  crown  with  fame  each  rolling  year. 
Boarce  of  Joy  and  genuine  pleasure. 
Queen  of  quiet,  queen  of  leisure. 

Haste  thy  votaries  to  cheer ! 
Cberish'd  beneath  thy  hallow'd  rule. 

Shall  Pennsylvania's  glory  rise ; 
Her  sons,  bred  up  in  Virtue's  school. 

Shall  lift  her  honours  to  the  skies — 
A  Slate  thrice  blest  with  lenient  sway. 

Where  Liberty  exalts  the  mind ; 
Where  Plenty  basks  the  live-long  day 

And  poors  her  treasures  unconflned. 
Hither,  ye  beauteous  virgins  tend, 

With  Art  and  Science  by  your  side. 
Whose  skill  the  untutor'd  morals  mend. 

And  mankind  to  fair  honour  guide ; 
And  with  you  bring  the  graci^s  three, 

To  fill  the  soul  with  glory's  blaze; 
Whose  charms  give  grace  to  poesy. 

And  consecrate  the  immortal  lays — 
Sueh  as,  when  mighty  Pirdab  sung, 
Through  the  Alphean  village  rung ; 
Or  such  as,  Meles,  by  thy  lucid  fountains  flow'd, 
When  bold  Msokides  with  heavenly  transports  glow'd. 

To  such,  may  Delaware,  majestic  flood. 

Lend,  from  his  flowery  banks,  a  ravish'd  ear; 
Such  note  as  may  delight  the  wise  and  good. 

Or  saints  celestial  may  endure  to  hear! 
For  if  the  muse  can  aught  of  time  descry. 

Such  notes  shall  sound  thy  crystal  waves  along. 
Thy  cities  fkir  with  glorious  Athens  vie. 

Nor  pure  llissus  boast  a  nobler  song. 
On  thy  fair  banks,  a  fane  to  Virtue's  name 

Shall  rise — and  Justice  light  her  holy  flame. 
All  hail,  then.  Peace !  restore  the  golden  days. 
And  round  the  ball  difibse  Britannia's  praise ; 
Stretch  her  wide  empire  to  the  world's  last  end. 
Till  kings  remotest  to  her  sceptre  bend  I 

John  Osborn  of  Sandwich,  in  Massachu- 
tetts,  who  died  in  1753,  wrote  a  *•  Wiialing 
$ofig^  which  was  well  known  in  the  Pacific 


for  more  than  half  a  century.  While  in  col- 
lege, in  1735,  he  addressed  an  elegiac  epistle 
to  one  of  his  sisters,  on  the  death  of  a  member 
of  the  family,  of  which  I  quote  the  first  part — 

Dear  sister,  see  the  smiling  spring 

In  all  its  beauties  here ; 
The  groves  a  thousand  pleasures  bring,' 

A  thousand  grateful  scenes  appear. 
With  tender  leaves  the  trees  are  crown*d, 
And  scatter'd  blossoms  all  around, 
Of  various  dyes 
Salute  your  eyes. 

And  cover  o'er  the  speckled  ground. 
Now  thickets  shade  the  glassy  fountains ; 

Trees  o'erhang  the  pnrling  streams ; 
Whisp'rins  brecKes  brush  the  mountains, 

Grots  are  fill'd  with  balmy  steams. 

But,  sister,  all  the  sweets  that  grace 
The  spring  and  blooming  nature's  fkce ; 

The  chirping  birds. 

Nor  lowing  lierds ; 

The  woody  hills. 

Nor  rourm'ring  rills ; 

The  sylvan  shades, 

Nor  flowery  meads, 
To  me  their  former  Joys  dispense, 
Though  all  their  pleasures  court  my  sense. 
But  melancholy  damps  my  mind  ; 

I  lonely  walk  the  field. 

With  inward  sorrow  fill'd. 
And  sigh  to  every  breathing  wind. 

The  facetious  Mather  Bvles  was  in  his 
time  equally  famous  as  a  poet  and  a  wit^  A 
contemporary  bard  exclaims — 

Would  but  Apollo's  genial  touch  Inspire 
Such  sounds  as  breathe  f>om  Btlbs's  warbling  lyre. 
Then  might  my  notes  in  melting  measures  flow. 
And  make  all  nature  wear  the  signs  of  wo. 

And  his  humour  is  celebrated  in  a  poetical 
account  of  the  clergy  of  Boston,  quoted  by 
Mr.  Samuel  Kettell,  in  his  **  Specimens  of 
American  Poetry," — 

There's  punning  Bylbs,  provokes  our  smiles, 

A  man  of  stately  parts. 
He  visits  folks  to  crack  his  Jokes, 

Which  never  mend  their  heans. 

With  strutting  gait,  and  wig  so  great. 

He  walks  along  the  streets ; 
And  throws  out  wit,  or  what 's  like  it, 

To  every  one  he  meets. 

Btles  was  graduated  at  Cambridge  in  1735, 
and  was  ordained  the  first  minister  of  the  church 
in  Hollis  street,  in  1732.  He  soon  became  emi- 
nent as  a  preacher,  and  the  King's  College  at 
Aberdeen  conferred  on  him  the  degree  of  Doc- 
tor of  Divinity.  He  was  one  of  the  authors 
of  »*A  Collection  of  Poems  by  several  Hands," 
which  appeared  in  1744,and  of  numerous  essays 
and  metrical  compositions  in  <«The  New  Eng- 
land Weekly  Journal,"  the  merit  of  which  was 
such  as  to  introduce  him  to  the  notice  of  Pope 
and  other  English  scholars.  One  of  his  poems 
is  entitled  •iThe  Conflagration;"  and  it  is 
**  applied   to  that  grand   catastrophe   of  our 

world  when  the  face  of  nature  is  to  be  changed 

c 


un 
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bj  a  delage  of  fiie.*'     The  following  lioet 

•how  iu  stjle — 

Tet  tball  j  •,  Amms,  Um  WMthif  glob*  rtflM, 
Ami  bid  Um  Ahm  wtth  pnnr  ipl«Rdottr  tblM. 
Tb«  eanli,  wbkb  tb«  prolific  tn»  comvim. 
To  bM«t]r  boms,  and  wit  bora  Inio  Moon ; 
InprovlBf  la  tbo  fortUo  flooM  It  llc«, 
Padot  Into  ft>rm«  aod  Into  vlfoar  dtoa  i 
Proab-dawalof  glortoa  blnib  amldtt  tbo  bUio, 
And  nature  all  renews  bcr  flowery  tkc: 
Wttb  endlees  cbarma  tbe  erertaiting  )ear 
Boll*  round  the  eeaeons  In  a  full  c«re«r  ; 
flprlng,  ever-blooming,  bida  tb«  fleldt  rrjoke. 
And  warMinf  birds  try  tbeir  roclodiout  voice ; 
Where'er  abe  treade.  lUIre  unbidden  blow. 
Quick  lulipe  riee,  and  eudden  roeee  flow  : 
Her  pencil  palniee  thousand  beauteous  scenea, 
Where  blossoms  bud  amid  Immunol  greens  ; 
Each  stream.  In  mazes,  murmurs  as  it  flows. 
And  floating  ftirrsts  gently  bend  tlM>ir  bnog ha. 
Thou,  autumn,  too.  sm'si  in  the  frai rant  shade. 
While  the  ripe  fruits  blush  all  anmnd  thy  head  t 
And  lavish  nature,  with  luiuriant  hands. 
All  tbe  soA  months,  in  gay  confusion  blends. 

Dyle8  was  earnestly  opposed  to  the  Revo- 
lotion,  and  in  tbe  spring;  of  1777  was  dt>tioiinc«d 
in  tbe  public  assemblies  as  a  Tory,  and  coro- 
pelled  to  frire  bonds  for  bis  appearance  before 
a  court  for  trial.  In  tbe  following  June  he  was 
convicted  of  treasonable  conversation,  and  hos- 
tility to  tbe  country,  and  sentenced  to  be  im- 
prisoned forty  days  on  board  a  guard  ship,  and 
at  the  end  of  that  period  to  be  sent  with  his 
family  to  England.  The  board  of  war  how- 
ever took  his  case  into  consideration,  and  com- 
muted tbe  punishment  to  a  short  confinement 
under  a  guard  in  his  own  house ;  but,  though 
he  continued  to  reside  in  Boston  during  the 
remainder  of  bis  life,  he  never  again  entered 
a  pulpit,  nor  regained  his  ante-revolutionary 
popularity.  He  died  in  1788,  in  the  eighty- 
second  year  of  his  age. 

He  was  a  favourite  in  every  social  or  con- 

rivial  circle,  and  no  one  was  more  fond  of  bis 

society  than  the  colonial  governor,  DtixrHaa, 

on  the  death  of  whose  wife  he  wrote  an  elegy 

ending  with — 

Meantime  my  name  to  thine  allied  shall  stAnd, 
Still  our  warm  friendship,  mutual  flames  ettead} 
Tbe  muse  shall  so  survive  flrom  age  to  age, 
And  Bbix Men's  name  pcucect  bis  Bf  tju's  page. 

The  doctor  had  declined   an  invitation  to 

visit  with  the  governor  the  province  of  Maine, 

and  Deix:hcb  resorted  to  a  stratagem  to  secure 

his  company.   Having  persuaded  him  to  drink 

tea  with  him  on  board  the  Scarborough  ship  of 

war,  one  Sunday  afternoon,  as  soon  as  they 

were    seated  at  the   table    the   anchor  was 

weighed,  the  sails  set,  and  befote  the  punning 

parson  had  called  for  his  last  cup,  the  ship 

was  too  far  at  sea  for  him  to  think  of  retaming 

to  the  shore.   As  every  thing  necessary  for  his 

comfort  had   been   thoughtfully  provided,  he 

was  easily  reconciled  to  the  voyage.     While 


making  preparations  for  religious  sernoaa,  tiM 
next  Sunday,  it  was  diseorered  that  there  wis 
DO  hymn  book  on  board,  and  he  wrols  th« 
followiiy  lines,  which  were  song  tnstssd  of  a 
selection  from  SrsaifHOLD  and  Honrii 


I 


Great  OoD,  thy  worka  o«r  wonder  rmlas  i 

To  thee  o«r  swelllaf  noiea  beloaf } 
While  sbiee  and  winda,  and  rncka  sad 

Around  shall  echo  to  o«r  aonf. 

Thy  power  produced  this  mighty  frsaw. 

Aloud  to  thee  the  tempests  ro«r. 
Or  softer  breexes  tune  thy  name 

Gently  along  the  shelly  shore. 

Round  thee  the  scaly  nation  rorea. 

Thy  opening  bands  their  Joys  beeCow,  I 

Through  all  tbe  blushing  coral  grovaa. 

These  silent  gay  retreats  below. 

I 

See  the  broad  sun  foraake  tbe  tklea. 
Glow  on  the  waves,  and  downward  glUa  t 

Anon  heaven  opens  all  its  eyee. 
And  sur-beame  tremble  o'er  tbe  tide. 

Each  various  scene,  or  day  or  night. 
Loan'  points  to  ibee  our  nourisb'd  aoal| 

Thy  glories  fli  our  whole  delight ; 
So  the  toucb'd  needle  rourts  tbe  poto. 

JiiflCPH  (vBKCR,  a  merchant  of  UosUMi,  who 
had  been  a  classmate  of  Bvlks  at  Cambfid|ps« 
was  little  less  celebrated  than  the  dortor  for 
humour;  and  some  of  his  poetical  composi- 
tions were  as  popular  ninety  years  ago  as  is  • 
our  own  time  have  been  those  of  **CaoAEBBll    - 
(yO.,**  which  they  resemble  in  spirit  ami  play*   ' 
ful  ease  of  versification.  The  abductioo  oitkm 
Hollis  street  minister  was  the  cause  of  mcH  % 
little  merriment  in  Boston;  and  Grskii«  b**   - 
tween  whom  and  Hvucs  there  was  some  rivslry*  - 
as  the  leaders  of  opposing  social  factions, 
ader  «'rnte  a  burlesque  account  of  it-* 

In  David's  Psalme  an  orerslgbt 
By  LBS  found  one  morning  at  bis  tea, 

Alas!  that  be  should  never  write 
A  proper  peatm  to  sing  at  sea. 

Thus  rumlnaiing  on  bis  seal, 

Ambitioos  thoughts  at  length  prevaM'd, 

Tite  bard  delcrmtned  to  c«>mplete 
The  part  wherein  tbe  prophet  tetl*d. 

lie  sat  awhile  and  stroked  bis  asrne,* 

Then  tahini  up  his  tuneful  pen. 
Wrote  a  frw  sianaas  for  tbe  «Me 

iH  his  seafbring  bretberen. 

Tbe  task  perform'd.  the  hard  corneal. 
Well  choeen  was  earh  Aotrinc  word| 

On  a  short  voyage  himseif  be  went. 
To  b«ar  U  read  and  sung  on  board. 

Most  eerious  fliriecians  do  aver. 

(Their  credit  sure  we  may  reljr  oaj 
In  former  timee  that  aAer  prayer. 

They  used  to  ainf  a  eoag  at  Zum. 

Our  asodern  parson  having  prajr'd. 

Tnleee  loud  fbme  nmr  fkith  begurtee. 
Sat  down,  took  out  bis  bo<«k  and  aald, 

^  Let  *s  suif  a  psalm  o(  Matmis  Bvtas.** 

At  flrel.  when  be  begun  to  read, 
Tbeir  heads  tbe  aMrmbly  d<iwnward  bnnf. 

But  he  wtth  bi»ldne«s  dtd  proceed. 
And  tbae  be  read,  aod  thus  iliey  ewif. 

•  Bf  LSe's  tevuurite  cat,  so  named  by  hm  fr 
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With  Tast  amasemeni  we  iimrey 

The  wonder*  of  the  deep, 
Where  mackerel  twim,  and  porpotoe  play, 

And  crabe  and  lobatert  creep. 

Fiah  of  all  kinda  Inhabit  here. 

And  throng  the  dark  abode. 
Here  haddock,  hake,  and  floandera  are. 

And  eeli,  and  perch,  and  cod. 

From  rafinf  winds  and  tempeata  free. 

So  smoothly  as  we  paaa. 
The  shining  surfhce  seems  to  be 

A  piece  of  Bristol  glass. 

But  when  the  winds  and  tempeata  rise. 

And  foaming  billows  swell. 
The  vessel  mounts  above  the  sUea 

And  lower  sinks  than  heU. 

Oor  heads  the  tottering  motion  feel. 

And  quickly  we  become 
Giddy  as  new-droppM  calves,  and  reel 

Uke  Indians  drunk  with  rum. 

What  praises  then  are  due  that  we 

Thus  far  have  aafely  got, 
Ajoarescoggin  tribe  to  see, 

And  tribe  of  Penobscot. 

In  1750  Green  published  *«An  Entertain- 
ent  for  a  Winter  Evening,^'  in  which  he 
lianles  the  freemasons ;  and  afterward, «« The 
ud  Bank,"  »« A  Tme  Account  of  the  Cele- 
«tion  of  St  John  the  Baptist,**  and  sereral 
iOTter  pieces,  all  of  which  I  believe  were 
liiical.    His  epigrams  are  the  best  written 

this  country  before  the  Revolution;  and 
any  anecdotes  are  told  to  show  the  readiness 

his  wit  and  his  skill  as  an  improvisator. 
n  one  occasion,  a  country  gentleman,  know- 
^  hit  reputation  as  a  poet,  procured  an  intro- 
iction  to  him,  and  solicited  a  *'  first  rate  epi- 
ph"  for  a  favourite  servant  who  had  lately 
ed.  Green  asked  what  were  the  man's  chief 
lalities,  and  was  told  that «  Cole  excelled 

all  things,  but  was  particularly  good  at 
king  hay,  which  he  could  do  faster  than 
lybody,  the  present  company,  of  course,  ex- 
>pted/'    Green  wrote  immediately-^ 

Here  lies  the  body  of  John  Cole, 
His  matter  loved  him  like  his  soul ; 
He  could  rake  hay,  none  could  rake  fhater 
Except  that  raking  dog,  his  master. 

In  his  old  age  Green  left  Boston  for  Eng- 
nd,  rather  from  the  infirmities  of  age,  than 
om  indifference  to  the  cause  of  liberty. 
Contemporary  with  Btles  and  Green  was 
e  celebrated  Doctor  Benjamin  Church.  He 
as  bom  in  Boston  in  1739,  and  graduated  at 
ambridge  when  in  the  sixteenth  year  of  his 
re.  After  finishing  his  professional  educa- 
}n,  he  established  himself  as  a  physician  in 
s  native  city,  and  soon  became  eminent  by 
8  literary  and  political  writings.  At  the 
»mmencement  of  the  revolutionary  troubles, 
)  was  chosen  a  member  of  the  Massachusetts 
gislature,  and  after  the  battle  of  Lexington 


was  appointed  surgeon-general  of  the  army* 
In  the  autumn  of  1775  he  was  suspected  of 
treasonable  correspondence  with  the  enemy, 
arrested  by  order  of  the  commander-in-chief, 
tried  by  the  general  court,  and  found  guilty. 
By  direction  of  the  Congress,  to  whom  the 
subject  of  his  punishment  was  referred,  he 
was  confined  in  a  prison  in  Connecticut;  but 
after  a  fbw  months,  on  account  of  the  condi- 
tion of  his  health,  was  set  at  liberty ;  and  in 
the  summer  of  1776  he  embarked  at  Newport 
for  the  West  Indies,  in  a  ship  which  was 
never  heard  of  after  the  day  on  which  it  sailed. 
Church  wrote  several  of  the  best  poems  in 
Piettu  et  Graiulaiio  Coliegii  CarUtitrigUnns 
apud  Novanglos^  published  on  the  accession 
of  George  the  Third  to  the  throne;  and  ««The 
Times,"  a  satire,  **The  Choice,"  •*  Elegies 
on  George  Whitefield  and  Doctor  Mat- 
hew,"  and  several  other  pieces,  all  of  which 
were  manly  in  their  style,  and  smoothly  ver- 
sified. The  following  are  the  concluding  lines 
of  his  address  to  the  king : 

May  one  clear  calm  attend  thee  to  thy  close. 
One  lengthen'd  sunshine  of  complete  repose : 
Correct  our  crimes,  and  beam  that  Christian  mind 
O'er  the  wide  wreck  of  desolate  mankind ; 
To  calni-brow^d  Peace,  the  maddening  world  restore. 
Or  lash  the  demon  thirsting  still  for  gore ; 
Till  nature's  utmost  bound  thy  arms  restrain, 
And  prostrate  tyrants  bite  the  British  chain. 

James  Allen,  the  author  of  an  **epic  poem" 
entitled  "Bunker  Hill,"  of  which  but  a  few 
fragments  have  been  published,  lived  in  the 
same  period.  The  world  lost  nothing  by  <*  his 
neglect  of  fame." 

William  Livingston,  a  member  of  the  first 
Congress,  and  the  first  republican  governor  of 
New  Jersey,  was  bom  in  New  York  in  1723, 
and  was  graduated  at  Yale  College  in  1741. 
His  poem  entitled  **  Philosophic  Solitude," 
which  has  been  frequently  reprinted,  is  a  spe- 
cimen of  elegant  mediocrity — superior  to  most 
of  the  compositions  which  I  have  already 
alluded  to— but  contains  nothing  worthy  of 
especial  praise.  The  opening  verses  are  not 
deficient  in  melody : 

Let  ardent  heroes  seek  renown  in  arms. 

Pant  after  fame,  and  rush  to  war's  alarms ; 

To  shining  palaces  let  fools  rrsort. 

And  dunces  cringe  to  be  esteeni'd  at  court : 

Mine  be  the  pleasure  of  a  rural  life, 

From  noise  remote,  and  ignorant  of  strife ; 

Far  from  the  painted  belle,  and  white-gloved  beau. 

The  lawless  masquerade,  and  midnight  show, 

From  ladies,  lap-dogs,  courtiers,  garters,  stars. 

Fops,  fiddlers,  tyrants,  emperors,  and  czars. 

Among  the  poets  who  wrote  just  before  the 
Revolution,  and  whom  I  have  not  before  men- 
tioned, was  Mrs.  Eliza  Bleecker,  the  author 
of  several  pieces  relating  to  the  domestic  suf- 
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ferings  which  followed  in  the  tnin  of  frontier 
wmrfare.  Some  •<  Lines  on  Reading  Virgil," 
written  in  1778,  show  her  manner-* 

Now  c«M«  tboM  iMfi,  toy  ftatk  Vibsil  ky, 

Ltt  rteent  •orrowt  din  Uif  pavatof  •T*  I 

Stell  JSaiA*  for  kMi  CBsrtA  monn^ 

A«d  ttara  b«  waattof  o*  ASuxa**  am  1 

Like  him  I  ioct  my  Iktr  om  In  ajr  tUffbt* 

Frmb  cre«l  ft>M,  asd  la  Um  tfM4  of  aigbt. 

Shall  ho  laoMSt  Um  fhU  of  I1Iob*s  toworo. 

Ami  we  aoc  oKHini  the  saddeo  nila  of  oara  Y 

8oe  York  oa  0re— wbllo,  borae  by  wladt,  each  flaae 

Projects  lu  glowlag  eheet  o'er  half  the  awia. 

Tile  aAlghted  savafe,  jrelUaf  with  aaiOM, 

rrom  AUef  haajr  eeee  the  roUiaf  Maae. 

Far  froai  tlieee  eceaes  of  horror,  la  the  shade 

I  saw  mj  afed  pareat  ealh  coaveycd  { 

Thea  esdif  Ibllowed  to  the  (Headljr  toad 

With  aijr  sonrlvlng  lafltat  bj  the  baad : 

No  caaibroas  lioasebold  gods  had  1,  ladeed« 

To  load  Bijr  siMHildcrs,  and  mj  (l%bt  Uapede  i 

ProcectioB  from  such  Impotence  wlio  *d  cUla  Y 

Uf  Gods  took  care  of  me— not  1  of  tliem. 

The  Trojan  saw  Aacaisis  breathe  bb  last 

When  aU  domestic  dangers  be  had  passed ; 

•o  mj  lov*d  parent,  after  she  had  fisd, 

Laamaied*  perish'd  oa  a  straager's  bed : 

—He  held  hie  waj  o'er  the  Cervltoa  bmIb, 

Bat  I  retoraed  to  hoetlle  fields  agala. 

Daring  the  war  sereral  Tolomes  of  patriotic 
and  miscellaneous  rerses  were  pohlished  in 
New  England  and  New  York.  The  poems 
of  Doctor  J.  M.  ScwELL,  contain  the  well- 
known  epilogue  to  Addison's  ^  Cato,**  begin- 
ning— 

".We  see  maakiad  tlM  saoM  la  oTery  aget** 

and  thoee  of  Doctor  Peixb  and  Gulian  Via- 
PLANCK  are  written  with  anasoal  taste  and 
ears.  Psimb  finished  his  professional  ednca- 
tton  in  Europe,  and  on  his  return  applied  for  a 
eommission  in  the  armj,  hot  did  not  sneceed 
in  obtaining  one.  He  allades  to  his  disap- 
pointment in  an  elegy  on  the  death  of  his  friend 
Doctor  ScuDDta,  who  was  slain  in  a  skirmish 
at  Shrewsbury  in  New  Jersey — 


8o  bright,  Mees'd  shade !  thf  deede  of  virtae 
Bo  rkh,  ao  doabt,  ibjr  rscompeace  on  high : 

Mjr  lot  *s  (kt  BMre  tomeauMe  thaa  tbiae, 
Thoa  Ur'st  la  death,  whUe  I  la  Itvlag  die. 

With  great  applaase  hast  thoa  perform'd  tliy  part, 
Bliice  thy  first  eatraace  oa  the  stage  of  lilh  i 

Or  la  the  labours  of  the  beallag  art. 
Or  la  fblr  Liberty's  Imporuat  strUh. 

la  awd'clae  skllfVil,  aad  la  waribre  brave, 
la  eoaacU  steady,  aacorrapi  aad  wtee  ^ 

To  tiMe,  the  happj  lot  thy  Maker  gave. 
To  BO  MBsU  raiak  la  each  of  theee  to  riaa. 


Employ *d  In  constant  ascfuln«^«  iby  time. 

And  thy  fine  talcau  la  eiertiun  stmng  j 
Tbon  dledst  advanc'd  in  lifr,  though  In  thy  prIaM. 

Por,  living  asefol  thoa  hast  Itved  long. 

But  I,  alas !  like  some  nnfrultftti  tree, 
Tliat  aseleee  stands,  a  ramberrr  of  the  plala. 

My  fkcalttee  anprofltaMe  eee. 
And  Ave  long  years  have  lived  almoel  la  rmim. 

WhUe  all  around  me,  like  the  busy  swarma, 
Tliat  ply  the  fervent  toboars  of  tiM  hive } 

Or  guide  the  sute,  with  ardoar  rash  to  anaa. 
Or  eoBM  leee  great  bat  aeedAU  baaiaeae  drive, 

I  eee  my  tiam  Inglorloae  glide  away, 
Obecare  aad  aeeleee  like  aa  Idle  dieas  t 

Aad  aacoadadve  each  rcvolvlag  day. 
Or  to  my  coaatry's  iat'reet  or  my  owa. 

Great  hast  thoa  lived  and  glorloas  hast  thoa  diodi 
Though  tralt'roas  viltotns  have  cat  ehort  thy  tefSi 

VIrtae  must  sblne,  whatever  fste  betide. 
Be  theirs  the  scandal,  and  be  thine  tlie  prmlaa. 

Then,  to  my  soul  thy  memory  shall  be. 
From  glory  bright,  as  from  affection,  deari 

And  while  1  live  to  pour  my  grief  for  tliee. 
Glad  Joy  shsU  sparkto  la  each  uickllag  laar. 

Thy  great  etample,  too,  shall  fire  my  breast  i 
If  Heaven  permit,  with  thee,  again  I  *ll  vitt 

And  all  thy  condact  well  In  mine  eipveee'd. 
Like  thee  1'  U  Uve,  though  I  like  thee  shoald  «a. 

PaiMB  wrote  a  satire  on  the  Welsh,  is  Latfa 

and  English,  entitled  **  Muscipnla  sits  CaBh» 

bromyomachia  ;**  and  on  the  passage  of  dM 

stamp  act  composed  **  A  Song  for  the  Somb  bC 

Liberty  in  New  York,**  which  is  superisc  IB 

any  patriotic  lyric  up  to  that  time  writtaa  is 

this  country.    VsapLANCE  was  a  man  of  tBUB 

and  erudition,  and  his  **  Vice,  a  Satire,**  p«W 

lished  aoon  after  his  return  from  his  traTBlB,ui 

1774,  is  an  elegant  and  spirited  poem.    Amoag 

his  shorter  pieces  is  the  following  **  Propbaej,** 

written  while  he  was  in  England,  in  1773— 

BaM,  happy  Briuia,  Freedom's  Meet  retreat  i 

Great  to  thy  power,  thy  wealth,  thy  glory  graai. 

Bat  wealth  aad  power  have  ao  lauDortal  day, 

Por  aU  things  rlpea  only  to  decay. 

And  when  that  tlam  arrivee,  the  lot  of  aU, 

When  BrtUM's  glory,  power,  and  wealth  ehaB  Ml  t 

Then  shall  thy  sons  by  Pate's  ancbangad  dectaa 

In  other  worlde  another  Britain  eee. 

And  what  thoa  art,  Aawrlca  shall  ha. 

From  this  account  of  the  ^  poets  and  pOBlry** 

of  our  ante-rerolutionary  period,  it  will  be  sem 

that  until  the  spirit  of  freedom  began  to  iaiB* 

enee  the  national  character,  Tery  little  TtrsB 

worthy  of  presenration  was  produced  in  Abw- 

rica.   The  pobtit  or  thb  coi^^ibs  wis  wiik- 

out  originality,  energy,  fesling,  or 

of  diction. 
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THBOUOB  TBX    aBCOTlKa   PRX8XNT 
WHSrWABD  THX   8TARBT   PitTH   07  POXST   UMS  I 
EXB  OXiORXOaS   SPIBTT,    UXM  TUX   XTXlSmSTO  OBXSOXVT, 
00MX8   BOUKDXVO  UP  TBX  8ZXX8. 

T.  B.  BKAa 


TXIT 


PHILIP  FRENEAU. 


[Iten,  tTGI.    DM,  Itt.] 


Phflif  Fkkhsau*  was  the  most  distuigukhed 
poet  of  our  Tevolationaiy  time.  He  was  a  volumi- 
nous  writer,  and  many  of  his  compositions  are 
intrinsically  worthless,  or,  relating  to  persons  and 
events  now  forgotten,  are  no  longer  interesting ; 
but  enough  remain  to  show  that  he  had  more 
genius  and  more  enthusiasm  than  any  other  bard 
whose  powers  were  called  into  action  during  the 
great  struggle  for  liberty. 

He  was  of  French  extraction.  His  grandfather  a 
pious  and  intelligent  Huguenot,  came  to  America 
immediately  after  the  revocation  of  the  edict  of 
Nantz,  in  company  with  a  number  of  Protestant 
gentlemen,  who  on  their  arrival  founded  the  old 
cfauich  of  Saint  Esprit,  in  New  York,  and  after- 
ward, I  believe,  the  pleasant  village  of  New  Ro- 
cheUe,  near  that  city.  The  poet  was  bom  on  the 
fifteenth  of  January,  in  the  year  1752.  His  father 
died  while  he  was  yet  a  child,  but  his  mother  at- 
tended carefully  to  his  education,  and  he  entered 
Nassau  Hall  at  Princeton,  in  1767,  so  hi  advanced 
in  dawHJral  studies,  that  the  president  of  the  col- 
lege made  his  proficiency  the  subject  of  a  congra- 
tulatory letter  to  one  of  his  relatives.  His  room- 
mate and  most  devoted  friend  here  was  James 
Madisok,  and  among  his  classmates  were  many 
others  who  in  after  time  became  eminent  as  legis- 
lators or  scholars.  He  was  gpraduated  when  nine- 
teen years  of  age,  and  soon  after  removed  to  Phila- 
delplua,  where  he  was  for  several  years  on  terms 
of  fiimiliar  intimacy  with  the  well-known  Fbancis 
HoPKiirso^,  with  whom  he  was  associated  as  a 
political  writer. 

He  began  to  compose  verses  at  an  early  period, 
and,  before  leaving  Princeton,  had  formed  the  plan 
of  an  epic  poem  on  the  life  and  discoveries  of  Co- 
LI7MBUS,  of  which  the  «  Address  to  Feidinand,"  in 
this  vdume,  is  probably  a  fragment  After  his 
removal  to  Philadelphia  his  attention  was  devoted 
to  politics,  and  his  poetical  writings  related  princi- 
paUy  to  public  characters  and  events.  His  satires 
on  Hugh  GAiirs,j-  and  other  prominent  tories, 
were  remarkably  popular  in  their  time,  though 
deserving  of  little  praise  for  their  chasteness  or 
elegance  of  diction ;  and  his  patriotic  songs  and 

*  Th€  name  of  the  poet  fa  loinetlmet  confounded  with 
that  of  his  brother,  Pitkb  Fbkkbau,  a  celebrated  par- 
tinn  editor,  of  South  Carolina,  who  occaaionally  wrote 
▼ertee,  thoufh  I  believe  nothing  of  more  pretension 
than  a  eoof  or  an  epigram.  Petkb  Fbbkbau  wae  a 
man  of  wit  and  education ;  he  was  one  of  Mr.  Jeffbb- 
soK'a  oHMt  ardent  and  influential  adherents,  and  when 
the  republican  party  came  into  power  in  South  Carolina, 
he  was  made  Secretary  of  Sute.  Thomas,  in  his  '*  Re- 
minisceDcea,"  remarks  that  **his  style  of  writing  com- 
bined the  beauty  and  smoothness  of  Adduom  with  the 
slmplieity  of  CoBBrrr."    He  died  in  1814. 

f  The  *'  Kiag'M  Printer,'*  In  New  Yorlc. 


ballads,  which  are  superior  to  any  metrical  compo- 
sitions then  written  in  this  country,  were  every, 
where  sung  with  enthusiasm. 

Frbhbau  enjoyed  the  fiiendship  of   Adams, 

FrAHKLIIT,  JSPFEBSOH,  MaDISOIT,  SUd    MOKROI, 

and  the  last  three  were  his  constant  correspondente 
while  they  lived.  I  have  before  me  two  letters, 
one  written  by  Jsffbbsoit  and  the  other  by  Madi- 
son, in  which  he  is  commended  to  certain  citizens 
of  New  York,  for  his  extensive  information,  soimd 
discretion,  and  general  high  character,  as  a  candi- 
date for  the  editorship  of  a  journal  which  it  was 
intended  to  establish  in  that  city.  His  application 
appears  to  have  been  unsuccessful :  probably  be- 
cause the  project  was  abandoned. 

As  a  reward  for  the  ability  and  patriotism  he  had 
displayed  during  the  war,  Mr.  Jbffbrsoit  gave  him 
a  place  in  the  Department  of  State ;  but  his  public 
employment  being  of  too  sedentary  a  description 
for  Si  man  of  his  ardent  temperament,  he  soon 
relinquished  it  to  conduct  in  Philadelphia  a  paper 
entitled  «  The  Freeman's  JoumaL*'  He  was  the 
only  editor  who  remained  at  his  post,  during  the 
prevalence  of  the  yellow  fever  in  that  city,  in  the 
summer  of  1 793.  The  «  Journal"  was  unprofiteble, 
and  he  gave  it  up,  in  1793,  to  take  the  command  of 
a  merchant-ship,  in  which  he  made  several  voyages 
to  Madeira,  the  West  Indies,  and  other  places.  His 
naval  ballads  and  other  poems  relating  to  the  sea, 
written  in  this  period,  are  among  the  most  spirited 
and  carefully  finished  of  his  productions. 

Of  the  remainder  of  his  history  I  have  been  able 
to  learn  but  little.  In  1 8 10  he  resided  in  Philadel- 
phia, and  he  subsequently  removed  to  Mount  Plea- 
sant, in  New  Jersey.  He  died,  very  suddenly,  near 
Freehold,  in  that  stete,  on  the  eighteenth  day  of 
December,  1832,  in  the  eightieth  year  of  his  age. 

The  first  collection  of  Frbitsau's  poems  was 
published  in  1786  ;  a  second  edition  appeared  in 
a  closely  printed  octevo  volume  at  Monmouth,  in 
New  Jersey,  in  1795 ;  and  a  third,  in  two  duodeci- 
mo volumes,  in  Philadelphia,  in  1809.  The  last 
is  entitled  **  Poems  vnitten  and  published  during 
the  American  Revolutionary  War,  and  now  re- 
published from  the  original  Manuscripts,  inter- 
spersed with  Translations  from  the  Andente, 
and  other  Pieces  not'  heretofore  in  Print*'  In 
1788  he  published  in  Philadelphia  his  <<Mis<«eUa- 
neous  Works,  containing  Essays  and  additional 
Poems,"  and,  in  1814,  « A  Collection  of  Poems 
on  American  Affairs,  and  a  Variety  of  other  Sub- 
jects, chiefly  Moral  and  Political,  written  between 
1797  and  1815."  His  house  at  Mount  Pleasant 
was  destroyed  by  fire,  in  1815  or  1816,  and  in 
some  of  his  letters  he  lamente  the  loss,  by  that 
misfortune,  of  some  of  his  best  poems,  which  had 
never  been  printed. 
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THE  DYING  INDIAN. 


«  On  yonder  lake  I  wpntA  the  mO  no  more ! 
Vigour,  and  youth,  and  active  days  are 
RelentlcM  demona  urge  me  lo  that  ihore 
On  whoee  black  Ibreata  all  the  dead  are  caat  >-^ 
Ye  aolemn  train,  piepare  the  funeral  aoog. 
For  I  muat  go  to  ehades  below, 
Where  all  ia  alrange  and  all  ia  new ; 
Companion  to  the  airy  throng ! — 

What  aoUtary  atreama, 

In  dull  and  dreary  dreama. 
All  melancholy,  muat  I  rove  along ! 

To  what  ftimnge  landa  muat  CaB^ri  take  hie  way  I 
Ororea  of  the  dead  departed  mortala  traoe : 
No  deer  along  thoee  gloomy  forrata  stray, 
No  huntamen  there  take  pleasure  in  the  chaae. 
But  all  are  empty,  unaubatantial  shades. 
That  ramble  through  those  visionary  gladea ; 
No  spongy  fruits  from  vertiant  trees  depend. 
But  sickly  orchards  there 
Do  fruits  aa  sickly  bear. 
And  applea  a  conaumpCive  viaage  ahew. 
And  withered  hangs  the  whortleberry  blue. 

Ah  me !  what  mischic&  on  the  dead  attend  I 
Wandering  a  stranger  to  the  shoraa  below. 
Where  shall  I  brook  or  reai  fountain  find  1 
Lasy  and  aad  deluding  waters  flow — 
Such  is  the  picture  in  my  boding  mind ! 

Fine  tales,  indeed,  they  tHl 

Of  shades  and  purling  rills. 

Where  our  dead  fathers  dwell 

Beyond  the  western  hills ; 
But  when  did  ghoat  return  his  state  to  shew ; 
Or  who  can  prumiae  half  the  tale  is  true  1 

I  too  most  be  a  fleeting  ghoat ! — no  more 
None,  none  but  ahadows  to  thoae  manaiona  go ; 
I  leave  my  wooda,  I  leave  the  Huron  ahore, 

For  emptier  groves  below ! 

Ye  charming  solitudes. 

Ye  tall  ascending  woods 
Ye  glaasy  Ukes  and  prattling  streama. 

Whose  aspect  still  waa  swcrt. 

Whether  the  aun  did  greet. 
Or  the  pale  moon  embraced  you  with  her  beams-— 

Adieu  to  all ! 
To  an,  that  charm*d  me  where  I  stray *d. 
The  winding  stream,  the  dark  aequealerM  shade ; 

Adieu  all  triumphs  here ! 
Adieu  the  mountain*s  lofty  sweO, 
Adieu,  thou  little  verdant  hill. 
And  aeaa.  and  stara,  and  skie»--farewell. 

For  •rtii*  mmrttir  lA^w  t 


Pcrplex'd  with  doubla,  and  tortmvd  with  deapav, 
Why  so  dejected  at  thia  hopek»  sleepi 
Nature  at  last  theae  mine  may  rrpair, 
Wheo  fate's  long  dream  ia  o*er,  and  aha  fbrgvta  to 


Some  real  world  once  more  may  be  aasign'd. 
Some  new-bom  mansion  for  the  immortal  mind! 
Farewell,  sweet  lake ;  farewell,  surrounding  wooda: 
To  other  groves,  through  midnight  glooma,  I  sCraj, 
Beyond  the  mountains,  and  beyond  the  flooda, 
Beyond  the  Huron  bay  ! 
j  Prepare  the  hollow  t4>mh,  and  place  me  low. 
My  trusty  bow  and  arruws  by  my  aide. 
The  cheerful  bottle  and  the  veniaon  slofa ; 
For  long  the  journey  is  that  I  most  go. 
Without  a  partner,  and  without  a  guide.** 

He  spoke,  and  bid  the  attending  mourneia  wvcfi, 
Then  closed  his  eyes,  and  sunk  to  endleaa  aletp! 


THE  INDIAN  BURYING-GROUND. 


Iir  spite  of  all  the  leamM  have  aaid, 
I  still  my  oU  opinion  keep ; 

The  potture  that  we  give  the  dead. 
Points  out  the  soul*s  eternal  sleep. 

Not  so  the  ancients  of  these  land^— 
The  Indian,  when  from  life  releaaed. 

Again  is  seated  with  his  friends. 
And  shares  again  the  joyoua  feasL* 

His  imaged  birda,  and  painted  bowl. 
And  veniaon,  for  a  journey  dieaa'd. 

Bespeak  the  nature  of  the  soul. 
Activity,  that  knows  no  rest. 

His  bow,  for  action  ready  bent. 
And  arrows,  with  a  head  of  stone. 

Can  only  moan  that  life  is  n|N*nt, 
And  not  the  old  ideas  gone. 


Thou,  stranger,  that  shalt  come  dM%  way, 
yo  fraud  upon  the  dead  commit— 

Observe  the  swelling  turf,  and  say 
They  do  not  iU,  but  here  they  jiir. 

Here  still  a  lofty  nirk  rcmsina. 

On  which  the  cuhoun  eve  mat  trace 

(Sow  wasted,  half^  by  wearing  raina) 
The  fanciea  of  a  ruder  race. 

Here  still  an  aged  elm  aspires. 

Beneath  whose  CAr-|in>jrcting  shade 

(And  which  the  shepherd  still  admires) 
The  chikiren  of  the  forest  play'd ! 

There  oft  a  rratless  Indian  queen 

(Pale  SatBAa,  with  her  braided  hair) 

And  many  a  barbarous  form  is  seen 
To  chide  the  man  that  lingera  thera. 
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Bj  nudnight  moons,  o*er  moUtening  dews, 
In  habit  for  the  chase  array'd. 

The  hunter  still  the  deer  punraes. 
The  hunter  and  the  deer,  a  shade ! 


And  long  shall  timorous  fimcy 

The  painted  chief  and  pointed  spear ; 

And  Reuon's  self  shall  bow  the  knee 
To  shadows  and  delusions  here. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  AMERICANS 
WHO  FELL  AT  EUTAW.* 


At  Eutaw  Springs  the  valiant  died ; 

Their  limbs  with  dust  are  covered  o' 
Weep  on,  je  springs,  your  tearful  tide ; 

How  many  heroes  are  no  more ! 

Jit  in  this  wreck  of  ruin,  they 

Can  yet  be  thought  to  claim  the  tear, 

O  smite  your  gentle  breast,  and  say. 
The  fiiends  of  freedom  slumber  here ! 

Thou  who  shalt  trace  this  bloody  plain. 
If  goodness  rules  thy  generous  breast, 

Sigh  for  the  wasted  rural  reign ; 

Sigh  for  the  shepherds,  sunk  to  rest  I 

Stranger,  their  humble  graves  adorn ; 

You  too  may  fall,  and  ask  a  tear : 
'Tis  not  the  b«iuty  of  the  morn 

That  proves  the  evening  shall  be  clear. 

They  saw  their  injured  country's  wo ; 

liie  flaming  town,  the  wasted  field ; 
Then  rush*d  to  meet  the  insulting  foe ; 

They  took  the  spear — but  left  the  shield. 

Led  by  the  conquering  genius,  Gatiirx, 
The  Britons  they  compell'd  to  fly : 

None  distant  viewed  the  fatal  plain ; 
None  grieved,  in  such  a  cause  to  die. 

But  like  the  Parthians,  famed  of  old. 
Who,  flying,  still  their  arrows  throw ; 

These  routed  Britons,  full  as  bold, 
Retreated,  and  retreating  slew. 

Now  rest  in  peace,  our  patriot  band ; 

Though  far  from  Nature's  limits  thrown, 
We  trust  they  find  a  happier  land, 

A  brighter  sunshine  of  their  own. 


TO  AN  OLD  MAN. 

Wbt,  dotard,  wouldst  thou  longer  groan 
Beneath  a  weight  of  years  and  wo ; 

Thy  youth  is  lost,  thy  pleasures  flown, 
And  age  proclaims,  **  'Tis  time  to  go 
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•  The  Battle  of  Eotaw,  Booth  GsroUaa,  was  foagbt 
ir  8, 1781. 


To  willows  sad  and  weeping  yews 
With  us  a  while,  old  man,  repair. 

Nor  to  the  vault  thy  steps  ivfuse ; 
Thy  constant  home  must  soon  be  there. 

To  summer  sans  and  winter  moons 

Prepare  to  bid  a  long  adieu ; 
Autumnal  seasons  shall  return. 

And  spring  shall  bloom,  but  not  for  you. 

Why  so  perplex'd  with  cares  and  toil 
To  rest  upon  this  darksome  road  1 

'TIS  but  a  thin,  a  thirsty  soil, 
A  barren  and  a  bleak  abode. 

Constrain'd  to  dwell  with  pain  and  care, 
These  dregs  of  life  are  bought  too  dear ; 

'TIS  better  far  to  die,  than  bear 
The  torments  of  lifers  closing  year. 

Subjected  to  perpetual  ills, 

A  thousand  deaths  around  us  grow : 
The  frost  the  tender  blossom  kills. 

And  roses  wither  as  they  blow. 

Cold,  nipping  winds  your  fruits  assail ; 

The  blasted  apple  seeks  the  ground ; 
The  peaches  fall,  the  cherries  fail ; 

The  grape  receives  a  mortal  wound. 

The  breeze,  that  gently  ought  to  blow, 
Swells  to  a  storm,  and  rends  the  main ; 

The  sun,  that  charm'd  the  grass  to  grow. 
Turns  hostile,  and  consumes  the  plain ; 

The  moimtains  waste,  the  shores  decay. 
Once  purling  streams  are  dead  and  dry— 

*Twas  Nature's  work — 'tis  Nature's  play, 
And  Nature  says,  that  all  must  die. 

Yon  flaming  lamp,  the  source  of  light. 
In  chaos  dark  may  shroud  his  beam, 

And  leave  the  world  to  mother  Night, 
A  &rce,  a  phantom,  or  a  dream. 

What  now  is  young,  must  soon  be  old : 
Whate'er  we  love,  we  soon  must  leave  i 

*Ti8  now  too  hot,  'tis  now  too  cold— 
To  live,  is  nothing  but  to  grieve. 

How  bright  the  mom  her  course  begun ! 

No  mists  bedimm'd  the  solar  sphere ; 
The  clouds  arise — they  shade  the  sun. 

For  nothing  can  be  constant  here. 

Now  hope  the  longing  soul  employs. 

In  expectation  we  are  bless'd ; 
But  soon  the  airy  phantom  flics. 

For,  lo !  the  treasure  is  possess'd. 

Those  monarchs  proud,  that  havoc  spread, 
(While  pensive  Rkasox  dropt  a  tear,) 

Those  monarchs  have  to  darkness  fled. 
And  ruin  bounds- their  mad  career. 

The  grandeur  of  this  earthly  round. 
Where  folly  would  forever  stay. 

Is  but  a  name,  is  but  a  sound- 
Mere  emptiness  and  vanity. 
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GiTe  me  the  itari,  give  me  the  ikiee, 
Give  me  the  heiTen't  mnoteat  tpbere, 

AboTe  thcM  gloomy  ■crnee  to  riae 
Of  desolation  aiMl  deepair. 

Thoee  nstive  fire*,  that  warm*d  the  mind. 
Now  languid  grown,  too  dimly  glow, 

Joy  ha*  to  grief  the  heart  rmigtrd. 
And  love,  itaelf,  ia  changt^  to  wo. 

The  joy«  of  wine  are  all  you  iKMxt, 

Thene,  for  a  moment,  damp  your  pain ; 

The  gl(*am  is  o*er,  tiie  charm  ii»  lout — 
And  darkneaa  clouda  the  aoul  again. 

Then  neek  no  more  for  hlitm  below, 
Where  real  hliM  ran  ne*er  lie  found ; 

Aapire  where  aweeter  hlomoms  blow. 
And  iairer  flowers  bedeck  the  ground ; 

Where  plants  of  life  the  plains  invest. 
And  ifTwn  eternal  crowns  the  year  :— 

The  little  god,  that  warms  the  breast. 
Is  weary  <^  his  mansion  here. 

Like  Phospher,  sent  before  the  «Uy, 
His  height  meridian  to  rvgain, 

The  dawn  arrives — he  must  not  stay 
To  shiver  on  a  froien  plain. 

Life's  journey  past,  for  (ate  prepare^^ 
"Fis  but  the  freedom  of  the  mind ; 

Jove  made  us  mortal — his  we  are. 
To  Jove  be  all  our  carea  resigned. 


COLUMBUS  TO  FERDINAND.* 

iLLrsTKiors  monarch  of  I)»eria's  soil. 
Too  long  I  wait  permission  to  dqwrt ; 

8irk  of  delays,  I  bog  thy  listening  ear-» 

8hine  forth  the  patron  and  the  prince  of  art 

While  Yet  Columbus  breathea  the  vital  air, 
Grant  his  re({ueiit  t4>  )muis  the  western  main : 

Reserve  this  glt>ry  for  thy  native  soil. 

And,  what  must  please  thee  more,  for  thy  own 
reign. 

Of  this  huge  globe,  how  small  a  part  we  know — 
Does  heaven  their  worlds  to  western  suns  deny  ? 

How  disproportion**!  to  the  mighty  deep 
The  lands  that  yet  in  human  priM|)ert  lie ! 

Does  Cynthia,  when  to  western  skies  arriTed, 
8pen<l  her  moist  beam  upi>n  the  barren  main. 

And  neVr  illume  with  midnight  splendour,  she. 
The  natives  dancing  on  the  lightsome  green  1 

Should  the  vast  circuit  of  the  world  contain 
8uch  wastes  of  ocean  and  such  scanty  land  1 

Tis  reason's  voice  that  bids  me  think  not  so ; 
I  think  more  iM>bly  of  the  AUnighty  hand. 

•  CMambas  was  a  eonsUeraUs  aaaikvr  of  fsais  ••• 
gacH  la  s<4klilfiff  tiM  coart  at  ffpala  lo  At  Moi  oai,  la 
of4er  U)  discover  a  new  coallasal,  wklrll  W  hnaflas^  la 
•iM  snmewlwr*  ia  tiM  wester*  parts  of  tks 
Darlsff  bis  a^foilallAM,  ks  Is  kers  Mipfosa4  la 
Elac  Ptr4lBaad  la  tks  akovt  stei 


Does  yon  fair  lamp  trace  half  the  circle  roand 
To  light  mere  waves  and  monsters  of  the  aeaa  ! 

Ko ;  be  there  must,  beyond  the  billowy  wasted 
Islamia,  and  men,  and  animals,  and  treea» 

An  unremitting  flame  my  breast  inspiica 
To  seek  new  lamb  amid  the  barren  wavea. 

Where,  falling  low,  the  source  of  day  dracenda, 
And  the  blue  sea  his  evening  visage  lavea. 

Hear,  in  his  tragic  lay,  Conlova's  sage  :• 

•*  T^e  time  may  coinit  when  numerous  ytan 
are  pa*t^ 

When  ocean  will  unUnute  the  bands  of  things. 
And  an  unbounded  region  rise  at  last  g 

And  Typhis  may  disclose  the  mif^hty  land, 
Far^  far  atvay^  where  none  hare  rated  befort  / 

Nor  will  the  world* a  remotest  ref^on  be 

Gibraltar's  roeh,  or  Tarn's  savage  shortJ* 

Firrd  at  the  theme,  I  lamniith  to  depart ; 

Supi^ly  the  Itark,  and  bit!  C*olum)>u«  sail ; 
He  finirs  no  storms  upi>n  the  untravell'd  deep ; 

Reason  shall  steer,  ami  skill  disarm  the  gale. 

Nor  does  he  dread  to  miss  the  intended  course. 
Though  for  from  land  the  reelins  galley  stray. 

And  skies  above,  and  Kulfy  seas  Ulow, 
Be  the  sole  objects  seen  for  many  a  day. 

Think  not  that  Nature  has  unveiKd  in  vain 
The  mystic  magnet  to  the  mortal  eye : 

8o  late  have  we  the  guiding  needle  plann'd. 
Only  to  sail  beneath  our  native  sky  ? 

Ere  this  was  known,  the  ruling  power  of  all 
FormM  for  our  usie  an  neran  in  the  land, 

Its  breadth  ao  small,  we  could  not  wander  loiiff. 
Nor  long  be  absent  from  the  neighbouring  strand. 

Short  was  the  course,  and  guided  by  the  staiv. 
But  stars  no  more  must  point  our  daring  way  ; 

The  Bear  shall  sink,  and  every  guard  lie  drowBcd, 
And  great  Arrturus  scarce  escape  the 
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Wlien  southward  we  shall  steer- 
wish. 

Supply  the  bark,  and  bitl  ("(klumlius  sail. 
He  drrads  no  tem|iesU  on  the  untravell'd  deepi, 

Reason  khall  steer,  and  skill  disarm  the  gaW. 


THE  WILD  HONEYSUCKLE. 


Fa  I  a  flower,  that  dost  so  comely  grow. 

Hid  in  this  silent,  dull  retreat, 
Unt4)urh'd  tliv  honev'd  bloasonis  Mow, 
UniNfU  tliN  little  Iminrhes  vrert : 
No  roving  fixit  shall  crush  tliee  here. 
No  busy  hand  provoke  a  tear. 


•  Btaaca,  ihr  poet,  a  asthre  nf  Onrdora  la  Spala  i 
**  FVniraf  mmmu  Mralc  «rrw, 
<^«iHu)  *tfmmiu  nmfmU  rrrmm 
IjmiH^  tt  %mftm§  pmttmt  teUmt, 
7*VpAuf  •«  atfriiif  iff*  ft  »riw  ; 
A«c  sa  Crrrw  minm%  Tkmit  ** 

B«a«ca,  Ilc4.,  act  III ,  ▼.  171^ 
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By  Nature's  self  in  white  array'd, 

She  bade  thee  shun  the  valgar  eye, 
And  planted  here  the  guardian  shade, 
And  sent  soft  waters  murmuring  by ; 
Thus  quietly  thy  summer  goes. 
Thy  days  decUmng  to  repose. 

8mit  with  those  charms,  that  must  decay, 

I  grieTe  to  see  your  future  doom ; 
They  died — ^nor  were  those  flowers  more  gay, 
The  flowers  that  did  in  Eden  bloom ; 
Unpitying  frosts  and  Autumn's  power 
Shall  leave  no  vestige  of  this  flower. 

From  morning  suns  and  evening  dews 

At  first  thy  little  being  came : 
If  nothing  once,  you  nothing  lose, 
For  when  you  die  you  are  the  same ; 
The  space  between  is  but  an  hour. 
The  frail  duration  of  a  flower. 


HUMAN  FRAILTY. 


Disasters  on  disasters  grow. 

And  those  which  are  not  sent  we  make; 
The  good  we  rarely  find  below, 

Or,  in  the  search,  the  road  mistake. 

The  object  of  our  fancied  joys 
With  eager  eye  we  keep  in  view : 

Possession,  when  acquired,  destroys 
The  object,  and  the  passion  too. 

The  hat  that  hid  Belinda's  hair 
Was  once  the  darling  of  her  eye ; 

'TIS  now  dismissed,  she  knows  not  where ; 
Is  laid  aside,  she  knows  not  why. 

Life  is  to  most  a  nauseous  pill, 
A  treat  for  which  they  dearly  pay  : 

Let's  take  the  good,  avoid  the  ill, 
Discharge  the  debt,  and  walk  away. 


THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE. 

THoreR  clad  in  winter's  gloomy  dress 

All  Nature's  works  appear, 
Yet  other  prospects  rise  to  bless 

The  new  returning  year : 
The  active  sail  again  is  seen 

To  greet  our  western  shore. 
Gay  plenty  smiles,  with  brow  serene, 

And  wars  distract  no  more. 

No  more  the  vales,  no  more  the  plains 

An  iron  harvest  yield ; 
Peace  g^uards  our  doors,  impels  our  swains 

To  till  the  grateful  field : 


From  distant  climes,  no  longer  foes, 

(Their  years  of  misery  past,) 
Nations  arrive,  to  find  repose 

In  these  domains  at  last. 

And,  if  a  more  delightful  scene 

Attracts  the  mortal  eye, 
Where  cloudf  nor  darkness  intervene. 

Behold,  aspiring  high. 
On  freedom's  soil  those  fabrics  plann'd. 

On  virtue's  basis  laid. 
That  make  secure  our  native  land. 

And  prove  our  toils  repaid. 

Ambitious  aims  and  pride  severe. 

Would  you  at  distance  keep, 
What  wanderer  would  not  tarry  here^ 

Here  charm  his  cares  to  sleep  1 
O,  still  may  health  her  balmy  wings 

O'er  these  fair  fields  expand, 
While  commerce  from  all  climates  brings 

The  products  of  each  land. 

Through  toiling  care  and  lengthen'd  views. 

That  share  alike  our  span. 
Gay,  smiling  hope  her  heaven  pursues. 

The  eternal  friend  of  man : 
The  darkness  of  the  days  to  come 

She  brightens  with  her  ray. 
And  smiles  o'er  Nature's  gaping  tomb. 

When  sickening  to  decay ! 


TO  A  NIGHT-FLY.  APPROACHING  A 

CANDLE. 


Attbacted  by  the  taper's  rays, 
How  carelessly  you  come  to  gaze 
On  what  absorbs  you  in  its  blaze ! 

O  fly !  I  bid  you  have  a  care : 
You  do  not  heed  the  danger  near — 
This  Ught,  to  you  a  blazing  star. 

Already  you  have  scorch'd  your  wings : 
What  courage,  or  what  folly  brings 
You,  hovering  near  such  blazing  things  ^ 

Ah,  me !  you  touch  this  little  sun — 
One  circuit  more,  and  all  is  done ! — 
Now  to  the  furnace  you  are  gone ! — 

Thus  folly,  with  ambition  join'd. 
Attracts  ihe  insects  of  mankind. 
And  sways  the  superficial  mind : 

Thus,  power  has  charms  which  all  admire. 
But  dangerous  is  that  central  fire — 
If  you  are  wise,  in  time  retire. 
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Joii?iTBrxBrLL,LL.D.,th^  author  of  ««McFin-  qiuinUnce  with  rhetone  and  hrVim  lettrea,  Ibm    || 

gttl,**  WM  bom  in   Watrrhury,  (*oiiiu»rtirut,  on  obtaintHl  more  i^ncriilly  than  now,  aoil   daimi    ii 

tbi*  twrnty-fourth  day  of  April,  1750.     His  father  had  but  to  remain  four  yeara  in  the  neighbourhood    [• 

wart  a  (*<»nii^*(piti«mal  clerf^yiiian,  and  for  many  o(  a  univiT^ity  to  he  admitted  to  the  firUowahsp    '• 

yean  one  of  the  trustreii  of  Vale  College.     He  of  acholara  and  the  minintera  of  reliinon.     In  tb*     . 

early  iuxtnirttnl  bin  non  in  the  eb'mcntar)' branches  aatin*,  Tom    BaAi«LE«s,  a  rountry  clown,  loo     I 

of  r«IuratioM,  and  wan  induceii  by  the  extraordinary  indolent  to  follow  the  plough,  is  tent  by  his  weak-     : 

vii^iur  of  htM  intellect,  and  bin  uim*mitteil  devotion  mindetl   parents   to   college,   where   a  degree  ie     r 

to  Htudy,  to  give  him  leMons  in  the  Greek  and  gained  by  reHi<UMu*e,  uml  noon  after  appeera  as  a 

J«iitin  l.ini;uugni  U^fore  he  was  nix  yean  old.     At  full*wigged  panH>n.  balf-fanatic,  lialf-(bol,  to  do  has 

the  a'4i>  oi'  mrven,  after  a   careful  examination,  share  tifwanl  bringing  Christianity  into  contenpt. 

young  Tamai'LL  was  declanni  to  lie  nuflicitMitly  Another  principal  person  is  Dica  H*iaBBAi9i,  an 

ailvanced  to  merit  atlmi.Hsion  into  Vale  Coll***,^.  impudent  f<»p,  Mhoift  made  a  nla^t4•r  of  arts  in  the 

On  arronnt  of  hit  extn*ine  VDUth.  however,  at  that  s.ime  way  ;  »:itl  in  the  third  part  i«  introdoeed  a 

tiuK',  and  hit  fii^xM-tiuent  ill  health,  he  was  not  '  character  of  the  ii:iuh*  deMcriptiou,  U-longing  to  Ibe 

sent  to  rcKide  at  New  Haven  until   1763.  when  otlier  sex. 

he  wan  in  hix  thirtit'nth  year.     His  college  life  |       During  th<*  list  yean  of  his  resilience  at  CoQege,     , 

wa^  a  continue*!  HerieH  (if  ttuceenses.     His  superior  TntMBrLL  paid  ba  much  attention  as  his  other 


genius.  att:unnienls  and  industry  enabled  him  in  >  avocutiniis  wnuld  permit  to  the  study  of  the  law. 
every  trial  to  HurpaiM  his  com|M.*tit«>n  for  academic  '  and  in   1773  rei*ignixl  his  tutondup  and  waa  od- 
I       h«)n>»ur4;  and  Hurh  of  his  collegiate  exercises  as  ,  mitti>4l  to  the   Inir  of  ConmvtiruL     He  did  not 


seek  bu«(ineM  in  the  courts,  himevrr,  but  went 
immetliatelv  to  D^Mttm,  and  entered  as  a  student 


have  U'en  printed  evince  a  dii*eipline  of  thought 

and  style  rarely  di'tceniible  in  more  advanced  years, 

and  utter  greater  opportunities  of  im|ifovement.  !  the  office  of  Johw  Adax<i,  afUrward 

He  w.is  gnuluatnl  in  1767,  Init  remaimHl  in  the  :  of  the  I'nited  States,  and  at  that  time  an  eminent 

colb^ge  three  yt^n  lon;;er.  devoting  his  attention  >  advocate  and  counselli»r.      He  iftas  now  in  the 

principally  to  the  i>tudy  of  politt*  letten.     In  this      focus  of  Am<'ricau    politics.      The   controversy 

period  lie  Uvuine  acquaintetl  with  Dwiomt,  then  j  with  Great   Britain  was   ra|iidly  approarbing 


crisis,  and  he  entered  witli  chara4-t«'ri54ic  ardovr 
into  all  the  iIi«ruMii<iii!«  of  tlie  time,  employing  hia 
leisure  hour;*  in  writing  for  the  irurttea  and  in 
partisan  corTeii{>on4!*-m-e.  In  1774,  he  publiahed 
an<>nvm*iu-lv  bi4  *•  E«suv  on  the  Tii:ie«»**  and 
s<x>n  after  retunn-d  to  New  Haven,  and  with  the 
miM't  flatteriim  pni^jM  rti*  commenced  the  pnctiee 


a  meinlH'r  uf  one  of  tiie  youn'^*r  clasiies,  who  hail 
attra'-t'tl  ctiiiiiilfruhle  attentMn  by  transilating  in 
a  verv  creilitable  manner  two  of  the  finest  odes  of 
Horace,  mid  contracted  with  him  a  lasting  frinml- 
shi{».  On  the  re<«iiniati.)n  of  two  of  the  tuton  in 
the  c«ill<>i;e  in  1771,  Tat' n  a  I'LL  and  Dwk.ht 
were  ehvtetl  to  fill  the  vacancies,  and  exerted  all  . 

tlii'ir  ''iierj^ifH  f»r  Mveral  yeari*  to  intriKluce  an  inv-  !  of  bis  prt»f»!»»';  •». 

pri>v«-d  roursi>  uf  study  utiit  nyitrm  of  discipline  ,  Tlie  fir*t  gunof  tlie  rev ulution  echoeil  along  the 

iiiti>  tlie  Miiiiiiiry.     At  this  |i«Titid  the  ancient   '  contim  i:t  in  tlf  followiiig  v ear.  and  private  pur- 

lan<;u;e.:eH.  scboluHtic  theulotry.  I«»};ic,  and  mathe-  suits  \\vr\'  al-indiMicil  in  the  ;;eneral  dev<itiaa  to 

.         matins    were   dignifitxl  v^ith    the    title  of  *«iM>Iid  the  eause  of  lilwrty.     TiiiMat  ll  i»rote  the  first 

.        leariiln;;;,**  and  lltc  fitmh  of  li«'lli'4  bttn-s  was  dt^  |iart    of    ••  M- rin<.:al.**    uliiih    was    immediately 

1.       cried  a-*  UM*Ie«ui  and  uii  uiijuntifi.ihU'  \«aste  of  time.  ^  printed  in  I*hil.tdi  Iphia,  where  the  CVngrrso  waa 

jj       7*lic  tuo  friend)*  \vcr%<  rx(>ON'd  to  a  torrent  of  ct-ii*  ,  then  in    M^^i>>n.  and    voon  aAer    n'puMtuhed  in 

J       sun*  and  ridieiile.  but  they  |»er<M-vcred,  and  in  tlie  nunier«>n<« « .!;♦!■  «!»■*  in  diff.  nnt  |nrt«  of  this  country 

end   W(>re    succt*M*ful.     Tarsal  ll  wrote    many  ami  in  England.     It  was  nttt  fini<*hc«l  until  17l^*, 

hnnii>rou<«  pn^^  and  poetical  esi».iv<  while  he  wa«  '  whrn  it  wss  i'.iiir.!  roinplfte  in  thrrr  cantos  at 

a  tntor,  which  were  publikbetl  in  the  Kazett«*s  of  Hnrtf*rd.  tt>  wlii<-h  pltce  TaiXBrLL  had  irmoved 

Conn«vti«'ut  and  Massachusett*.  and  with  Dwiomt  I  in  the  prrceilin;;  vear. 

.       pnylne*»ila  f"'rii'sin  themannerof  the"S|ii'ctal«»r.'*  I  ••  MrFin.;  iP  :■•  in  the    ITudibra«itic  vrin,  and 

■I       which  extendt*d  to  more  than  fortv  numbers.    7*tie  much  the  \m<  imitation  of  the  great  satiie  of 

••  I*«^'.:re-»s*«'f  PuliinM**  wa^publi-hed  in  1775.    It  ;  Ri-tlcb  t?i:it  his  f*een  written.     The  hero  is  a 

it  th»  iU'M  rinish*^  of  TarvBt'LL**  poems,  and  Broliith  ju*ti<'e  (»f  the  |iea«*e  re«iding  in  the  vicinity 

wa<k  Iiinl!\  Uiif  M^rvieeaf'le  to  the  cause  of  rdura-  ,  of  Bi>*t>tn  at  the  beginning  of  the  revolution,  and 

ti  »:i  t*i.in  '•  Mi'Kin^al**  was  to  thit  of  lil*erty.  The  the  fin»t  two  ranti**  sre  princi{»ally  oerupird  with 

]ii!-ri'i'  al*«tir<lity  of  repinling  a  knowbdge  of  the  a  di«cu«#hm  Utween  biin  attd  one  H'l^oairs  on 

Gre.-k  and  !!•  bnw  languagi*««  as  of  more  im|iort-  the  c«*urM*  of  the  British  t;i>vrrnuu'nt.  in  which 

auce  to  a  ck-rgvinan  than  the  most  perfect  ac-  McFi?if»AL,  an  unvielding  li»yalist,  endeavoun  to 
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make  pfToeelytes,  while  all  his  arguments  are 
directed  against  bimaeUl  His  zeal  and  Ms  logic 
are  together  irresistibly  ludicroos,  bat  there  is  no- 
thing in  the  character  onnatoral,  as  it  is  common 
for  men  who  read  more  than  they  think,  or  attempt 
to  discuss  questions  they  do  not  understand,  to 
ose  argoments  which  refute  the  positions  they  wish 
to  defend.  The  meeting  ends  with  a  riot,  in  which 
McFiKGAL  is  seized,  tried  by  the  mob,  con- 
ricted  of  violent  toryism,  and  tarred  and  feathered. 
On  being  set  at  liberty,  he  assembles  his  friends 
around  him  in  his  cellar,  and  harangues  them 
until  they  are  dispersed  by  the  whigs,  when  he 
escapes  to  Boston,  and  the  poem  closes.  These 
are  all  the  important  incidents  of  the  story,  yet 
it  is  never  tedious,  and  few  commence  reading 
it  who  do  not  follow  it  to  the  end  and  regret  its 
termination.  Throughout  the  three  cantos  the 
wit  is  never  separated  from  the  character  of  the 
hero. 

After  the  removal  of  Trumbull  to  Hartford  a 
social  club  was  established  in  that  city,  of  which 
Bablow,  Colonel  Humphries,  Doctor  Lemuel 
HopKix  s,  and  our  author,  were  members.  They 
produced  numerous  essays  on  literary,  moral,  and 
political  subjects,  none  of  which  attracted  more 
applause  than  a  series  of  papers  in  imitation  of 
the  «  Rolliad,"  (a  popular  English  work,  ascribed 
to  Fox,  SHXBJDAir,  and  their  associates,)  entitled 
*<  American  Antiquities"  and  «  Extracts  from  the 
Amichiady"  originally  printed  in  the  New  Haven 


Gazette  for  1786  and  1787.  These  papers  have 
never  been  collected,  but  they  were  republished 
from  one  end  of  the  country  to  the  other  in  the 
periodicals  of  the  time,  and  were  supposed  to  have 
had  considerable  influence  on  public  taste  and 
opinions,  and  oy  the  boldness  of  their  satire  to 
have  kept  in  abeyance  the  leaders  of  political  dis- 
organization and  infidel  philosophy.  Trdmbull 
also  aided  Barlow  in  the  preparation  of  his  edi- 
tion of  Watt8*s  version  of  the  Psalms,  and  wrote 
several  of  the  paraphrases  in  that  work  which 
have  been  generally  attributed  to  the  author  of 
"The  Columbiad." 

Truxbull  was  a  popular  lawyer,  and  was  ap- 
pointed to  various  honourable  offices  by  the  people 
and  the  government.  From  1795,  in  consequence 
of  ill  health,  he  declined  all  public  employment, 
and  was  for  several  years  an  invalid.  At  length, 
recovering  his  customary  vigour,  in  ^800  he  was 
elected  a  member  of  the  legislature,  and  in  the 
year  following  a  judge  of  the  Superior  Court. 
In  1808  he  was  appointed  a  judge  of  the  Supreme 
Court  of  Errors,  and  held  the  office  until  1819, 
when  he  finally  retired  from  public  life.  His 
poems  were  collected  and .  published  in  1820, 
and  in  1825  he  removed  to  Detroit,  where  his 
daughter,  the  wife  of  the  Honourable  William 
WooDBRiDOE,  now  R  member  of  the  United 
States  Senate  for  Michigan,  was  residing,  and 
died  there  in  May,  1831,  in  the  eighty-first  year 
of  his  age. 


<^^^^^<^^^^^^«^^^^»^^^^^^ 


ODE  TO  SLEEP. 


L 


Con,  gentle  Sleep ! 
Balm  of  my  wounds  and  softener  of  my  woes. 
And  lull  my  weary  heart  in  sweet  repose, 
And  bid  my  saddenM  soul  forget  to  weep, 
And  cloee  the  tearfril  eye ; 
While  dewy  eve,  with  solemn  sweep, 
Hath  drawn  her  fleecy  mantle  o*er  the  sky, 

And  chased  a&r,  adown  the  ethereal  way, 
The  din  of  bustling  care  and  gaudy  eye  of  day. 

n. 

Come,  but  thy  leaden  sceptre  leave, 
Thy  opiate  rod,  thy  poppies  pale, 
Dipp'd  in  the  torpid  fount  of  Lethe's  stream, 
lliat  shrond  with  night  each  intellectual  beam. 
And  quench  the  immortal  fire,  in  deep  Oblivion's 
wave. 
Tet  draw  the  thick,  impervious  veil 
O'er  all  the  scenes  of  tasted  wo ; 
Command  each  cypress  shade  to  flee ; 
Between  this  toil-worn  world  and  me 
Display  thy  curtain  broed,  and  hide  the  realms  be- 
low. 


HI. 

Descend,  and,  graceful,  in  thy  hand, 

With  thee  bring  thy  magic  wand, 

And  thy  pencil,  taught  to  glow 

In  all  the  hues  of  Iris'  bow. 

And  call  thy  bright,  aerial  train, 
Each  fairy  form  and  visionary  nhade, 

That  in  the  Elysian  land  of  dreams. 

The  flower-enwoven  banks  along. 
Or  bowery  maze,  that  shades  the  purple  streams, 
Where  gales  of  fragrance  breathe  the  enamour'd 
In  more  than  mortal  charms  array'd,    [song. 
People  the  airy  vales  and  rovel  in  thy  reign. 

IV. 

But  drive  afar  the  haggard  crew. 
That  haunt  the  guilt^ncrimson'd  bed. 

Or  dim  before  the  frenzied  view 
Stalk  with  slow  and  sullen  tread ; 

While  furies,  with  infernal  glare. 
Wave  their  pale  torches  through  the  troubled  au" ; 

And  deep  from  Darkness'  inmost  womb, 
Sad  groans  dispart  the  icy  tomb. 

And  bid  the  sheeted  spectre  rise. 
Mid  shrieks  and  fiery  shapes  and  deadly  fantasies. 

*  See  a  note  on  thii  lubject  appended  to  the  Life  of 
Barlow  in  this  volume. 
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Tbubiiuli  todagiofckj  ibe  eihnml  wing; 
And  gin  lh«  ulnniiUi'd  mul  to  roTc. 
WbriT  nnvcr  nmbani  atnlcli'd  iU  wila  domaioi 
An-I  hail  W  kiiulRit  liimu  ibn*. 
In  d(^*  <.i/ uncnslsl  qiriu(, 
Alurt  wbrm  mluu -of  radliv  alofj  ti^. 
And  riptUT  )MinU  tn  guUI  tlta  UiuIk«{«  of  ika 
■k>n. 

VI. 

Than  through  ihr  liijuiil  lirUU  we'll  clunb, 

Whrni  t>Ulii  ImJi  (RipTml  ur, 
Whrtr  Acting  llomrr  uu  ■uMim*, 

And  Viulu  rnllt  Ki*  Any  cat ; 
Ahuw  iIm  dandvncinled  bilb. 

Whrrr  hij[h  Pumao*  lifta  hi*  U17  bMiI, 
Ami  Hdion'n  inrlodioui  rilli 
Flow  9""'^  ibfooflli  il»  nrUini  ffladv : 
Ami  all  IliB  >'in«,  in  JwiIiIm  ihnu  mmlaiied. 
DiMolir  ill  liarfiiony  itwrnnjituml  mind. 
And  rTrrr  bani,  Uul  lonnl  the  unmocUl  la^i 
tiaak*  in  ihr  rltierral  blaic.  and  dnoka  nkriUl 


vn. 


Or  mil  tn  mT  (ranaixirtnl  rjf 

ll*|ipi(T  -ieuua,  ioi  hwm  madr  ; 
Old  thi'todi^t  Kro"*  an«>, 

l,n>l  Itw  tivulrl  thriiunh  Itit  gUdr. 
Ill  umr  Aowninti  ail>»ur  laid, 
U'ltrrr  apnunR  nwa  laaW  itir  hnnry'd  dmt. 

And  jiliimjr  ninxatm  raral  lliruuitb  tbc  alladf, 
Rrrall  107  l<iQg>laa(  wudira  to  ay  tkrw. 
BhI  Tim't  tnTrrlnd  fteK  i«(um 

Tlw  *im^  at  Uim,  Willi  lu^  rtatc, 
Anil  hail  ihr  imirr  rtfir'-lri]  miKn, 
Am)  tninl  thr  imn  hand*  oT  tmir 
Clrarrd  with  all  Imt  vifin  ftunna, 
AtlnriiirapnilraaiulpaAmapaiiaiY*  Aanir, 


«•  and  futhful 

vin. 


BjMtB'a  Uirrk  with  hallowM  firr. 

RiitliS  liFiuii*  the  BUpiriima  ra^. 
Wika  tba  ■lanrv.  tha  1«^t*  Ijta 

WaiUinf  iwrd  tlia  noptlal  U.T  : 
GaT  wiih  lnuii>i,  aaew  allnrtna. 

tliJ  the  bi(til  mrttanlrvH  mm  r, 
EvFi  lliat  UnfUiah.  aniiln  of  nptiin. 

Ami  Dm-  rxny  KaA  «( \»''r- 
On  h'T  slowiim  t'lraj*  m-tinins. 

Mid  that  parndiar  -ofrhann*. 
Errty  UoamlDC  fnrv  raoiUniiic, 

ri.-MM  10  to;  rln-liiiit  *ni». 
t  rlaa|>  Ihr  fair.  awL  kindling  at  Uif  tirw. 
Pma  to  mT  hrail  (lir  dear  drcvit.  aad  Ihlnk  Iho 
tranajnirf  tiv*. 

n. 


A<enid,D;  acail,  to  nohlwdwawaa 
Of  huifaM  impott  and  aubliBsr  Mnlb 
Riaina  Aum  ilua  afdiin  of  nlghl, 
Pion  yon  UiM  •auU.  innunai'il  with  ^Mtn  ■ 
Br^imd  Khm  l^alurn'a  UoKuid  ctt  MlbiS 
DiDiniu  kimuuKiotllwoularl^, 
To  wmkla  &»in  ertij  tinm  irrtnr  wflliaj, 
haliB*  at  iIm  purr,  nbiwal  ounA 

Warm.iilitlifi    ' 

With  kolj  aAa(«nd  b 

Fmbii 

An  (Willi;  fwi<  in  n 
Eiphm  lb*  wmdara  at  tbc  Aj, 
FroiD  -aril  lo  Oftt  wilh  fudea  nlalul  aou. 
And  takr.  lhiDD|[h  haana'a  wide  round,  lb*  ■ 

X. 

And  find  Ihal  DMniion  nf  thr  MrA 
ntirte.  mmg  nvrliw  fnini  thw  Irthal  ■*>«•> 

HaaTrn'x  |j*<iurilc  ion*.  Groin  aaithlj  chail* 
Inwt. 
la  hap|iirr  Rdi'n  p*B  thf  rtpmsl  asr. 

Thr  nrwhnrn  Knil  lirhiilda  thr  «>(*br  hem 
Of  lialf  ain*.  thai  ihmnf  thr  hliMful  plaia. 


Orm 


lahiir. 


thr  ann.  <ii  I""!.  ■<•  Tniium'il  in  tii 

Thrrr,  rhannM  with  aarh    iiMwilna  wl 

Malrrnal  (iiaJniaa  gnvla  bar  iObal'a  ■ 

L<in(-<rirr*d  frirnda,  in  Iranaport  Jnably  1 

trnjic  and  join  <hp  Jntrrminabla  tnii»— 

And.  hark '-  a  wp1|.4nawn  tain  I  haw 
I  apj  mj'  taillUd  fiimd ',  I  nmi  m}  Muwa*  a| 

XI 

Hail.  mrm\  ahadr  ■  b>r  nui  la  dual  nmag 
Lort  in  ihr  gnrt,  thine  anlrnl  «i>irit  li™. 

?iar  &il'd  lhal  warm  Iirnrrulriiri'  uf  mind 
To  cUim  ihr  Inrthriikl  of  it*  iialiir  ikira. 
Whal  ladianl  xl<«T  and  rrlnUial  frwet. 


Coma  to  mj  lUuaa,  riirndly  ahadr, 
'Gainal  all  aavnlta  mt  wayward  wrafcoraa  im. 
RaiM  my  low  iboacbu,  n;  mihlrr  wwbra  ail, 
Whrn  paaaimu  raitr.  nr  *ain  allurrmmla  (bwa  1 

Thr  poDp  uf  Inniinc  and  thr  boaaC  gf  an, 
Tha  rt°w,  dnt  Ana  b  gailM'  ba— il»  nB«^ 
Tba  pridMhal  wiBfi  iW  k»— ,  aaliito  Jan 
And  liaiU  tbr  trioMb  of  NfMlffk 
Taarb  tar,  likr  dwa,  to  fad  and  knm 
Our  humUr  ilatiMi  in  ibia  nla  atf**^ 
TwilMthl  vf  lib.  lUoinnt  wilk  InAIa  taf, 
"ntr  in&ni  Jawruui  'of  rlrmal  day ; 
Wfeb  h**n  npaaMTT.  thraiwb  Ibia  armc  b^Hm 
Tha  Mcial  aovl  «4  tianwa j  «aJ  Law  1 
To  haaMitlT  hn|iaa  akaw  aifin  anj  jtim 
Tha  inwa.  kBMUfa,  btiaa.  aad   itory  gf  tfa 


_W*i  a«awaanitat 
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THE  COUNTRY  CLOWN.* 

Brkb  in  distant  woods,  the  down 
Brings  all  his  coontry  airs  to  town ; 
The  odd  address,  with  awkward  grace, 
That  bows  with  all-ayerted  face ; 
The  half-heard  compliments,  whose  note 
Is  swallowM  in  the  trembling  throat ; 
The  stiffened  gait,  the  drawlmg  tone. 
By  which  his  native  place  is  known  ; 
The  blush,  that  looks,  by  vast  degrees, 
Too  much  like  modes^  to  please ; 
The  proud  displays  of  awkward  dress. 
That  all  the  country  fop  express : 
The  suit  right  gay,  though  much  belated, 
Whose  fashion  *s  superannuated ; 
The  watch,  depending  far  in  state, 
Whose  iron  chain  might  form  a  grate 
The  silver  buckle,  dread  to  view, 
0*crBhadowing  all  the  clumsy  shoe ; 
The  white-gloved  hand,  that  tries  to  peep 
From  ruffle,  full  five  inches  deep ; 
With  fifly  odd  afiairs  beside. 
The  foppishness  of  country  pride. 

Poor  Dick  !  though  first  thy  airs  provoke 
The  obstreperous  laugh  and  scornful  joke. 
Doom'd  all  the  ridicule  to  stand. 
While  each  gay  dunce  shall  lend  a  hand ; 
Yet  let  not  scorn  dismay  thy  hope 
To  shine  a  witling  and  a  fop. 
Blest  impudence  the  prize  shall  gain, 
And  bid  thee  sigh  no  more  in  vain. 
Thy  varied  dress  shall  quickly  show 
At  once  the  spendthrift  and  the  beau. 
With  pert  address  and  noisy  tongue, 
That  scorns  the  fear  of  prating  wrong 
'Mongst  listening  coxcombs  shalt  thou  shine. 
And  every  voice  shall  echo  thine. 


THE  FOP.t 


How  blest  the  brainless  fop,  whose  praise 
Is  doom'd  to  grace  these  happy  days. 
When  well-bred  vice  can  genius  teach, 
And  &me  is  placed  in  folly's  reach ; 
Impertinence  all  tastes  can  hit. 
And  every  rascal  is  a  wit 
The  lowest  dunce,  without  despairing. 
May  learn  the  true  sublime  of  swearing ; 
Learn  the  nice  art  of  jests  obscene. 
While  ladies  wonder  what  they  mean ; 
The  heroism  of  brazen  lungs. 
The  rhetoric  of  eternal  tongues  ; 
While  whim  usurps  the  name  of  spirit. 
And  impudence  takes  place  of  merit. 
And  every  money *d»  clown  and  dunce 
Commences  gentleman  at  once. 

For  now,  by  easy  rules  of  trade. 
Mechanic  gentlemen  are  made  ! 
From  handicrafts  of  fashion  born ; 
Those  very  arts  so  much  their  scorn. 

*  From  the  **  Progress  of  Dalness." 
t  From  tbe  same. 


To  tailors  half  themselves  they  owe. 
Who  make  the  clothes  that  make  the  bean. 

Lo !  from  the  seats,  where,  fops  to  blew, 
Leam'd  artists  fix  the  forms  of  dress. 
And  sit  in  consultation  grave 
On  folded  skirt,  or  straitened  sleeve, 
The  coxcomb  trips  with  sprightly  haste, 
In  all  the  flush  of  modem  taste ; 
Oft  turning,  if  the  day  be  fair. 
To  view  his  shadow's  graceful  air ; 
Well  pleased,  with  eager  eye  runs  o'er 
The  laced  suit  glittering  gay  before  ;* 
The  ruffle,  where  from  open'd  vest 
The  rubied  brooch  adorns  the  breast ; 
The  coat,  with  lengthening  waist  behind, 
Whose  short  skirts  dangle  in  &e  wind ; 
The  modish  hat,  whose  breadth  contains 
The  measure  of  its  owner's  brains ; 
The  stockings  gay,  with  various  hues ; 
The  little  toe-encircling  shoes ; 
The  cane,  on  whose  carved  top  is  shown 
A  head,  just  emblem  of  his  own ; 
While,  wrapp'd  in  self,  with  lofty  stride, 
His  little  heart  elate  with  pride. 
He  struts  in  all  the  joys  of  show 
That  tailors  give,  or  beaux  can  know. 

And  who  for  beauty  need  repine. 
That's  sold  at  every  barber's  sigpn  ; 
Nor  lies  in  features  or  complexion, 
But  curls  disposed  in  meet  direction. 
With  strong  pomatum's  grateful  odour. 
And  quantum  sufficit  of  powder  1 
These  charms  can  shed  a  sprightly  grace 
O'er  the  dull  eye  and  clumsy  face ; 
While  the  trim  dancing-master's  art 
Shall  gestures,  trips,  and  bows  impart. 
Give  the  gay  piece  its  final  touches, 
And  lend  tliose  airs,  would  lure  a  duchess. 

Thus  shines  the  form,  nor  aught  behind. 
The  gifts  that  deck  the  coxcomb's  mind ; 
Then  hear  the  daring  muse  disclose 
The  sense  and  piety  of  beaux. 

To  grace  his  speech,  let  France  bestow 
A  set  of  compliments  for  show. 
Land  of  politeness !  that  affords 
The  treasure  of  new-fangled  words. 
And  endless  quantities  disburses 
Of  bows  and  compliments  and  curses ; 
The  soft  address,  with  aus  so  sweet, 
That  cringes  at  the  ladies'  feet ; 
The  pert,  vivacious,  play-house  style, 
That  wakes  the  gay  assembly's  smile ; 
Jests  that  his  brother  beaux  may  hit, 
And  pass  with  young  coquettes  for  wit. 
And  prized  by  fops  of  true  discerning, 
Outface  the  pedantry  of  learning. 
Yet  learning  too  shall  lend  its  aid 
To  fill  the  coxcomb's  spongy  head ; 
And  studious  oft  he  shall  peruse 
The  labours  of  the  modem  muse. 
From  endless  loads  of  novels  gain 
Soft,  simpering  tales  of  amorous  pain. 


•  This  passage  allndes  to  the  mode  of  dress  then  in 
fashion. 
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With  doable  meuungs,  oml  tad  haadj. 
From  RocBMTBB  and  Tbistbaii  Saasbt.* 
The  Uunderinf  Bid  of  wenk  reriefn, 
That  forge  the  feOeri  of  ti  «  maee» 
Bhall  give  him  eira  of  critk  «tiif 
On  (kulu  of  booke,  he  ne*ei  eet  eyet  on. 
The  megezince  ■hmll  teech  the  &flhioi^ 
And  commonpUre  of  convereBtion, 
And  whire  hie  knowledge  fiule,  mfEstrd 
The  lAid  of  mmny  a  sounding  word. 

Then*  leet  religion  he  ehould  need. 
Of  fiioii*  HmE  he'll  learn  hie  creed. 
By  Atrongeet  d4*nion»tration  shown. 
Evince  that  nothing  can  be  known; 
Take  arguinento,  unvexM  by  doubt. 
On  VuLTAiaB*e  truet,  or  go  without; 
*Gainat  ^^rifHure  rail  in  modern  lore, 
A*  thousand  foola  have  rail'd  beibiv ; 
Or  pleased  a  nicer  art  display 
To  ei pound  ita  doctrines  all  away, 
Huit  it  to  modem  tastes  and  fashions 
By  various  notes  and  emendations ; 
The  rules  the  ten  commands  contain. 
With  new  provisos  well  eiplain ; 
Prove  all  religion  was  but  fashion. 
Beneath  the  Jewish  dispensation. 
A  ceremonial  law,  deep  hooded 
In  types  and  fifures  long  eiploded ; 
fu  stuUiom  ietters  all  unfit 
For  these  free  times  of  gospel  light. 
This  ruke*s  millennium,  since  the  day 
When  Habbaths  first  were  done  away ; 
8ince  pander^ODscience  hoMs  the  door, 
And  lewdness  is  a  Tice  no  more ; 
And  shame,  the  worst  of  deadly  flendi^ 
On  virtue,  as  its  squire,  attends. 

Alike  his  poignant  wit  displays 
The  darkness  of  the  former  days, 
When  men  the  paths  of  duty  sought. 
And  own*d  what  revelation  taught ; 
Ere  human  reason  grew  so  bright. 
Men  could  see  all  things  by  its  light. 
And  summon *d  Hcri|>lure  to  appear. 
And  stand  before  its  bar  severe. 
To  clear  its  page  from  charge  of  fictton. 
And  annwrr  picas  of  contrail iction ; 
Ere  miracl«<s  were  hrM  in  scorn, 
Or  BoLivoBBOKB,  or  Hi'MK  vrere  bom. 

And  now  the  ftvp,  with  fcreat  energy, 
levels  at  priestcraft  an«i  the  clergy, 
At  holy  cant  and  rndly  prayers, 
And  bigots*  hypocritic  airs; 
Musters  each  veteran  jest  tn  aid. 
Calls  |Hety  the  psr«on*»  tratle ; 
rries  out  *t  is  shnme.  pa^t  all  abidinv. 
The  world  should  still  be  so  pne«t-ndden ; 
Applsuds  free  thought  that  scorns  controL 
And  senennts  nobleness  of  «»ul. 
That  acts  its  pleasure,  gooil  or  evil. 
And  (tmrs  nor  deity  nor  devil. 
The«ie  standing  topics  nerer  fiul 
To  prompt  our  litUe  wita  to  rail. 


•  Stbbsb's  Trtotraai  nmmdf  was  llmi  la  IW  UglMsC 
eofae,  aa4  la  Um  seaBli  of  te  (raasllarjr  leyatsiisB. 


With  miBac  drollery  of  grimiwi^ 
Arul  pleased  impertinence  of  frcv, 
'Gainst  virtue  arm  their  fieeble  iotcmt 
And  sound  the  charge  in  peak  of  < 

Bleat  be  his  ashes !  under  groond 
If  any  particles  be  found. 
Who,  friendly  to  the  coxcomb  racB, 
Firrt  taught  thoae  arts  of  commonplBrn, 
Those  topics  fine,  on  which  the  Iwmi 
Ma?  all  his  hule  wiu  bestow, 
Secure  the  simple  laugh  to  raise. 
And  gain  the  dunce's  palm  of  prmiae. 
For  where  *s  the  theme  that  bciauz  could  hil 
With  least  similitude  of  wit. 
Did  not  religion  and  the  priest 
Supply  materials  for  the  jt-st ; 
The  poor  in  purse,  with  metals  vile 
For  current  ciHns,  the  worltl  beguiW ; 
The  pour  in  brain,  lor  Kenuine  wit 
Pass  off  a  viler  counterfrit ; 
While  various  thus  their  doom  appcBia, 
These  lose  their  souls,  and  those  their 
Tlie  want  of  fancy,  whim  supplies, 
And  native  humour,  mad  caprice ; 
Loud  noise  for  anrument  Koes  €i(t. 
For  mirth  polite,  the  ribald's  scc^f; 
For  sense,  lewd  drolleries  entertain  na, 
And  wit  is  mimack'd  by  profiwei 
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Wacv  Tankeea,  skiO'd  in  martial  nib. 
First  put  the  British  troops  to  school ; 
Instructed  them  in  warlike  tnde. 
And  new  mameuvres  of  parade ; 
The  true  war-dance  of  Yankee-reda, 
And  manual  exerrift  of  heels ; 
Made  them  in^e  up,  like  saints  complete. 
The  arm  of  fl«>«h.  aiwl  trust  the  feet, 
And  work,  like  (*hrii»tijii«  uiidiwic'inbUnf, 
Balvation  out  b\  ff.ir  aittl  trrmbling ; 
Taught  Perry  fsithioiiable  rai-es. 
And  moilcm  m«»«l»'*  of  Chevy -Charea  rf- 
From  Boston,  in  hi*  WnX  arrav. 
Great  S^riax  MiFivuiL  t4iok  his  waj. 
And.  in^accil  with  enkiiniti  of  renown, 
Steer'd  hiMnrwaril  to  hi*  nati«e  town. 

His  hiffh  descent  our  heralds  traco 
To  f>«Nian*«  famrt]  Finmtlian  race ; 
For  though  thrir  name  some  part 
OM  Fi^f. 4L  •(•rit  it  with  a  Mac; 
Whirh  iTTpat  Mi  Pneb«o<«.  with  sul 
Wc  hojir  will  31 WI  the  iteit  nlttion. 

His  fjther*  fi.Hinob'd  tn  the  HighlandB 
Of  Sroti8*«  fojr-|i«»ni(rhte«l  island ; 
Whrncr  iriiird  our  M|tiire  two  gifts  by  rigkt. 
Rebellion  atiil  tlie  seiimd-sight. 


yhc^ 


•  fn*m  -  MrFifir«l  *' 

f  l^*B»  rtacv  riMMinsMkd  thr  party  itMt  vras 


ki  ilM  4it*rnr«n«at  l#iisffi<n«.    This  aHi 
la  iIm  fbsiHy  rriHiii  n  if  flK«  t-Oiar*  srnav  ffn«  ||m 
dplUtr  sissii^r  ff  bi*  quHltiif  tH»  Brl4  of  kslUs, 
taralaf  la  BuMini. 
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Of  these  the  first,  in  ancient  days, 
Had  gain*d  the  noblest  palms  of  praise ; 
'Gainst  kings  stood  forth,  and  many  a  crownM 
With  terror  of  its  might  confounded;       [head 
Till  rose  a  king  with  potent  charm 
His  foes  by  goodness  to  disarm ; 
Whom  every  Scot  and  Jacobite 
Straight  fell  in  love  with— at  first  sight ; 
Whose  gracious  speech,  with  aid  of  pensions, 
Hu8h*d  down  all  murmurs  of  dissensions, 
And  with  the  sound  of  potent  metal, 
Brought  all  their  blustering  swarms  to  settle ; 
Who  rain*d  his  ministerial  mannas. 
Till  loud  sedition  sung  hosannas ; 
The  good  lords-bishops  and  the  kirk 
United  in  the  public  work ; 
Rebellion  from  the  northern  regions. 
With  BuTs  and  Mxhsfibld  swore  allegiance, 
And  all  combined  to  raze,  as  nuisance. 
Of  church  and  state,  the  constitutions ; 
Pull  down  the  empire,  on  whose  ruins 
They  meant  to  edify  their  new  ones ; 
Enslave  the  American  wildernesses. 
And  tear  the  provinces  in  pieces. 
For  these  our  squire,  among  the  valiant'st, 
Employed  his  time,  and  tools,  and  talents ; 
And  in  their  cause,  with  manly  zeal, 
Used  his  first  virtue— to  rebel ; 
And  found  this  new  rebellion  pleacdng 
As  his  old  king-destroying  treason. 
Nor  less  availed  his  optic  sleight. 
And  Scottish  gift  of  second-sight. 
No  ancient  sibyl,  famed  in  rhyme. 
Saw  deeper  in  the  womb  of  time ; 
No  block  in  old  Dodona's  grove 
Could  ever  more  oracular  prove. 
Nor  only  saw  he  all  that  was. 
But  much  that  never  came  to  pass; 
Whereby  all  prophets  far  outwent  he. 
Though  former  days  produced  a  plenty : 
For  any  man  with  half  an  eye 
What  stands  before  him  may  espy ; 
But  optics  sharp  it  needs,  I  ween, 
To  see  what  is  not  to  be  seen. 
As  in  the  days  of  ancient  fame. 
Prophets  and  poets  were  the  same. 
And  all  the  praise  that  poets  gain 
Is  but  for  what  they  invent  and  feign : 
So  gain*d  our  squire  his  fame  by  seeing 
Such  things  as  never  would  have  being ; 
Whence  he  for  oracles  was  grown 
The  very  tripod  of  his  town. 
Gazettes  no  sooner  rose  a  lie  in. 
But  straight  he  fell  to  prophesying ; 
Made  dreadful  slaughter  in  his  course, 
O'crthrew  provincials,  foot  and  horse ; 
Brought  armies  o'er  by  sudden  pressings 
Of  Hanoverians,  Swiss,  and  Hessians  ;* 


*  Thii  prophecy,  like  some  of  the  prayers  of  Homer's 
heroes. was  but  hnlfaccomplUhed.  The  HanoTeriani,&c., 
indeed  csrae  over,  and  much  were  they  Teamed  with 
blond  ;  bat  the  hanffnpr  of  the  rebels  and  the  dividing 
their  efUtes  remain  unfulfilled.  This,  however,  cannot 
be  the  fault  of  the  hero,  but  rather  the  British  minister, 
who  left  otrtbe  war  before  the  work  was  completed. 
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Feasted  with  blood  his  Scottish  clan, 
And  hang'd  all  rebels  to  a  man ; 
Divided  their  estates  and  pelf, 
And  took  a  goodly  share  himself. 
All  this,  with  spirit  energetic. 
He  did  by  second-sight  prophetic 

Thus  stored  with  intellectual  riches, 
Skiird  was  our  squire  in  making  speeches. 
Where  strength  of  brains  united  centres 
With  strength  of  lungs  surpassing  Stentor's. 
But  as  some  muskets  so  contrive  it, 
As  oil  to  miss  the  mark  they  drive  at. 
And,  though  well  aim'd  at  duck  or  plover, 
Bear  wide  and  kick  their  owners  over : 
So  fJBured  our  squire,  whose  reas'ning  toil 
Would  often  on  himself  recoil, 
And  so  much  injured  more  his  side. 
The  stronger  arguments  he  appUed ; 
As  old  war-elephants,  dismay'd. 
Trod  down  the  troops  they  came  to  aid. 
And  hurt  their  own  side  more  in  battle 
Than  less  and  ordinary  cattle  : 
Yet  at  town  meetings  ev*ry  chief 
Pmn'd  faith  on  great  McFiitgal's  sleeve 
And,  as  he  motioned,  all,  by  rote. 
Raised  sympathetic  hands  to  vote. 

The  town,  our  hero's  scene  of  action. 
Had  long  been  torn  by  feuds  of  Action ; 
And  as  each  party's  strength  prevails. 
It  tum'd  up  different  heads  or  tails ; 
With  constant  rattling,  in  a  trice 
Show'd  various  sides,  as  oft  as  dice : 
As  that  famed  weaver,  wife  to  Ulysses, 
By  night  each  day's  work  pick'd  in  pieces 
And  though  she  stoutly  did  bestir  her. 
Its  finishing  was  ne'er  the  nearer : 
So  did  this  town,  with  steadfast  zeal. 
Weave  cobwebs  for  the  public  weal ; 
Which  when  completed,  or  before, 
A  second  vote  in  pieces  tore. 
They  met,  made  speeches  full  long-winded. 
Resolved,  protested,  and  rescinded ; 
Addresses  sign'd,  then  chose  committees, 
To  stop  all  (hinking  of  Bohea-teas ; 
With  winds  of  doctrine  veer'd  about. 
And  tum'd  all  Whig  committees  out 
Meanwhile  our  hero,  as  their  head. 
In  pomp  the  Tory  faction  led. 
Still  following,  as  the  squire  should  please 
Successive  on,  Uke  files  of  geese. 


EXTREME  HUMANITY/ 


Thus  Gage's  arms  did  fortune  bless 

With  triumph,  safety,  and  success ; 

But  mercy  is  without  dispute 

His  first  and  darling  attribute ; 

So  great,  it  far  outwent,  and  conquer'd. 

His  military  skill  at  Concord. 

There,  when  the  war  he  chose  to  wage. 

Shone  the  benevolence  of  Gags  ; 


•  Prom  «  McFlngal." 
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Sent  troops  to  that  iU-omen'd  plaee 

On  errmiula  mere  of  tpeciml  grace. 

And  all  the  work  ha  choaa  them  tat 

Waa  to  prevent  a  citU  war ; 

And  for  that  purpoae  he  projected 

The  only  certain  way  to  eflect  it. 

To  take  your  powder,  itorea,  and  anna, 

And  all  your  meana  of  doing  harma : 

At  prudent  folka  take  knivea  away, 

I^eat  children  cut  themaelves  at  play. 

And  yet,  though  this  waa  all  hi«  acheme. 

Thin  war  you  RttU  will  charge  on  him  ; 

And  though  he  oft  has  awore  and  aaid  it, 

Htirk  ciuflc  to  farta,  and  give  no  credit. 

Think  you,  he  wiah*d  you  M  brave  and  beard 

him  ? 
Why,  *twaa  the  Tery  thing  that  scared  him. 
He  *d  rather  you  ^ould  all  have  run, 
Than  stayM  to  fire  a  single  gun. 
Aiul  for  the  civil  Uw  you  lament. 
Faith,  you  yours(*Ivi*s  muMt  take  the  blame  iji*t; 
For  had  you  then,  as  he  intended. 
Given  up  your  arms,  it  must  have  ended; 
Hifice  that's  no  war,  each  mortal  knows. 
Where  one  side  only  gives  the  blows. 
And  the  other  bear  *em ;  on  reflection 
Tlie  most  you'll  call  it,  is  correction. 
Nor  could  the  contest  have  gone  higher, 
If  vou  had  ne'er  retum'd  the  fire ; 
But  when  you  shot  and  not  )>efore. 
It  then  commenced  a  civil  war. 
Elite  GiOK,  to  end  this  controversy. 
Hud  but  corrected  vou  in  merer : 
Whom  mother  Britain,  ok!  and  wise, 
Sent  o'er  the  colonies  to  chastise  ; 
Command  obedience  on  their  peril 
Of  iniiiiiOenal  whip  and  ferule. 
And.  since  they  ne'er  must  come  of  age, 
Govern'd  and  tutor*d  them  by  Giaa* 
Btill  nuH-e.  that  this  was  all  their  errand. 
The  army*s  conduct  makes  apparent. 
What  th«>ugh  at  I^iinston  you  can  say 
They  kill'd  a  f«*w  they  did  not  fancy. 
At  Conronl  then,  with  manful  popping, 
Discharg'd  a  round,  the  ball  to  open — 
Yet,  when  they  saw  your  rebel-rout 
Determinnl  still  to  hold  it  out ; 
Did  they  ni»t  show  their  love  to  peace. 
And  wish  that  discoid  straight  might  ceaae, 
Demonstrs'*,  and  by  pn»fs  uncommon. 
Their  onlers  were  to  injure  no  man  f 
Tor  dill  not  every  regular  run 
As  soon  as  e'er  you  fired  a  fun  ! 
Take  the  first  ahot  you  sent  them  grvrting , 
As  meant  their  signal  for  retreating ; 


And  fearful  if  they  itay*d  for  wpoti. 

You  might  by  accident  be  htut. 

Convey  themselves  with  speed  awsy 

Full  twenty  miles  in  half  a  day ; 

Race  till  their  legs  were  grown  ao 

They  *d  scarce  suffice  their  weight  lo  carrf  1 

Whence  Gaob  extols,  from  general  htfaaj. 

The  great  activity  of  Lea  a  Paacr, 

Whoae  brave  example  led  them  on. 

And  spirited  the  troops  to  run ; 

And  now  may  boast,  at  royal  leveea, 

A  Yankee  chace  worth  forty  Chevya. 

Yet  you,  as  vile  as  they  were  kind. 

Pursued,  like  tigers,  stUl  behind ; 

Fired  on  them  at  your  will,  and  shat 

The  town,  as  though  you  *d  starve  ^hnm  ovt 

And  with  parade  preposterous  hedged, 

Aflect  to  hold  him  there  besieged. 


THE  DECAYED  COQUETTE.* 


New  tiesuties  push  her  from  the 
8he  trembii*s  at  the  ap{Hroach  of  age. 
And  starts  to  view  the  alter*d  fare 
That  wrinkles  at  Iter  in  her  glass: 
80  Saltan,  in  the  monk's  tradition, 
Fear'd.  when  he  met  his  apparition. 
At  length  her  name  each  coxcomb  ctfneela 
From  standing  linU  of  toasts  and  angels; 
And  sli'^hted  where  she  shone  befiire, 
A  grace  and  guddess  now  no  more, 
Despiseil  by  all,  and  doomM  to  meet 
Her  lovers  st  her  rivsl's  fret. 
She  flies  amemblies,  shuns  the  ball. 
And  cries  out,  vanity,  on  all ; 
Affects  to  scorn  the  tinsel-showa 
Of  glittering  belles  and  gaudy  beaux ; 
Nor  longer  hopes  to  bide  by  dreaa 
The  tracks  of  age  upon  her  face. 
Now  carelcMS  grown  of  airs  polite. 
Her  noomlsy  ni^htcsp  meets  the  sight ; 
Her  hair  uncomb'd  collects  together. 
With  omsmeiits  of  mnnv  a  feather ; 
Her  stsy*  for  easiness  thn>wn  by, 
Her  rumpleil  haixlkerrhief  awry, 
A  careless  fisrure  half  uiMlress'd, 
(The  rtrsiler's  wits  iiisy  i;ueas  the  rest:) 
AH  points  of  dr»*4s  and  neatness  carried. 
As  though  she'll  lieen  a  twehemonth 
8he  s|ieiid4  her  breath,  as  years  prevsil. 
At  this  Mt\  w  irked  world  to  rail. 
To  slander  stl  her  s»*i  impromptu. 
And  wonder  whst  the  times  will  come  tOb 
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•  frum  lbs  **  Prtif rsss  of  Dal 


TIMOTHY  DWIGHT. 


[BoralTSS.    DfadlMT.] 


rrsT  DwTOHTy  D.D.,  LL.D^  was  bom  in 
mpton,  Mamachusetts,  on  the  fourteenth 
,  1752.  His  &ther  was  a  merchant,  of 
It  character  and  liberal  education ;  and  his 
,  a  daughter  of  the  great  Jonathan  £d- 
,  was  one  of  the  noblest  matrons  of  her 
istinguished  not  less  for  her  maternal  soli- 
ardent  temperament,  and  patriotism,  than 
intellectual  qualities  which  made  so  illus- 
he  name  of  the  New  England  metaphysi- 
She  early  perceived  the  indications  of 
*  genius  in  her  son ;  and  we  are  told  by  his 
hers  that  under  her  direction  he  became 
with  the  rudiments  of  the  Latin  language 
le  was  six  years  old,  and  at  the  same  early 
laid  the  foundation  of  his  remarkable 
Ige  of  history,  geography,  and  the  kindred 
lenta  of  learning.  When  thirteen  years 
jntered  Yale  College.  His  previous  unre- 
ittention  to  study  had  impaired  his  health, 
made  httle  progress  during  the  first  two 
f  his  residence  at  New  Haven ;  but  his 
ent  intense  and  uninterrupted  application 
him  to  graduate  in  1769,  the  first  scholar 
Institution.  Immediately  after  obtaining 
'^e  of  bachelor  of  arts,  he  opened  a  gn^um- 
ool  in  New  Haven,  in  which  he  continued 
IS,  at  the  end  of  which  time  he  was  elected 
in  his  alma  mater.  Yale  College  was 
led  in  the  year  1 700  by  several  Congrega- 
lergymen,  and  had,  before  the  period  at 
DwieHT  returned  to  it,  become  generally 
lar,  in  consequence  of  the  alleged  Uliberali^ 
trustees  towards  other  denominations  of 
ins.  At  this  time  two  of  the  tutors  had 
1,  leaving  in  office  Mr.  Jobspb  Hows, 
of  erudition  and  liberal  sentiments,  and 
T  and  John  Trumbull  were  chosen  in 
aces.  The  regeneration  of  the  seminary 
imienced ;  the  study  of  belles  lettres  was 
*ully  introduced ;  its  character  rapidly  rose, 
popular  did  Dwioht  become  with  the 
},  that  when,  at  the  age  of  twenty-five, 
rtieA  his  office,  they  drew  up  and  almost 
ously  signed  a  petition  to  the  corporation 
might  be  elected  to  the  presidency.  He, 
r,  interfered  and  prevented  the  formal  pre- 
n  of  the  application. 

71,  D  WIGHT  commenced  writing  the  «  Con- 
Canaan,"  an  «  epic  poem  in  eleven  books," 
le  finished  in  1774,  before  he  was  twenty- 
ars  of  age.  The  subject  probably  was  not 
t  fortunate  that  could  have  been  chosen, 
et  with  passion  and  a  brilliant  imagination, 
tpting  to  paint  the  manners  of  the  time  and 
iral  characteristics  of  the  oriental  world, 
ive  treated  it  more  successfully.    D wight 


"  endeavoured  to  represent  such  manners  as  are  re- 
moved firom  the  peculiarities  of  any  age  or  country, 
and  might  belong  to  the  amiable  and  virtuous  of 
any  period ;  elevated  without  design,  refined  with- 
out ceremony,  elegant  without  fashion,  and  agreea- 
ble because  they  are  ornamented  with  sincerity, 
dignity,  and  reUgion  ;"  his  poem  therefore  has  no 
distinctive  features,  and  wiUi  very  slight  changes 
would  answer  as  well  for  any  other  land  or  period 
as  for  Judea  at  the  time  of  its  conquest  by  Joshua. 
Its  versification  is  harmonious,  but  monotonous, 
and  the  work  is  firee  firom  all  the  extravagances  of 
expression  and  sentiment  which  so  frequently 
lessen  the  worth  of  poetry  by  youthful  and  inex- 
perienced writers.  Some  of  the  passages  which  I 
have  quoted  from  the  <*  Conquest  of  Canaan'*  are 
doubtless  equal  to  any  American  poetry  produced 
at  this  period. 

In  1777,  the  classes  in  Tale  College  were  sepa- 
rated on  account  of  the  war,  and,  in  the  month  of 
May,  D WIGHT  repaired  with  a  number  of  students 
to  Weathersfield,  in  Connecticut,  where  he  re- 
mained until  the  autumn,  when,  having  been 
licensed  to  preach  as  a  Congregational  minister, 
he  joined  the  army  as  a  chaplain.  In  this  office 
he  won  much  regard  by  his  professional  industry 
and  eloquence,  and  at  the  same  time  exerted  con- 
siderable influence  by  writing  patriotic  songs,  which 
became  popular  throughout  New  England.  The 
death  of  his  father,  in  1778,  induced  him  to  resign 
his  situation  in  the  army,  and  return  to  Northamp- 
ton, to  assist  his  mother  to  support  and  educate 
her  fitmily.  He  remained  there  five  years,  labour- 
ing on  a  farm,  preaching,  and  superintending  a 
school,  and  was  in  that  period  twice  elected  a 
member  of  the  Legislature  of  Massachusetts.  De- 
clining offers  of  political  advancement,  he  was,  in 
1783,  ordained  a  minister  in  the  parish  of  Green- 
field, in  Connecticut,  where  he  remained  twelve 
years,  discharging  his  pastoral  duties  in  a  manner 
that  was  perfectly  satisfactory  to  his  people,  and 
taking  charge  of  an  academy,  established  by  him- 
self, which  soon  become  the  most  popular  school 
of  the  kind  that  had  ever  existed  in  America. 

The  "  Conquest  of  Canaan,"  although  finished 
ten  years  before,  was  not  printed  until  the  spring 
of  1785.  It  was  followed  by  «  Greenfield  Hill," 
a  descriptive,  historical,  and  didactic  poem,  which 
was  published  in  1794.  This  work  is  divided 
into  seven  parts,  entitled  "  The  Prospect,"  "  The 
Flourishing  Village,"  "The  Burning  of  Fairfield," 
"  The  Destruction  of  the  Pequods,"  "  The  Clergy- 
man's Advice  to  the  Villagers,"  «  The  Farmer's 
Advice  to  the  Villagers,"  and  *«  The  Vision,  or 
Prospect  of  the  Future  Happiness  of  America." 
It  contains  some  pleasing  pictum  of  rural  life, 
but  added  little  to  the  author's  reputation  as  a 
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port.  The  "  Triumph  of  Infidelity,"  •  ntirr,  ocn- 
■ioned  by  the  tppearmnce  nf  a  defence  of  UniverRal* 
iim,  was  hill  next  attempt  in  poetry.  It  wa*  printed 
anonymouAly,  and  hin  fame  would  not  have  been  leas 
had  its  authonihip  been  iitill  a  aecret 

On  the  death  of  Dr.  Sttlm,  in  ITW,  Dwioiit 
waa  elected  to  the  prenidcncy  of  Yale  College, 
which  at  this  time  waa  in  a  dijH>rdered  condition. 
And  suflering  firom  pecuniary  emliarraMmenta.  The 
reputation  of  the  new  president  an  a  t4>acher  aoon 
brous;ht  around  him  a  very  large  number  of  atu« 
denta;  new  profetMorxhips  were  eirtablinhed,  the  li- 
brary and  philosophical  apparatui  were  extt^ndcd,  the 
courae  of  study  and  nyiitem  of  government  changed, 
and  the  college  rapidly  roiie  in  the  public  favour. 
Beaides  acting  an  premdent,  Dwiort  waa  the  stated 
preacher,  profciwor  of  theology,  and  teacher  o€  the 
senior  claaa,  for  nearly  twenty-one  years,  daring 
which  tin»e  the  n^putation  of  the  college  was  inferior 
to  that  of  no  (Mher  in  America. 

Dr.  DwioHT  dii-d  at  bin  rr*ndrncein  New  Haven 
on  the  eleventh  of  January,  1817,  in  the  sixty-fifth 
year  of  his  age.  The  following  catalogue  of  his 
works  is  probablv  complete :  •*  America,"  a  poem  in 
the  style  of  Pojie'ii  '*  Windst>r  Fi»rest,**  1772;  «  The 
History,  Eloquence  and  Pi»etry  of  the  BilJe,"  1772; 
«« The  Conquest  of  Canaan,**  a  poem,  1785 ;  "  An 
Election  ^krrmon,**  1791 ;  *«The  (tenuineneKS  and 
Authenticity  of  the  New  TesUmenU"  1793;  "^Jreen- 
i&eld  Hill,"  a  p.>em,  1794;  "  The  Triumph  oflnfi- 
delitv,**  a  satire,  aiMl  two  *•  Discourses  on  the  Nature 
and  Danger  of  Infidel  Philosophy,*'  1797;  **The 


Duty  of  Americans  in  the  Present  Ciimm,*'  17M; 
•*  Discourse  on  tlie  ( ^haracter  of  Washington.**  1  «»00; 
"  Discourse  on  some  Events  in  the  last  Crnfufy,** 
1801 ;  **  Sermons,**  on  the  death  of  E.  G.  Mmrall, 
1804;  on  Duelling.  180A;  at  the  Andovrr 
gical  Seminary,  I  ^08 ;  on  the  ordination  of  E. 
son.  I8(IH ;  on  the  d«^th  of  (tovermir  Tntnkbafl, 
1809;  on  (*harity.  1810;  at  the  ordination  of  !(. 
W.  Taylor,  1«12  ;  on  two  days  of  public 
181 S;  and  before  the  American  B<iard  of 
Missions.  181.');  -  Remarks  on  a  Review  of  ImcM 
quin's  I^^tters,"  1815;  **Observatioiisan  LangQaf*!" 
ami  an  ^Eiwiiy  on  Light.**  1816;  and  *-Tbc<ologj 
Explained  aiul  l)efend<>4l,**  in  a  series  of  ssiumws, 
and  "  Travels  in  New  England  and  New  Yofk," 
in  which  is  given  an  account  of  various  i 
autumn  vacation  excur^ons,  each  in  four 
published  after  his  death. 

As  i  poet  DwioHT  was  little  inferior  to  any  of 
his  contemporaries  in  America ;  but  it  was  not  oa 
his  poetry  that  his  clainM  to  the  respect  of 
kind  were  liosed.  As  an  instructor  probably  he 
never  suqmswtl  in  this  country,  and  as  a 
gian  he  had  few  if  any  equals^  An  eloqneol 
preacher,  with  a  handsome  person,  an  eiptfssi^i 
countenance.  jMilirthed  and  aftable  manrtera.  briUiant 
conversational  abilities,  and  vast  sinrrs  of  leaminf. 
it  was  almost  impossible  that  he  should  (iiil  of  socneaa 
in  any  eftiirt,  and  least  of  all  in  the  administrattOQ  of 
the  important  oftice  which  he  so  lone  and  so  hoooor- 
al)ly  filled.  The  liest  account  of  his  life  and 
ta  which  has  appeared  is  that  by  Dr.  HraAori. 
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AN  INDIAN  TEMPLE. 
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Taaac  too,  with  awful  rites,  the  hoaiy  priest. 
Without,  beside  the  moss-grown  altar  stood, 
(His  sal>le  form  in  magic  cincture  dressM.) 
Ami  heap'd  the  mingled  offering  to  his  god. 
What  time  with  golden  light  calm  evening  Klow*d, 
The  mystic  dust,  tlie  flower  of  silver  bloom 
And  spicy  herb,  his  hand  in  ortler  strew *d; 
Bright  roN*  the  curling  flame,  and  rich  perfume 
On  smoky  wings  ui«fl«  w  or  settled  round  the  tomb. 

Theno*er  the  cirrus  dsneed  the  maddening  throng 
As  erst  the  Thvas  roam*d  dresd  Nvsa  round, 
And  struck  to  f  >rest  notes  the  ecstatic  song. 
While  sli>w  beneath  them  heaveil  the  wavy  ground. 
With  a  low,  lingering  groan  of  dying  sound, 
The  woodland   rumbled;    murmur'd  deep  each 

stream; 
Bhrill  sune  the  leaves ;  the  ether  sigVd  pralband ; 
Pate  tufts  of  pur)ile  topp*d  the  lilver  0ame, 
And  manyK'olour'd  forms  on  evening  breeaes  eame: 

Thin,  twilight  forms,  attired  in  changing  sheen 
()f  plumes.  high-Unctured  in  the  western  ray — 
Beruling.  they  peepM  tho  fleecy  folds  between. 
Their  wings  light-rustling  in  the  breath  of  May ; 


Soft-hovering  ronnd  the  fire  in  mystir  pbj, 
Thev  snuflTd  the  incense  waved  in  cloods 

» 

Then  silent  floated  towsrd  the  setting  day ; 
Eve  redilen'd  each  fine  form,  each  misty  ear. 
And  thmu;:h  them  fiuntly  gleam'd,  at 
western  star. 


tba 


Then— so  tradition  stnors — the  train  behind. 
In  plumy  tones  of  rainliow  beauty  drrss*d. 
Rode  the  (treat  Spirit,  in  the  ob<<«lient  wind. 
In  yellow  rlothU  •U-mnuiling  from  the 
With  dawninff  smites  the  gtsl  hi«  votaries 
AikI  taught  where  deer  retired  to  ivy  deO ; 
What  chosen  chief  with  |iroud  command  t*  b 
Wl>erecre|it  theafipmacbing  foe. with  purpoat  frU, 
And  where  to  wind  the  scout,  and  war*s  dark 
dtspel. 

There,  on  her  lover*s  tomb  in  silence  laid,    pifMii, 
While  still  ami  sorrowing sbowerM  the  inoon*a] 
At  tiroes  expectant,  slefit  the  wiiiow'd  maid. 
Her  soul  fer-wantleringon  the  sylpb>wing*d ' 
Wafleil  frooi  evening  i4ies  on  sunny 
Her  dsHine  youth  with  silver  pinions  shone; 
With  «nice  of  muMc.  toned  to  sweet 
He  tokl  of  ahell-lHight  bowers  beyond  the 
Wheitt  years  of  endless  joy  o*er  Indian  lovcis  i 
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ENGLAND  AND  AMERICA.* 

Boos  fleets  the  sanbrigfat  form,  by  man  adored ! — 
Soon  fell  the  head  of  gold  to  Time  a  prey, 
The  arms,  the  trunk,  his  cankering  tooth  devoured, 
And  whirlwinds  blew  the  iron  dust  away. 
Where  dwelt  imperial  Timur,  far  astray 
8ome  lonely-musing  pilgrim  now  inquires ; 
And,  rack*d  by  storms  and  hastening  to  decay, 
Mohammed's  moeque  foresees  its  final  fires, 
And  Rome's  more  lordly  temple  day  by  day  expiree. 

As  o'er  proud  Asian  realms  the  traveller  winds, 
His  manly  spirit,  hush'd  by  terror,  fidls 
When  some  forgotten  town's  lost  site  he  finds ; 
Where  ruin  wild  his  pondering  eye  appals. 
Where  silence  swims  along  the  moukler'd  waUs, 
And  broods  upon  departed  Grandeur's  tomb, 
Through  the  lone,  hollow  aisles,  sad  Echo  calls 
At  each  slow  step;  deep  sighs  the  breathing  gloom. 
And  weeping  fields  around  bewail  their  empress' 
doom. 

Where  o*er  a  hundred  realms  the  throne  uprose 
The  screech-owl  nests,  the  panther  builds  his  home ; 
Sleep  the  dull  newts,  the  la^  adders  doze 
Where  pomp  and  luxuxy  danced  the  golden  room; 
Low  lies  in  dust  the  sky-resembled  dome. 
Tall  grass  around  the  broken  column  waves. 
And  brambles  climb  and  lonely  thistles  bloom ; 
The  moulder'd  arch  the  weedy  streamlet  laves. 
And  low  resound,  beneath,  unnumber'd  sunken 
graves, 

• 

In  thee,  O  Albion !  queen  of  nations,  live  [known ; 
Whatever  splendours  earth's  wide  realms  have 
In  thee  proud  Persia  sees  her  pomp  revive. 
And  Greece  her  arts,  and  Rome  her  lordly  throne ; 
By  every  wind  thy  Tyrian  fleets  are  blown ; 
Supreme,  on  Fame's  dread  roll,  thy  heroes  stand ; 
All  ocean's  realms  thy  naval  sceptre  own ; 
Of  bards,  of  sages,  how  august  thy  band ! 
And  one  rich  Eden  blooms  around  thy  garden'd  land. 

But,  O  how  vast  thy  crimes!  Through  Heaven's 

great  year, 
Wlien  few  centurial  suns  have  traced  their  way ; 
When  Southern  Europe,  worn  by  feuds  severe. 
Weak,  doting,  fallen,  has  bow'd  to  Russian  sway. 
And  setting  Glory  beam'd  her  fiirewell  ray. 
To  wastes,  perchance,  thy  brilliant  fields  shall  turn ; 
In  dunt  thy  temples,  towers,  and  towns  decay ; 
The  forest  howl  where  London  turrets  bum, 
And  all  thy  garlands  deck  thy  sad  funereal  urn. 

Some  land,  scarce  glimmering  in  the  light  of  &me, 
Scepter'd  with  arts  and  arms,  (if  I  divine,) 
Some  unknown  wild,  some  shore  without  a  name, 
In  all  thy  pomp  shall  then  majestic  shine. 
As  silver-headed  Time's  slow  years  decline. 
Not  ruins  only  meet  the  inquiring  eye ; 
Where  round  yon  mouldering  oak  vain  brambles 
The  filial  stem,  already  towering  high,       [twine. 
Ere  long  shaH  stretch  his  arms,  and  n6d  in  yonder 

»fcy- 

*  The  eziraci  above  and  the  one  which  prectsdei  it  are 
from  the  canto  on  the  destruction  of  the  Pequod  Indiaoi, 
in  *«  Greenfield  HUl." 


Where  late  resounded  the  wild  woodland  roar 
Now  heaves  the  palace,  now  the  temple  smiles ; 
Where  frown'd  the  rude  rock  and  the  desert  sh<MPe 
Now  Pleasure  sports,  and  Business  want  beguiles, 
And  Commerce  wings  her  flight  to  thousand  isles ; 
Culture  walks  forth,  gay  laugh  the  loaded  fields. 
And  jocund  Labour  plays  his  harmless  wiles; 
Glad  Science  brightens,  Art  her  mansion  buildt, 
And  Peace  uplifis  her  wand,  and  Hkavsv 
ing  yields. 


THE    SOCIAL    VISIT.* 

Ys  Muses !  dames  of  dignified  renown, 
Revered  alike  in  country  and  in  town, 
Your  bard  the  mysteries  of  a  visit  show; 
(For  sure  your  ladyships  those  mysteries  know:) 
What  is  it,  then,  obliging  sisters !  say. 
The  debt  of  social  visiting  to  pay  ? 

'Tis  not  to  toil  before  the  idol  pier; 
To  shine  ^e  first  in  fashion's  lunar  sphere ; 
By  sad  engagements  forced  abroad  to  roam. 
And  dread  to  find  the  expecting  fair  at  home ! 
To  stop  at  thirty  doors  in  half  a  day. 
Drop  the  gilt  card,  and  proudly  roll  away ; 
To  alight,  and  yield  the  hand  with  nice  parade ; 
Up  stairs  to  rustle  in  the  stiff  brocade ; 
Swim  through  the  drawing-room  with  studied  air. 
Catch  the  pink'd  beau,  and  shade  the  rival  fair; 
To  sit,  to  curb,  to  toss  with  bridled  mien, 
Mince  the  scant  speech,  and  lose  a  glance  between; 
Unfurl  the  &n,  display  the  snowy  arm. 
And  ope,  wi^  each  new  motion, some  new  charm: 
Or  sit  in  silent  solitude,  to  spy 
Each  little  fidling  with  malignant  eye ; 
Or  chatter  with  incessancy  of  tongue. 
Careless  if  kind  or  cruel,  right  or  wrong; 
To  trill  of  us  and  ours,  of  mine  and  me. 
Our  house,  our  coach,  our  friends,  our  family, 
W^hile  all  the  excluded  circle  sit  in  pain, 
And  glance  their  cool  contempt  or  keen  disdain : 
To  inhale  from  proud  Nanking  a  sip  of  tea. 
And  wave  a  courtesy  trim  and  flirt  away : 
Or  waste  at  cards  peace,  temper,  health,  and  life, 
Begin  with  sullenness,  and  end  in  strife ; 
Lose  the  rich  feast  by  friendly  converse  given, 
And  backward  turn  from  happiness  and  heaven. 

It  is  in  decent  habit,  plain  and  neat, 
To  spend  a  few  choice  hours  in  converse  sweet, 
Careless  of  forms,  to  act  the  imstudied  part. 
To  mix  in  friendship,  and  to  blend  the  heart ; 
To  choose  those  happy  themes  which  all  must  feel, 
The  moral  duties  and  the  household  weal, 
The  tale  of  sympathy,  the  kind  design. 
Where  rich  affections  soflcn  and  refine , 
To  amuse,  to  be  amused,  to  bless,  be  bless'd. 
And  time  to  harmony  the  common  breast ; 
To  cheer  with  mild  good-humour's  sprightly  ray. 
And  smooth  life's  passage  o'er  its  thorny  way ; 
To  circle  round  the  hospitable  board. 
And  taste  each  good  our  generous  climes  aflbrd ; 
To  court  a  quick  return  with  accents  kind. 
And  leave,  at  parting,  some  regret  behind. 

•  From  «  Greenfield  Hlll.»* 
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THE  COUNTRY  PASTOR,* 


Aa  I  knew  he  but  hU  happincM,  of  menf 
Not  the  lemat  happy  he,  who,  frre  from  brous 
And  bttse  Ambition,  Tain  and  buitlini^  pomp. 
Amid  a  friendly  cure,  and  rompeienre, 
Taiitea  the  purr  plra«urea  of  parochial  life. 
What  thoud^h  no  crowd  of  clicntu,  at  his  gate, 
To  falnchood  and  injunticr  bribe  hin  tongue. 
And  flatter  into  guilt  ? — what  though  no  bright 
And  gildinl  pnMftecti  lure  ambition  on 
To  legislative  pride,  or  chair  of  state  ! 
What  though  no  gohlen  dreamii  entice  his  miiid 
To  burrow,  with  the  mole,  in  dirt  and  mire  ? 
What  tliough  no  uplendid  villa,  £den*d  round 
With  gardens  of  enchantment,  walks  of  state. 
And  all  the  grandeur  of  superfluous  wealth. 
Invite  the  paiwenger  to  stay  his  steeil. 
And  ask  the  Uveried  f«x>t-U>y,  ♦•  Who  dwells  here !** 
What  though  no  swarms,  around  his  sumptaous 

board. 
Of  soothing  flatterers,  humming  in  the  shine 
Of  opulence,  and  honey  from  its  flowers 
Devouring,  till  their  time  arrives  to  sting. 
Inflate  his  mind ;  his  virtues  round  the  year 
Repealing,  and  his  faults,  with  microscope 
Inverted,  lessen,  till  they  steal  from  sight  ?— 
Yet  from  the  dire  temptations  these  present 
His  state  is  free ;  temptations,  few  can  stem ; 
Temptations,  by  whose  sweeping  torrent  hnri*d 
Down  the  dire  steep  of  guilt,  unceasing  fall 
Sad  victims,  thousands  of  the  brightest  minds 
That  time's  dark  reign  adorn;  mimls,  to  whose  grasp 
Heaven  seems  most  fn^ely  oflerM ;  to  man's  eye, 
Most  hopeful  candidate's  for  angels'  joya. 

His  lot.  that  wealth,  and  pi)wer.  and  pride  Ibrbida, 
Forbids  him  to  become  the  tool  of  fraud, 
Injustice,  misery,  ruin ;  saves  his  soul 
From  all  the  needlens  labours,  grieis,  and  carea. 
That  avarice  and  ambition  agonize ; 
From  those  cold  nen>-es  of  wealth,  that,  palsied,  feel 
No  anguish,  but  its  own ;  and  ceas«'less  lead 
To  thousand  meannesses,  as  gain  allures. 

Though  oft  c«)m|)eird  to  meet  the  groat  attack 
Of  shameless  ridicule  and  towering  pride, 
Huflficient  good  is  his;  good.  real,  pure. 
With  guilt  unmingled.    Rarely  force«l  from  home. 
Around  his  boanl  his  wife  sntl  children  smile ; 
Communion  sweetest,  nature  here  can  give. 
Each  fond  en<leannent,  oflice  of  delight. 
With  love  and  duty  blemling.     Such  the  joy 
Mt  bosom  oft  has  known.     His.  too,  the  task 
To  rear  the  infant  plants  that  Inid  aroumi ; 
To  ope  their  little  minds  to  tnith's  pure  light ; 
To  take  them  by  the  hand,  ami  lea<l  them  on 
In  that  straight,  narrow  road  where  virtue  walks; 
To  guard  them  from  a  vain,  deceiving  worid« 
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And  point  their  eoorae  to  realnw  of  prnmisrO  life. 

His  too  the  esteem  of  those  who  weekly 

His  words  of  truth  divine ;  unnumber'd 

Of  real  love  attesting  to  his  eye 

Their  filial  tenderness.     Where'er  he  walkc» 

The  friendly  welcome  and  inviting  amiie 

Wait  on  his  ste|>s,  and  breathe  a  kindred  joj. 

Oft  tiK)  in  friendliest  association  join'd,  * 
He  gTe«>ts  his  brethien,  with  a  flowing  heart. 
Flowing  with  virtue;  all  rejoiced  to  D»ret« 
And  all  reluctant  (larting;  every  aim. 
Benevolent,  aiding  with  purpose  kind; 
While.  s4*ajionM  with  unblemish*d  cheerfubMBM, 
Far  distant  from  the  t-unte«l  mirth  of  vice. 
Their  binurtA  disclose  each  contemplation 
Of  thint;s  divine ;  and  blend  in  friendship 
Friendship  sublimed  by  piety  and  love. 

All  virtue's  friends  are  his:  the  good,  the  jiuC, 
The  pious,  to  his  house  their  visits  pay. 
And  converse  high  hold  of  the  true,  the  fair. 
The  wonderful,  the  moral,  the  divine: 
Of  saints  and  pntphets,  patterns  bright  of  truth* 
Lent  to  a  world  of  sin.  to  teach  mankind 
How  virtue  in  that  worUl  can  live  and  shine; 
Of  learning's  varie«l  realms;  of  Nature's  works; 
And  that  bless'd  liouk  which  gilds  man's  darkaame 

wsy 
With  light  from  heaven ;  of  Mens'd  Messiali's  throoe 
And  kingdom ;  propb«*cies  divine  fulfiU'd, 
And  prophecies  more  glorious  yet  to  come 
In  renovsletl  days;  of  that  bright  world. 
And  all  the  happy  trains  which  that  bright  wodl 
Inhabit,  whither  virtue*s  sons  are  gone : 
While  (Sod  the  whole  ins|iires.  adums.  eialta ; 
The  source,  the  end,  the  substance,  and  the 

This  too  the  task,  the  bleas'd,  the  useful 
To  invigour  order,  justice,  law,  and  rule ; 
Peace  to  extend,  and  biil  contention  cease ; 
To  teach  the  words  of  life ;  to  li*ail  mankind 
Back  fmm  the  wiltl  of  guilt  and  brink  ci 
To  virtue's  house  ami  family  ;  faith,  hope, 
Ami  joy  to  insfMre ;  to  warm  the  soul 
With  lovr  to  (to<l  sml  man;  to  cheer  the 
To  flx  the  doubting,  rouse  the  languii!  heut; 
The  wandering  to  restore ;  to  sfireail  with 
The  thorny  l»e»l  of  (b>ath ;  cons»»le  the  poor. 
Departing  mind,  ami  aid  its  lingering  wing. 

To  him  her  choicest  pages  Truth  expamla, 
Unceasing,  where  the  soul-entrancing 
Poetic  fiction  boasts  are  real  all : 
Where  beauty,  novelty,  and  grandeur 
Superior  charms,  and  moral  worl«is  unfeU 
Sublimities  transporting  and  divine. 

Not  all  the  scenes  l'hilosi>phy  can  boast. 
Though  them  with  noMrr  truths  he  ceasrlei*  blemls, 
ComjMre  with  thr^.  They .  a*  they  ftiuiid  the 
Htill  leave  it ;  more  inform'd.  but  not  mofe 
These  wisrr.  miUi*r.  betti'r.  make  the  man. 

Thus  every  hi|i{»y  mi'an  of  solid  good 
H'ls  hfe.  his  studies,  and  profinvion  yiekL 
With  motives  hourly  new.  each  rolling  day 
Allures,  through  wisilom's  path  ami  truth's  fiiir  field. 
His  fret  to  vomler  skiea.     Before  him  heaven 
f^nea  bright,  the  scope  sublime  of  all  his  prayera. 
The  mcvd  of  every  sorrow,  pain,  and  toU. 
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Wssmx  yonder  humble  ipire  salutes  the  eje, 
Its  Tmne  slow-turnixig  in  the  liquid  sky, 
Where,  in  light  gambols,  healthy  striplings  sport, 
Ambitious  learning  builds  her  outer  court ; 
A  grave  preceptor,  there,  her  usher  stands. 
And  rules  without  a  rod  her  Uttle  bands. 
Some  half-grown  sprigs  of  learning  graced  his  brow : 
Little  he  knew,  though  much  he  wished  to  know ; 
Enchanted  hung  o*er  Virgil's  honey'd  lay, 
And  smiled  to  see  desipient  Hobacs  play ; 
Glean'd  scrape  of  Greek ;  and,  curious,  traced  afar. 
Through  Pops's  clear  glaas  the  bright  Meonian  star. 
Yet  oft  his  students  at  his  wisdom  stared, 
For  many  a  student  to  his  side  repaired; 
Surprised,  they  heard  him  Dilwobth's  knots  untie, 
And  tell  what  lands  beyond  the  Atlantic  lie. 

Many  his  fiiiults ;  his  virtues  small  and  few ; 
Some  little  good  he  did,  or  strove  to  do ; 
Laborious  still,  he  taught  the  early  mind. 
And  urged  to  manners  meek  and  thoughts  refined ; 
Truth  he  impressed,  and  every  virtue  praised ; 
While  infiamt  eyes  in  wondering  silence  gazed ; 
The  worth  of  time  would  day  by  day  unfold. 
And  tell  them  every  hour  was  made  of  gold. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  ALt 

Now  near  the  burning  domes  the  squadrons  stood, 
Their  breasts  impatient  for  the  scenes  of  blood : 
On  every  fece  a  death-like  glimmer  sate. 
The  unbless'd  harbinger  of  instant  fete,      [spires. 
High  through  the  gloom,  in  pale  and  dreadful 
Rose  the  long  terrors  of  the  dark-red  fires ; 
Torches,  and  torrent  sparks,  by  whirlwinds  driven. 
Streamed  through  the  smoke,  and  fired  the  clouded 

heaven; 
As  oft  tall  turrets  sunk,  with  rushing  sound. 
Broad  flames  burst  forth,  and  sweep  the  ethereal 

round ; 
The  bright  expansion  lightened  all  the  scene. 
And  deeper  shadows  lengthen*d  o'er  the  green. 
Loud  through  the  walls,  that  cast  a  golden  gleam, 
Crown'd  with  tall  pyramids  of  bending  flame. 
As  thunders  rumb}e  down  the  darkening  vales, 
Roird  the  deep,  solemn  voice  of  rushing  gales : 
The  bands,  admiring,  saw  the  wondrous  sight, 
And  expectation  trembled  for  the  fight. 

At  once  the  sounding  clarion  breathed  alarms ; 
Wide  firom  the  forest  burst  the  flash  of  arms ; 
Thick  gteam'd  the  helms ;  and  o'er  astonish'd  fields. 
Like  thousand  meteors  rose  the  flame-bright  shields. 
In  gloomy  pomp,  to  furious  combat  roll'd     [gold ; 
Ranks  sheath'd  in  mail,  and  chiefs  in  glimmering 
In  floating  lustre  bounds  the  dim-seen  steed. 
And  cars  unfinish'd,  swift  to  cars  succeed : 
From  all  the  host  ascends  a  dark-red  glare. 
Here  in  fiill  blaze,  in  distant  twinklings  there ; 
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Slow  waves  the  dreadful  light,  as  round  the  shore 
Night's  solemn  blasts  with  deep  confusion  roar: 
So  rush'd  the  footsteps  of  the  embattled  train, 
And  send  an  awful  murmur  o'er  the  plain. 

Tall  in  the  opposing  van,  bold  Ibad  stood. 
And  bid  the  cla^on  sound  the  voice  of  blood. 
Loud  blew  the  trumpet  on  the  sweeping  gales, 
Rock'd  the  deep  groves,  and  echoed  round  the  vales ; 
A  ceaseless  murmur  all  the  concave  fills. 
Waves  through  the  quivering  camp,  and  trembles 

o'er  the  hills. 
High  in  the  gloomy  blaze  the  standards  flew ; 
The  impatient  youth  his  bumish'd  falchion  drew; 
Ten  thousand  swords  his  eager  bands  display'd. 
And  crimson  terrors  danced  on  every  blade. 
With  equal  rage,  the  bold,  Hazorian  train 
Pour'd  a  wide  deluge  o'er  the  shadowy  plain  ; 
Loud  rose  the  songs  of  war,  loud  clang'd  the  shields. 
Dread  shouts  of  vengeance  shook  the  shuddering 

fields ; 
With  mingled  din,  shrill,  martial  music  rings, 
And  swift  to  combat  each  fierce  hero  springs. 
So  broad,  and  dark,  a  midnight  storm  ascends. 
Bursts  on  the  main,  and  trembling  nature  rends ; 
The  red  foam  hums,  the  watery  mountains  rise. 
One  deep,  unmeasured  thunder  heaves  the  skies ; 
The  bark  drives  lonely ;  shivering  and  forlorn, 
The  poor,  sad  sailors  wish  the  lingering  mom : 
Not  with  less  fury  rush'd  the  vengeful  train ; 
Not  with  less  tumult  roar'd  the  embattled  plain. 
Now  in  the  oak's  black  shade  they  fought  conceal'd ; 
And  now  they  shouted  through  the  open  field ; 
The  long,  pale  splendours  of  the  curling  flame 
Cast  o'er  their  polish'd  arms  a  livid  gleam  ; 
An  nmber'd  lustre  floated  round  their  way. 
And  lighted  falchions  to  the  fierce  affray. 
Now  the  swift  chariots  'gainst  the  stubborn  oak 
Dash'd ;  and  the  earth  re-echoes  to  the  shock. 
From  shade  to  shade  the  forms  tremendous  stream. 
And  their  arms  flash  a  momentary  flame. 
Mid  hollow  tombs  as  fleets  an  airy  train. 
Lost  in  the  skies,  or  fading  o'er  the  plain ; 
So  visionary  shapes,  around  the  fight. 
Shoot  through  the  gloom,  and  vanish  from  the  sight ; 
Through  twilight  paths  the  maddening  coursers 

bound. 
The  shrill  swords  crack,the  clashing  shields  resound. 
There,  lost  in  grandeur,  might  the  eye  behold 
The  dark-red  ^immerings  of  the  steel  and  gold ; 
The  chief;  the  steed ;  the  nimbly-mshing  car ; 
And  all  the  horrors  of  the  gloomy  war. 
Here  the  thick  clouds,  with  purple  lustre  bright. 
Spread  o'er  the  long,  long  host,  and  gradual  sunk 

in  night; 
Here  half  the  world  was  wrapp'd  in  rolling  fires. 
And  dreadful  valleys  sunk  between  the  spires. 
Swift  ran  black  forms  across  the  livid  flame. 
And  oaks  waved  slowly  in  the  trembling  beam : 
Loud  rose  the  mingled  noise ;  with  hollow  80und, 
Deep  rolling  whirlwinds  roar,  and  thundering 

flames  resound. 
As  drives  a  blast  along  the  midnight  heath, 
Rush'd  raging  Irad  on  the  scenes  of  death ; 
High  o'er  his  shoulder  gleam'd  Ms  brandish 'd  blade. 
And  scatter'd  ruin  round  the  twilight  shade. 
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Full  on  a  fiant  hero'*  ■weeping  car 
He  pour*d  the  tempeet  of  resutleee  war; 
HU  twinkling  lance  the  heathen  raised  on  high. 
And  hurlM  it,  fruitlcae,  through  the  gloomy  Ay  ; 
From  the  bold  youth  the  maddening  counera  wheel, 
Ga«h*d  by  the  vengeance  of  his  ilaughtoxing  steel; 
Twiit  two  tall  oaks  the  helpless  chief  they  drew ; 
The  shrill  car  dash*d  ;  the  crack*d  wheels  ratlUog 

flew; 
Cnish*d  in  his  arms,  to  rise  he  stro%'c  in  Tain, 
And  lay  unpitied  on  the  dreary  plain. 


THE  LAMENTATION  OF  SELIMA. 

Ca3ist  thou  ibrget,  wbcn,  calfd  from  southern 
bowers. 
Lore  tuned  the  groves,  and  spring  awaked  the 

flowcm. 
How,  l<MMied  from  slumtioni  by  tbe  moniing  ray, 
0*er  bslmy  plains  wr  lM*nt  our  fn'quont  way  ? 
On  thy  fond  arm.  with  plru^iiitr  fr<ir-e.  I  hung. 
And  heard  sw(H*t  muiur  niunnur  o*er  thy  tonfue; 
Hand  lock*d  in  hand,  with  !(«>ntlr  ardour  press'd, 
Pour*d  aofl  emotions  thri>uij;h  the  braving  breast ; 
In  magic  transport  heart  uilh  hesrt  entwined, 
And  in  sweet  laniru«>r  loitt  the  melting  mind. 

'T  was  then  thy  voice,  attuiicil  to  wisdonrs  lay, 
ShowM  fairer  worliU,  and  tnirM  the  immortal  way ; 
In  virtue's  pleasing  |>aths  my  footsteps  tried. 
My  sweet  companion  and  my  skilful  guide ; 
Throui^h  varied  knowletlt^e  taught  my  mind  to  soar, 
Search  hidden  truths,  and  new-found  walks  explore : 
Wliile  still  the  tale,  by  nature  learn'd  to  rove, 
Slid,  un|M*rceived,  to  scenes  of  hap|>y  love. 
Till,  weak  and  lost,  the  (altering  converse  fril. 
And  eves  discliMed  what  evt^s  alone  could  tell ; 
In  rapturous  tumult  Isule  the  passions  roll. 
And  AiHike  the  living  lani^siie  of  the  sout 
With  what  fond  h«ip(*,  through  many  a  blissful  hour, 
We  f;ave  the  soul  to  tiuicy's  pleaf»ini^  )H>wer; 
I«ost  in  the  magic  of  th:it  swi>et  employ  * 
To  build  ffay  scenes,  snd  fashion  future  joy ! 
We  saw  mild  |»eAce  oVr  fair  Canaan  rise. 
And  shower  her  pleasures  from  InMiignant  skies. 
On  airy  hills  our  happy  nianM«>n  rose. 
Built  but  for  joy,  nor  r«>om  reserved  for  woea. 
Round  the  calm  solituile.  with  ceas*  iena  song^ 
8o(l  roll'd  doine»tic  eri«ta<»y  along : 
Hweet  ati  the  sUvp  (»f  iiinoccncr.  i\w  day, 
Dy  raptun*s  nuinU*rM.  liirhtK  dancitl  awsy  : 
To  love,  to  bliM.  tlie  bleiultMl  m>uI  was  iriven. 
And  eai*h,  tiH>  luppy,  a^kM  ni>  Itrii^hter  heaven. 
Yet  then,  even  then,  my  trembling  thoughts  would 

rove. 
And  steal  an  hour  from  Ibaii,  and  from  love. 
Through  dread  futurity  all  aniious  roam. 
And  cast  a  mournful  glance  on  ills  to  come.  .  .  . 

.\nd  must  the  hours  in  ceaseless  anguish  roll  ? 
Mu»t  no  soil  sunshine  cheer  mv  clouded  soul ! 
Spring  chann  around  me  brightrst  si*enes,  in  vain. 
And  youth's  an^^elic  vinions  wake  to  pain  t 
O,come  once  more;  with  fond  endearments  come ! 
Burst  the  cold  prison  of  the  sullen  tomb ; 
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Through  favourite  walks  thy  chosen  maid 
Where  well  known  shades  for  thee  their 

bend; 
8had  the  sweet  poison  firom  thy  apssakiaf  fytt» 
And  look  those  raptures  lifeless  words  deny  ! 
Still  be  the  tale  rehearsed,  that  ne*«r  eoald  tin^ 
But,  told  each  eve,  fresh  pleasure  could  i 
Still  hoped  those  scenes  which  love  and  tutej 
But,  drawn  a  tlioumnd  times,  were  ever 

Again  all  bright  shall  glow  the  morning 
Again  soA  suns  dissolve  the  froien  stream. 
Spring  call  young  brreies  from  the  southen 
And,  clothed  in  splenibnir,  flowery  milhona 
In  vain  to  thee !    fso  nMini's  indalgvnt  ray 
Warms  the  C4»ld  mansion  of  thy  slumbering  day. 
No  mild,  ethereal  gale,  with  tepid  wing. 
Shall  fan  thy  locks,  or  waf)  s|ipmarhing 
Unfelt,  unknown,  shall  breathe  the  rich  _ 
And  unheanl  music  wave  around  %hr  lomh. 

A  cold,  dumb,  dead  repose  invests  thee  foonil ; 
Still  as  s  void,  ere  Nature  formM  a  sound. 
0*er  thy  dark  reinon.  fiiereed  by  no  kind  rmy. 
Slow  roll  the  lone,  oblivious  hours  awar. 
In  these  wide  walks,  this  solitary  ronnd. 
Where  the  (lale  mocmbeam  lights  the 

ground. 
At  each  sad  turn.  I  view  thy  s|*irTt  eome. 
And  glide.  half-set*n.  Itehind  s  neiffhUturing 
With  visionary  hand,  fortnd  my  stay. 
Look  o*er  the  grave,  and  beckon  me  away. 


PREDICTION  TO   JO.^^Hl-A    RELATIVE 
TO    AMERICA. 


Fab  o*er  yon  azure  main  thy  %iew  extend. 
Where  seas  and  nkii^s  in  blue  confusion  blend : 
Lo,  there  a  miffhty  realm,  by  Heaven  design*d 
The  last  H'treat  for  {Mmr,  oppn^is'd  mankind ; 
FormM  with  that  {M>nip  which  marks  the  hand 

t]i\  ine. 
And  cbtthes  yon  vault  where  worlils  onnnaibcf^^ 

shine. 
Here  s|»acious  plains  in  solemn  graruleur 
Here  clouilv  forests  ca>t  etrmal  shaile ; 
Rich  valless  i%ind,  the  «k\-tall  mountains 
Ami  inland  M-ai>  f<ir  t'oninien-i-  #}in>ad  the  wmviu 
With  n«>b!rr  fl<>«Ml<*  \]\v  M'lt-IiVr  ri^ere  ndl. 
Ami  fainT  lustre  purptcn  round  the  |>o|e. 
Here,  wannM  by  h:i;<p\  •iUn*^  cay  mines  isnfiiU 
The  u^M-fuI  iron  nnii  the  bvktin'if  (Told ; 
Pure,  chan;!inK  om^  in  Mb-ncr  Iram  to  glow. 
And  mock  the  ^pUinlount  of  the  co%ensnt  bow. 
On  countless  hill«,  by  savage  footsteps  trod^ 
That  smile  tn  mv  ihi*  futun*  harvest  ntsl. 
In  slatl  »ucct*iMiiin  pLnt«  unnumberM  Idoon, 
.\nd  flower*  unnumU-rM  br«*atbe  a  rich  prrfiuM. 
Hence  lifr  tinci*  nu*Tv  a  lensth  of  days  shall  claia^ 
Ami  health,  rrxi%in?,  Ii.:ht  her  purple  flanie. 
Far  from  all  re.tlni«  tltt«  wurM  iin|>rrial  lies. 
Seas  roll  U-t\%t*-n,  uuA  tb*tMt*nin;;  tmiprkts  rise. 
Abke  rrntitMtl  U\i)n>I  j:n*>iti<*n*«  |a]e. 
And  the  ItoUl  pinion*  nf  tlie  venturous  sail; 
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Tin  circling  yean  the  destined  period  bring, 
And  a  new  Mons  lift  the  daring  wing, 
Throogh  trackless  seas  an  unknown  flight  explores, 
And  hails  a  new  Canaan's  promised  shores. 
On  yon  &r  strand  behold  that  little  train 
Ascending  venturous  o'er  the  unmeasured  main ; 
No  dangers  fright,  no  ills  the  course  delay ; 
'Tis  virtue  prompts,  and  God  directs  the  way. 
Speed — speed,  ye  sons  of  truth!  let  Heaven  befriend, 
Let  angels  waft  you,  and  let  peace  attend. 
O !  smile,  thou  sky  serene ;  ye  storms,  retire ; 
And  airs  of  Eden  every  sail  inspire. 
Swift  o'er  the  main  behold  the  canvass  fly. 
And  &de  and  fade  beneath  the  farthest  sky ; 
See  verdant  fields  the  changing  waste  unfold ; 
See  sudden  harvests  dress  the  plains  in  gold; 
In  lofty  walls  the  moving  rocks  ascend, 
And  dancing  woods  to  spires  and  temples  bend.  .  . 
Here  empire's  last  and  brightest  throne  shall  rise. 
And  Peace,  and  Right,  and  Freedom  greet  the 

skies; 
To  mom's  far  realms  her  trading  ships  shall  sail. 
Or  lift  their  canvass  to  the  evening  g^e : 
In  wisdom's  walks  her  sons  ambitious  soar, 
Tread  starry  fields,  and  untried  scenes  explore. 
And,  hark !  what  strange,  what  solenm  breaking 

strain 
Swells,  wildly  murmuring,  o'er  the  far,  far  main ! 
Down  Time's  long,  lessening  vale  the  notes  decay. 
And,  lost  in  distant  ages,  roll  away. 


EVENING  AFTER  A  BATTLE. 


Abotv  tall  western  hills,  the  light  of  day 
Shot  far  the  splendours  of  his  golden  ray ; 
Bright  from  the  storm,  with  tenfold  grace  he  smiled. 
The  tumult  soften'd,  and  the  world  grew  mild. 
With  pomp  transcendent,  robed  in  heavenly  dyes, 
Arch'd  the  clear  rainbow  round  the  orient  skies ; 
Its  changeless  form,  its  hues  of  beam  divine- 
Fair  type  of  truth  and  beauty^-endless  shine 
Aioand  the  expanse,  with  thousand  splendours  rare; 
Gay  clouds  sail  wanton  through  the  kindling  air; 
From  shade  to  shade  unnumber'd  tinctures  blend, 
Unnumber'd  forms  of  wondrous  light  extend; 
In  pride  stupendous,  glittering  walls  aspire. 
Graced  with  bright  domes,  and  crown'd  with  towers 

of  fire; 
On  clifls  clifis  bum ;  o'er  mountains  mountains  roll : 
A  burst  of  glory  spreads  from  pole  to  pole : 
Ri^  with  the  splendour,  every  songster  sings. 
Tops  the  high  bough,  and  claps  his  glistening  wings ; 
With  new-bom  green  reviving  nature  blooms. 
And  sweeter  fragrance  freshening  air  perfumes. 

Far  south  Ae  storm  withdrew  its  troubled  reign, 
Descending  twiligbl  dimm'd  the  dusky  plain ; 
Black  night  arose ,   ^er  curtains  hid  the  ground : 
Leas  roar'd,  and  less,  the  thunder*H  solemn  sound ; 
The  bended  lightning  shot  a  brighter  stream, 
Or  wrapp*d  all  heaven  in  one  wide,  mantling  flame ; 
By  turns,  o'er  plains,  ^d  woods,  and  mountains 

spread 
Faint,  yellow  glimmerings,  and  a  deeper  shade. 


From  parting  clouds,  the  moon  out-breaking  shone, 
And  sate,  sole  empress,  on  her  silver  throne ; 
In  clear,  full  beauty,  round  all  nature  smiled. 
And  claimed,  o'er  heaven  and  earth, dominion  mild; 
With  humbler  glory,  stars  her  court  attend. 
And  bless'd,  and  union'd,  silent  lustre  blend. 


COLUMBIA. 


Columbia,  Columbia,  to  glory  arise. 
The  queen  of  the  world  and  the  child  of  the  skies; 
Thy  genius  commands  thee ;  with  rapture  behold. 
While  ages  on  ages  thy  splendours  unfold. 
Thy  reign  is  the  last  and  the  noblest  of  time ; 
Most  fruitful  thy  soil,  most  inviting  thy  clime ; 
Let  the  crimes  of  the  cast  ne'er  encrimson  thy  name ; 
Be  freedom  and  science,  and  virtue  thy  fame. 

To  conquest  and  slaughter  let  Europe  aspire ; 
Whelm  nations  in  blood  and  wrap  cities  in  fire ; 
Thy  heroes  the  rights  of  mankind  shall  defend, 
And  triumph  pursue  them,  and  glory  attend. 
A  world  is  thy  realm ;  for  a  world  be  thy  laws. 
Enlarged  as  thine  empire,  and  just  as  thy  cause ; 
On  Freedom's  broad  basis  that  empire  shall  rise. 
Extend  w^ith  the  main,  and  dissolve  with  the  skies. 

• 

Fair  Science  her  gates  to  thy  sons  shall  unbar; 
And  the  east  see  thy  morn  hide  the  beams  of  her 

star; 
New  bards  and  new  sages,  unrivall'd,  shall  soar 
To  fame,  unextinguish'd  when  time  is  no  more ; 
To  thee,  the  last  refuge  of  virtue  design'd, 
Shall  fly  from  all  nations  the  best  of  mankind  ; 
Here,  grateful,  to  Heaven  with  transport  shall  bring 
Their  incense,  more  fragrant  than  odours  of  spring. 

Nor  less  shall  thy  fair  ones  to  glory  ascend, 
And  genius  and  beauty  in  harmony  blend ; 
The  graces  of  form  shall  awake  pure  desire. 
And  the  charms  of  the  soul  ever  cherish  the  fire: 
Their  sweetness  unmingled,  their  manners  refined. 
And  virtue's  bright  image  enstarapM  on  the  mind, 
With  peace  and  soft  rapture  shall  teach  life  to  glow, 
And  light  up  a  smile  in  the  aspect  of  wo. 

Thy  fleets  to  all  regions  thy  power  shall  display, 
The  nations  admire,  and  the  ocean  obey ; 
Each  shore  to  thy  glory  its  tribute  unfold, 
A^d  the  east  and  the  south  yield  their  spices  and 

gold. 
As  the  day-spring  unbounded,  thy  splendour  shall 

flow, 
And  earth's  little  kingdoms  before  thee  shall  bow, 
V7hile  the  ensigns  of  union,  in  triumph  unfurl'd, 
Hush  the  tumult  of  war,  and  give  peace  to  the  world. 

Thus,  as  down  a  lone  valley,  with  cedars  o'erspread. 

From  war's  dread  confusion  I  pensively  stray'd — 

The  gloom  from  the  face  of  fair  heaven  retired. 

The  winds  ceased  to  murmur,  the  thunders  expired ; 

Perfumes,  as  of  Eden,  flow'd  sweetly  along, 

And  a  voice,  as  of  angels,  enchantingly  sung : 

*<  Columbia,  Columbia,  to  glory  arise, 

The  queen  of  the  world,  and  the  child  of  the  skies." 
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D4TID  HrYPHBKTfi,  LL.D.,  wa«  the  Hon  of  a 
Coni;ri*i^tional  rlcrt^'man,  at  D«'ri»y,  in  Con- 
niN-tinit,  where  he  wan  bom  in  1753.  He  was 
eihuMti"*!  at  Vale  Col!eifi%  with  Dwibiit,  Tarsi- 
ni'LL,  aiul  Dahlow,  and  iM)on  after  being  gratlu- 
atrtl.  in  1771,  joined  the  revolutionary  anny, 
under  (lenenil  P«nHov4,  with  the  rank  of  cap- 
Liin.  He  waji  for  neveml  yearn  attarhed  to  the 
stair  of  General  Pi'tvam,  and  in  17rtO  was  ap- 
pointed aid-de-eauip  ta  General  Wahhiwotot, 
with  the  rank  of  colonel.  He  continued  in  the 
niilitar\'  f.unilv  of  the  commander-in-chief  until 
Uie  cl(M4*  of  the  war,  enjoying  hit  friendship  and 
c«in  fide  nee,  and  aflerwanl  accom{>anird  him  to 
Mount  Vernon,  where  he  remained  until  1784, 
when  he  went  abnvjil  with  PaAXKLi^r,  Adams, 
and  JcFPKRHiix,  who  were  apfiointcd  commis- 
sioners to  nen^tiate  treaties  of  commerce  with 
foreign  |>owerM,  as  their  secretary  of  legation.* 
H*Mm  after  hi)*  return  to  the  Knitotl  States,  in 
17'46,  he  was  elert4<«l  by  the  citizens  of  his  natiTO 
town  a  member  of  the  fjegiHltture  of  Connectirut, 
and  by  that  body  was  a|>iM)int«Hl  to  command  a 
regiment  to  be  raised  by  onler  of  the  national 
goveiniiient.  On  nveiving  his  commission.  Co- 
lonel HrvpnaRTs  established  his  head-4]iiaftera 
and  nvruiting  rend(*zvous  at  Hartford;  and  there 
renewed  his  intimacy  with  his  old  friends  Tam- 
Bi'LL  aiitl  B«aLow,  with  whom,  and  Doctor 
Lemill  Horaiivs.  he  engaged  in  writing  the 
'•.\n.in*hiad,**  a  political  satire,  in  imitatiim  of  the 
*•  Ritlli.!!!,**  a  work  atthbute«l  to  Hhcrihat  and 
others,  which  he  had  seen  in  I^ondon.  He  re- 
tained hit  eominisMion  until  the  suppression  of 
th(*  in<«um*<*tion  in  IT*)?,  and  in  the  following 
year  acf*ept4-«l  an  in\it.ition  ti>  visit  Mount  Venion, 
where  he  ctintinuevl  ti»  reside  until  he  was  a|H 
point4*d  niini-ter  to  l*ortug:il.  in  1790.  He  re- 
uuinetl  in  LitiUm  seven  years,  at  the  end  of 
whieli  iHTJitil  he  was  tranp>ferre«l  to  the  court  of 
M.iilriil.  and  in  HO*,  when  Mr.  Pixik^kt  was 
made  minister  ti>  S^iain.  retnmetl  to  the  I'nitetl 
8tat(H|.  From  l^^OS  to  ims.  he  devoted  fiis 
attention  to  scrieultural  and  nunufacturinir  pur- 
suits; and  on  the  t>re.ikin'4  out  <if  the  sernnd  war 

*  In  s  Idirr  to  l>>M-ti»r  Fs4^ri.is,  written  snoa  sft«r 
(h»  iii;tiiintii<eiit  *•(  Iff  «:-iisr\ «  t'l  ilii«  utt^r^^  Cvnrrsl 
WA«Ht^nT>>«,  •!>'•:  **IIi«  r-'»\  in  tb^  «sii««  nf  |i>« 
cminirv,  hi«  t"o4  a^nae,  pradi-n<-r,  snJ  sttftihm#n|  |o 
■D*.  h^wr  rrn<l«'ml  htm  il^ir  id  mr  ;  aril  I  prrv'isilr  ■«• 
srif  )4ia  will  Unil  no  ronAitetre  nhnh  tuM  mkii  Ihink 
prii|i^r  III  ri'piM*'  In  him,  inMt4iri>il.  lie  piM«#«*es  sn 
eirrttrni  hf4r«,  ctHid  natursi  snd  srquifi^  sbiliiir*,  and 
Blerlinff  inlesrily.  as  well  sa  sntirlrlT,  and  an  oblicmg 
dl«p'»*lli«>n.  h  fall  rnnvlrikHi  nf  his  piiaseMtnff  all  ihrse 
gnnd  quatUtes  oialiea  mm  less  arrnpuk»na  nf  iMoawipnd* 
laff  him  to  )r«Hir  psimnsg«  and  frtiadship.*'— ilPAaas's 
l^fi  •/  M««Afn/f«n,  vol.  Ii.  ^  16. 


with  Great  Britain,  was  appointed  eomnuuidcr  tf 
the  militia  of  Connecticut,  with  (he  rank  of  hth 
gadier-general.  His  public  services  tcnniaatai 
with  the  limitation  of  that  appoiotmenL  He 
died  at  New  Haven,  on  tlie  twenty-first  day  tf 
February.  18H,  in  the  sixty-fifth  year  of  hia  a^ 
The  prinei{Ml  piwrns  of  (*olonel  HrNranais 
are  an  **  Address  to  the  .Xmiies  of  the  I'nitad 
Sutes,**  writu-n  in  177S.  while  he  waa  in  IW 
army  ;  *•  A  Poi-m  on  the  HappineiM  of  Amerira," 
written  during  his  resi<lrnce  in  I^indon  and  Paris, 
as  se<'retar>'  of  legation;  **The  Widow  of  Mal^ 
bar.  or  The  Tyranny  of  (^Uftom.  a  Tragedy,  tm^ 
tated  from  the  French  of  .M.  Le  Miaaaa,**  wnU 
ten  at  .Mount  Venion ;  and  a  *•  Poem  00  Agrv 
culture,"  written  while  he  was  minister  at  the 
court  of  Lis* Mm.  The  **  .\ddrrss  to  the  .\mues 
of  the  rnitetl  StattV*  paswed  through  many  edi- 
tions in  this  country  and  in  Europe,  ami  was 
trani»Iate«l  into  the  French  lansuage  by  the  Maf^ 
quis  de  Chatelli-i,  and  fuvournbly  uotired  is 
the  Parisian  gazett4's.  The  **  Poem  on  the  Hap> 
piness  of  Am*-h<*a**  was  reprinted  nine  limes  la 
three  years;  and  the  •«  Wid.tw  o(  MaUhar**  m 
aaitl,  in  the  dedication  of  it  to  the  author  of 
••  .McFingal.**  to  have  m«*t  with  **extraofdiBafy 
succi*sri**  on  the  stise.  Tli«>  *'  MiscrllAnrt>us  Wofks 
of  (*olone|  Hi- vena  SIS**  were  puMishrd  in  as 
octavo  volume,  in  New  Yt^k,  in  1790.  and  agaii 
in  1 A04.  The  Works  coiiuin,  lN-»itlrs  the  aatkor't 
poems,  an  interesting  ln«>frTaphy  of  his  early  Iritn^ 
and  commander,  (teneral  PiTxa^n,  and  arveni 
orations  and  oilier  pri»Me  comiswitiona.  They 
are  dedieatetl  li> the  Dukede  Kim  HOoi-raCLT.whia 
hatl  been  his  intimate  friend  in  France,  lu  IIh 
deilieatiiin  he  sa\ « :  -  In  pn-«enting  for 
amusement  the  trifles  wtiirh  have  been 
during  my  leiFiure  hnurs,  I  asiNumr  nnthinn  b>» 
yoml  the  neirati\e  ment  <if  not  havins  ever  wrilk 
ten  snv  thin;;  uiifaviHirsble  to  the  intere<<a  of  1^ 
liirion.  humanity,  stwl  virtue.**  He  srems  to  lMi«i 
ainii^l  iMilv  at  nn  eJekMiit  nieilii^ritv,  and  hii 
pieces  are  Kenerslly  simple  aiul  ctirrrrt,  in  th««QglM 
and  l:ini;uii;e.  He  was  one  of  the  ••four 
with  !*i'riplure  n.inH-M.'*  i^ntiri/eil  in 
publiKhetl  in  I««'^ni!iin.  ciMiiiiii  ncing 

**  hivid  -ntl  J.  nvrhan,  Ji^l  anM  TImAlliy, 
(Her  thr  «  it«-r,  art  uf  iIh>  h>mn  uf  the** 

and  i«  frenenMv  cla««pfl  among  the  **  pneta  of  Aa 
Revolution.**  Tfie  |>ii|Mi!jrilv  he  enynyed  wtdi 
he  liv«'d,  and  l.is  conne« litm  with  TarwacLU 
DftaLow.  and  Dwiuht.  justify  the  intrudurlicm 
of  a  fketrh  of  bi«  history  ami  wntinga  into  tlM 
vnliinte.  l*he  f  •lliiwing  eitnetseihibit  his  iCyk. 
The  first  sllud«>s  to  the  d4-par1ure  of  the  BiitiiA 
fleet  from  New  Vork. 
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ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE. 


E'bh  now,  firom  half  the  threaten'd  horroiB  fireed, 
See  from  our  shores  the  leesening  sails  recede; 
See  the  proud  flags  that,  to  the  wind  unfurl'd, 
Waved  in  proud  triumph  round  a  vanquish^  world, 
Inglorious  fly ;  and  see  their  haggard  crew, 
Despair,  shame,  rage,  and  infamy  pursue. 

Hailfheaven-bom  peace!  thy  grateful  blessings  pour 
On  this  gUd  land,  and  round  the  peopled  shore ; 
Thine  are  the  joys  that  gild  the  happy  scene, 
Propitious  days,  and  hs^py  nights  serene ; 
With  thee  gay  Pleasure  frolics  o'er  the  plain. 
And  smiling  Plenty  leads  the  prosperous  train. 

Then,  O  blest  land !  with  genius  unconfined, 
With  polish'd  manners,  and  the  illumined  mind, 
Thy  future  race  on  daring  wing  shall  soar. 
Each  science  trace,  and  all  the  arts  explore. 
Till  bright  religion,  beckoning  to  the  skies. 
Shall  hid  thy  sons  to  endless  glory  rise. 


WESTERN  EMIGRATION. 


With  all  that 's  ours,  together  let  us  rise. 
Seek  brighter  plains,  and  more  indulgent  skies ; 
Wheie  fair  Ohio  rolls  his  amber  tide, 
And  nature  blossoms  in  her  virgin  pride; 
Where  all  that  Beauty's  hand  can  form  to  please 
Shall  crown  the  toik  of  war  with  rural  ease. 

The  shady  coverts  and  the  sunny  hills, 
The  gentle  lapse  of  ever-murmuring  rills, 
7*he  soil  repose  amid  the  noontide  bowers. 
The  evening  walk  among  the  blushing  flowers. 
The  fragrant  groves,  that  yield  a  sweet  perfume, 
And  vernal  glories  in  perpetual  bloom 
Await  you  there ;  and  heaven  shall  bless  the  toil : 
Tour  own  the  produce,  and  your  own  the  soil. 

TiMTe,  free  fVom  envy,  cankering  care  and  strife. 
Flow  the  calm  pleasures  of  domestic  life ; 
There  mutual  firiendship  soothes  each  placid  breast : 
Blest  in  themselves,  and  in  each  other  blest. 
From  house  to  house  the  social  glee  extends, 
For  friends  in  war  in  peace  are  doubly  friends. 

There  cities  rise,  and  spiry  towns  increase, 
With  gilded  domes  and  every  art  of  peace. 
There  Cultivation  shall  extend  his  power,* 
Rear  the  green  blade,  and  nurse  the  tender  flower; 
Make  the  fair  villa  in  full  splendours  smile. 
And  robe  with  verdure  all  the  genial  soil. 
There  shall  rich  Commerce  court  the  favouring  gales. 
And  wondering  wilds  admire  the  passing  sails. 
Where  the  bold  ships  the  stormy  Huron  brave, 
Where  wild  Ontario  rolls  the  whitening  wave, 
Where  fair  Ohio  his  pure  current  pours. 
And  Mississippi  laves  the  extended  shores. 
And  thou  Supreme !  whose  hand  sustains  this  ball. 
Before  whose  nod  the  nations  rise  and  fall. 
Propitious  smile,  and  shed  diviner  charms 
On  this  blest  land,  the  queen  of  arts  and  arms ; 
Make  the  great  empire  rise  on  wisdom's  plan, 
The  seat  of  bliss,  and  last  retreat  of  man. 


AMERICAN  WINTER. 


Thsx^  doubUng  clouds  the  wintry  skies  deform. 
And,  wrapt  in  Vapour,  comes  the  roaring  storm ; 
With  snows  surcharged,  from  tops  of  mountains 

sails. 
Loads  leafless  trees,  and  fills  the  whiten'd  vales. 
Then  Desolation  strips  the  Aided  plains. 
Then  tyrant  Death  o'er  vegetation  reigns; 
The  birds  of  heaven  to  other  climes  repair. 
And  deepening  glooms  invade  the  turbid  air. 
Nor  then,  un joyous,  winter's  rigours  come, 
But  find  them  happy  and  content  with  home ; 
Their  granaries  fill'd — the  task  of  culture  past- 
Warm  at  their  fire,  they  hear  the  howling  blast. 
While  pattering  rain  and  snow,  or  driving  sleet, 
Rave  idly  loud,  and  at  their  window  beat : 
Safe  from  its  rage,  regardless  of  its  roar. 
In  vain  the  tempest  rattles  at  the  door. 
'Tis  then  the  time  from  hoarding  cribs  to  feed 
The  ox  laborious,  and  the  noble  steed ; 
'Tis  then  the  time  to  tend  the  bleating  fold. 
To  strew  with  litter,  and  to  fence  from  cold. 
The  cattle  fed,  the  fuel  piled  within. 
At  setting  day  the  blissful  hours  begin ; 
'TIS  then,  sole  owner  of  his  little  cot. 
The  fiurmer  feels  his  independent  lot ; 
Hears,  with  the  crackling  blaze  that  lights  the  wall, 
The  voice  of  gladness  and  of  nature  call ; 
Beholds  his  children  play,  their  mother  smile. 
And  tastes  with  them  the  fruit  of  summer's  toil. 
From  stormy  heavens  the  mantling  clouds  unroll'd. 
The  sky  is  bright,  the  air  serenely  cold. 
The  keen  north-west,  that  heaps  the  drilled  snows, 
For  months  entire  o'er  frozen  regions  blows ; 
Man  braves  his  blast ;  his  gelid  breath  inhales, 
And  feels  more  vigorous  as  the  firost  prevails. 


REVOLUTIONARY  SOLDIERS. 


O,  WHAT  avails  to  trace  the  fate  of  war 
Through  fields  of  blood,  and  paint  each  gloriom 

scar! 
Why  should  the  strain  your  former  woes  recall, 
The  tears  that  wept  a  friend's  or  brother's  fall. 
When  by  your  side,  first  in  the  adventurous  strife, 
He  dauntless  rush'd,  too  prodigal  of  life ! 
Enough  of  merit  has  each  honour'd  name. 
To  shine  untamish'd  on  the  rolls  of  fame. 
To  stand  the  example  of  each  distant  age. 
And  add  new  lustre  to  the  historic  page ; 
For  soon  their  deeds  illustrious  shall  be  shown 
In  breathing  bronze  or  animated  stone. 
Or  where  the  canvass,  starting  into  life. 
Revives  the  glories  of  the  crimson  strife. 
And  soon  some  bard  shall  tempt  the  untried  themes. 
Sing  how  we  dared,  in  fortune's  worst  extremes ; 
What  cruel  wrongs  the  indignant  patriot  bore. 
What  various  ills  your  feeling  bosoms  tore. 
What  boding  terrors  gloom'd  the  threatening  hour. 
When  British  legions,  arm'd  with  death-like  power, 
Bade  desolation  mark  their  crimson'd  way. 
And  lured  the  savage  to  his  destined  prey. 


JOEL   BARLOW. 
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Thk  Author  of  the  "  Columlnod**  was  bom  in 
the  villafTc  of  Rradini^,  in  (*onnectirut,  in  1755. 
H(*  wifts  the  younfrnft  in  •  family  of  t«.*n,  and  hia 
fathrr  (li«<fl  whilr  he  waa  yet  a  rhild.  Icaviuf^  to 
him  |m>|¥»rty  HulFirirnt  only  to  di-fray  th«»  ro*t«  of 
hin  e(hit*»tion.  On  the  romplctinn  of  liii«  preimra- 
tory  rtUfliea  he  wan  placed  by  bin  Ruanliami  at 
Dartmouth  College,  but  wa*  «i>on  induced  to  re- 
move Ui  New  Haven,  where  he  wan  j^railuatrd.  in 
177H.  Amon^  bin  frimdH  here  were  Dwiort. 
then  a  eoUei^e  tutor.  <!oIiinel  Hi  MPiiBKTfl.  a  nv 
Tohitinnnry  Itanl  of  Home  reputation.  un<l  Tar'tf- 
Bi'LL,  the  author  of  •*  MeFinu^il."  Ba»low 
nTite«l  iin  orii;inaI  |KH*m,  on  t.ikinz  his  Uu'helor'a 
di'Tree,  which  ia  preM«»rved  in  the  •*  Anierican 
PiMmK/'  prijited  at  Litclifield  in  17»3.  It  Han 
hiK  rir»>t  attempt  of  no  ambitious  a  character,  and 
IMMHcsteM  httle  mt-rit.  Duhnt^  tlie  vacntioiifi  of  the 
eolUmre  he  hail  on  neveral  oeciinionA  joined  the 
'  army,  in  which  four  of  his  brothepi  wm*  Her^iiiij ; 
and  he  participateil  in  the  conflict  at  White  Plainm 
and  a  numlier  of  minor  en^at^ementJk  in  which  he 
ia  Miid  to  have  displayed  much  intrepidity. 

For  a  Hhort  time  aher  compleliux  hin  academic 
rourae,  Baalow  demoted  bin  attention  chiefly  to 
the  law  ;  Imt  Unni{  urfi:ed  by  bin  fnendu  to  i|ualify 
himwlf  for  the  oflTice  of  chaplain,  he  undertouk  the 
Rtudy  of  theolofc^',  and  in  nix  wceka  became  • 
lif'eiiMil  miniiiter.  He  joined  the  army  immediately, 
ainl  n>maine<l  with  it  until  the  cKtublinhini'nt  of 
|»i*:icf,  cultivating  the  while  hii*tai*ti'  for  |MM>tr\'.  by 
writiiif;  {Mitriotic  Htmir^  and  ballailA.  and  ctimiMiNJnir. 
in  {Mrt.  hiH  »  Virtion  of  Columbun.**  afterwanl  cx- 
jHindtHl  into  the  *•  ( *olunibiail.**  When  the  army 
wan  dti»!»unde«l,  in  17^3,  he  n-movtti  ti>  Hartfiml, 
ti>  rcKuine  bin  leiral  ntudien;  ami  to  aiki  t4i  bia 
irvenue  entabliHhed  ••The  .Mer»*ury,"  a  wri'kly 
fpuett4\  to  which  bi^  writinsf  jiivr  n>(Hitation  anil 
an  immeiliate  circulation.  He  h.id  pre«iou«ly 
niarri«<«l  at  New  Ha«en  a  daughter  of  the  Honour- 
able Arraham  B«LDwi?f.  and  hul  l<»t  hi*  early 
IKitron  and  friend,  the  HiMiourable  Titi  n  H<himcr, 
on  whom  he  wrote  an  elrfiant  rWzy.  In  17K5  he 
wan  ailimtted  to  the  liftr.  ami  in  the  •i:inie  yeac  in 
ciunpliance  with  the  request  of  an  anM^'utioti  ttf 
Con^reTational  mininlerw.  Im*  |irr,mnil  ami  fHibiiiJ)- 
etl  an  enlarged  and  impni«e«l  e^litton  oi  W^tt*** 
version  of  tlic  Pialm*,*  to  which  were  ap|iriuled  a 


collection  of  hymna,  icTerml  of  which  wn« 
by  biniM'If. 

••  The  Vitiun  of  Columboa**  waa  publkliBdl 
17A7.     It  wan  dedicated    to   I^oria   XVL, 
atronfl:  eipn-xftiofiii  of  a«lniiration   and   |n»titiMii, 
ami  in  the  imm'hi  were  c«irreK|ionilinff  pmmm^gtm  d 
applau<«e;   but    I) « a  Low**    fe«*linsii    towwd   Ikt 
amial>le  ami  unfortunate  monarch  •{•pear  lo 
chanfrM  in  afti'r  tirite.  ft)r  in  the  **  (.\dumliiad**  he 
coldly  alludcfl  V\  and  the  aduUtnnr  lii 
prenMcd.     The   » \'ii-ion   of  (.\»lumbua**  wm  r»> 
printeil  in  I/ondtMi  and  Pari*,  and  waa  cmcnOy 
noticed  favounibly  in  the  n'viewn.     .\flrr  iu  pa^ 
li^ntimi  thi>  author  n-lini]ui-heil  bin  new  dpaprr  MlJ 
(^luMi*.!if<I  u  llllok^tore,  princip:illy    to   aril   ibe 
|MN-tu  iiiiil  bi<4  eiiitii>n  of  the  Pralm«,  and  aa  aooo 
aa  thi*i  euil  uhi  attained.  rel«uml^I  the  practiee  of 
the  I.iw.  Ill  tbl*'  lie  ua^,  bowe\er.  unfortunate,  fior 
his  fiiriMiixic  a!iilitie!i  wi  re  not  of  the  ni^wt  popular 
de^M'ription.  :inil  Iuh  mind  wan  tt>t»  much  drvotod 
to  {M>Iiti<'al  and  literary  nutijectn  to  ailmit  of  ibe 
application    to  ntndy  and    attentiim    to 
neceNHanb'   tit  mvure  nuccena.     He  waa 
with  roionel  HiMPHaKTa,  Jnnx  TaraarLL,  and 
Dr.  LavrrL  HopKi^a,  a  man  of  aome  wit,  of  ibe 
coaner  kind,  in  the  ••  Anarchiad."  aMtiriral 
publinhed   at   Hartford,    which  had 
poliiii*al  influence,  and  in  aome  other  woiia  of 
a  nimilar  de^ription ;   but.  olttainin^  aUfhl  pt^ 
cuniarv  ad\aniase  from  bin  literary-   lahoora.  bt 
wan    imluceil  to  accept  a   fon'iqn   ajrency 
the  "."^riota  Land  (*nmpany.**  and  nailed  for 
rofie.  with  bit  t'uniity.  in   17hn.     In  Franc*  be 
nold  noriM'  of  the  InmU  held  by  tbi*  anaoctatioa,  bol 
deriving  little  or  no  periuMial  l^enefit  from  the  ttan^ 
actiiiii«.    aini  UTomiii?  aw  are    of  the  fraodttlf^t 
cbarartir  of  the   rfiin|<iny.    be    n<Itniiuif4ifd   bia 
a;!en(*v  uiiil  «it-tt'rti)in<tl  to  n'ly  on  bin  |im  for  i 


«rhi)  fti>K<!  tti  iS«-  iir>  ;*irit|ciii  nf  ihr  r'iiine<lirHl  Wi 
nt  \V»tT*,  »••.<'■••  fli""  'inritinn  In   fiv<"jr  of  B« 
Thf*  f 'lli'wine  :•  tti«-  vrr>i  >n  !■•  i«  *ii-  h  «••  h«%e  al!-i  J 

T'lr  nvii.:.  .Wk\  rtiTiviTi. 

A'  •"*  '  •   *•   •     ■»•  I  •'•■    »  e    •»»■*  fl   ••, 

"A    -  -  /       ■.    ■  •      •  „  ■  f  •  . 

M«»  1    •  .  .«      ■  •  -•!..  I.    rf  •;  •    *  ••* 


•  Of  tlw  paalHM  omiltH  bv  U  %tt-  tn«l  inr|iiil#<l  In 
lhk«  pdllHMi,  onijr  the  eishljr-etihlh  an  I  Miie  hundrvd  and 
Iblrly ••«¥«•  nth  Here  parapl)r4*rd  ^y  Uaiuiw.  IIu  «rr- 
•t<in  iif  till*  Utter  added  luucli  !■>  ttta  r>-t-.itjt;.in,  ati<l  bat 
b<-rn  r>in«i«lcred  th«!  ftneai  Iran*:  itHin  nf  the  wor-lt  nf 
I)a\iii  tliM  hai  lM>^n  wrttirn,  ibimffh  ih^v  hive  rerrivrd 
a  m^lriral  drena  fmm  aoaie  of  lh#  hr%\  porli  nf  Rncland 
and  America.  Rrrenily  the  nncw  of  iIim  paraphnaa 
Ikia  b****n  a  autijcrt  of  roBtrt>vr'ra>«  but  a  memoraa 
fvund  aiMunc  llic  paper*  of  Itie  Uu  Judf r  Tai  nai  l 
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In  1791,  BAmLow  pablished  in  London  «  Advice 
to  the  Priyileged  Orders,"  a  work  directed  against 
the  disttngoishing  features  of  kingly  and  aristo- 
cratic governments ;  and  in  the  early  part  of  the 
succeeding  year,  *<The  Conspiracy  of  Kings/'  a 
poem  of  about  four  hundred  lines,  educed  by  the 
first  coalition  of  the  continental  sovereigns  against 
repubUcan  France.  In  the  autumn  of  1792,  he 
wrote  a  letter  to  the  French  National  Conven- 
tion, recommending  the  abolition  of  the  union  be- 
tween the  church  and  the  state,  and  other  reforms ; 
and  was  soon  after  chosen  by  the  «  London  Con- 
stitutional Society,'*  of  which  he  was  a  member, 
to  present  in  person  an  address  to  that  body. 
On  his  arrival  in  Paris  he  was  complimented  with 
the  rights  of  citizenship,  an  *«  honour"  which  had 
been  previously  conferred  on  Washiwotoit  and 
Haxiltott.  From  this  time  he  made  France  his 
home.  In  the  summer  of  1793,  a  deputation,  of 
which  his  friend  GRK60RrE,who  before  the  Revo- 
lution had  been  Bishop  of  Blois,  was  a  member, 
was  sent  into  Savoy,  to  organize  it  as  a  department 
of  the  republic  He  accompanied  it  to  Chamberry, 
the  capital,  where,  at  the  request  of  its  president, 
he  wrote  ai?  address  to  the  inhabitants  of  Piedmont, 
inciting  them  to  throw  off  allegiance  to  **  the  man 
of  Turin  who  called  himself  their  king."  Here 
too  he  wrote  "  Hasty  Pudding,''  the  most  popular 
of  his  poems. 

On  his  return  to  Paris,  Barlow's  time  was 
principally  devoted  to  commercial  pursuits,  by 
which,  in  a  few  years,  he  obtained  a  considerable 
fortune.  The  atrocities  which  marked  the  pro- 
gress of  the  Revolution  prevented  his  active  parti- 
cipation in  political  controversies,  though  he  con- 
tinued under  all  circumstances  an  ardent  republican. 
Toward  the  close  of  1795,  he  visited  the  North  of 
Europe,  on  some  private  business,  and  on  his  re- 
turn to  Paris  was  appointed  by  WASHiiroTOTr 
consul  to  Algiers,  with  power  to  negotiate  a  com- 
mercial treaty  with  the  dey,  and  to  ransom  all  the 
Americans  held  in  slavery  on  the  coast  of  Barbary. 
He  accepted  and  fulfilled  the  mission  to  the  satis- 
faction of  the  American  Government,  concluding 
treaties  with  Algiers,  Tunis,  and  Tripoli,  and 
liberating  more  than  one  hundred  Americans,  who 
were  in  prisons  or  in  slavery  to  the  Mohammedans. 
He  then  returned  to  Paris,  where  he  purchased 
the  splendid  hotel  of  the  Count  Clzrmotit  dk 
To^5RRB,  and  lived  several  years  in  a  fashionable 
and  costly  manner,  pursuing  still  his  fortunate 
mercantile  speculations,  revising  his  "  great  epic," 
and  writing  occasionally  for  the  political  gazettes. 

Finally,  after  an  absence  of  nearly  seventeen 
years,  the  poet,  statesman,  and  philosopher  ro- 
tu  met!  to  hw  native  country.  He  was  received 
with  kindness  by  many  old  friends,  who  had  cor- 
responded with  him  while  abroad  or  been  remem- 
bered in  all  his  wanderings ;  and  afler  spending  a 
few  months  in  travel,  marking,  with  patriotic  pride, 
the  rapid  progress  which  the  nation  had  made  in 
greatness,  he  fixed  his  home  on  the  banks  of  the 
Potomac,  near  the  city  of  Washington,  where  he 
built  the  splendid  mansion,  known  afterward  as 
M  Kalorama,"  and  expressed  an  intention  to  spend 


there  the  remainder  of  his  life.  In  1806,  he  pub- 
lished a  prospectus  of  a  National  Institution,  at 
Washington,  to  combine  a  university  with  a  naval 
and  military  school,  academy  of  fine  arts,  and 
learned  society.  A  bill  to  carry  his  plan  into 
effect  was  introduced  into  Congress,  but  never  be- 
came a  law. 

In  the  summer  of  1808,  appeared  the  «  Colum- 
biad,"  in  a  splendid  quarto  volume,  surpassing  in  the 
beauty  of  its  typography  and  embellishments  any 
work  before  that  time  printed  in  America.  From 
his  earliest  years  Barlow  had  been  ambitious  to 
raise  the  epic  song  of  his  nation.  The  "  Vision 
of  Columbus,"  in  which  the  most  brilliant  events 
in  American  history  had  been  described,  occupied 
his  leisure  hours  when  in  college,  and  afterward, 
when,  as  a  chaplain,  he  followed  the  standard 
of  the  liberating  army.  That  work  was  executed 
too  hastily  and  imperfectiy,  and  for  twenty  years 
after  its  appearance,  through  every  variety  of  for- 
tune, its  enlargement  and  improvement  engaged 
his  attention. 

The  events  of  the  Revolution  were  so  recent  and 
so  universally  known,  as  to  be  inflexible  to  the 
hand  of  fiction ;  and  the  poem  could  not  therefore 
be  modelled  after  the  regular  epic  form,  which 
would  otherwise  have  been  chosen.  It  is  a 
series  of  visions,  presented  by  Hespsr,  the  genius 
of  the  western  continent,  to  Columbus,  while  in 
the  prison  at  Valladolid,  where  he  is  introduced  to 
the  reader  uttering  a  monologue  on  his  ill-requited 
services  to  Spain.  These  visions  embrace  a  vast 
variety  of  scenes,  circumstances,  and  characters : 
Europe  in  the  middle  ages,  with  her  political  and 
religious  reformers ;  Mexico  and  the  South  Ameri- 
can nations,  and  their  imagined  history ;  the  pro- 
gress of  discovery ;  the  settlement  of  the  states 
now  composing  the  federation;  the  war  of  the 
Revolution,  and  establishment  of  republicanism ; 
and  the  chief  actors  in  the  great  dramas  which  he 
attempts  to  present. 

The  poem,  having  no  unity  of  fable,  no  regular 
succession  of  incidents,  no  strong  exhibition  of 
varied  character,  lacks  the  most  powerful  charms 
of  a  narrative ;  and  has,  besides,  many  dull  and 
spiritless  passages,  that  would  make  impopulnr  a 
work  of  much  more  faultless  general  design.  The 
versification  is  generally  harmonious,  but  mechani- 
cal and  passionless,  the  language  sometimes  in- 
correct, and  the  similes  often  inappropriate  and 
inelegant.  Yet  there  are  in  it  many  hursts  of  elo- 
quence and  patriotism,  which  should  preserve  it 
from  oblivion.  The  descriptions  of  nature  and  of 
personal  character  are  frequently  condensed  and 
forceful ;  and  passages  of  invective,  indignant  and 
full  of  energy.  In  his  narrative  of  the  expedition 
against  Quebec,  under  Arnold,  the  poet  exclaims: 

Ah,  frnllant  troop!  deprived  of  half  the  praise 
That  di>eds  like  yours  in  rther  times  repays, 
Bince  your  prime  chief  (the  flivouritc  erst  of  Fame,) 
Hath  sunk  so  deep  his  hateful,  hideous  name, 
That  every  hr^nest  muse  with  horror  fllngu 
It  forth  unsounded  from  her  sacred  strinfs ; 
Else  what  high  tones  of  rapture  must  have  told 
The  first  great  actions  of  a  chief  so  bold ! 

These  lines  are  characteristic  of  his  manner. 
k9 
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The  **  ColumbUJ**  wm  reprinted  in  Pane  uid 
London,  end  noticed  in  the  leading  critical  guirttea, 
but  (generally  with  little  pniiw.  The  London 
•'Monthly  Nlagaziiie"  attenipt«Hi  in  an  elaiM»rate 
article  to  prove  ita  title  to  a  pl:irt'  in  the  firat  daaa 
of  epica,  and  expn'fltfcd  a  U'lirf  th:it  it  wan  aur- 
paiwed  only  by  thf  "Illi.ul,"  llie  •• -Bm-id"  and 
**  ParailiM  Loirt.'*  In  AnH*rii'ii,  however,  it  waa  rr- 
fpinlod  liy  the  juilioiouH  an  a  tailun>.  and  revirwnl 
witli  evrn  more  wit  anil  Mevority  than  in  Knt^IaiMl. 
Indceil.  the  fioet  di«l  not  in  \\i»  own  country  receive 
the  prainc  which  he  really  mrritCfl ;  and  fjulla  were 
imputed  to  hih  work  which  it  liiil  not  |KMi«eM«.  Ita 
WMitinientN  were  mid  to  In*  h<Mtile  to  (.Miriiitianitv,* 
and  the  author  waa  declaretl  an  infidel ;  hut  tiiere 
in  no  line  in  the  "C^ilumliiud"  unfavourable  to 
the  ri'li^on  of  New  Knicbuid.  the  Puritan  faith 
which  in  the  l»aaii«  of  tlie  natiiHial  ;;n>atneiii« ;  and 
tliorr  in  no  khoA  reaion  for  iM-Iieviii'^  that  Bab- 
low  ut  the  time  of  bin  death  tlouhletl  the  cntnl 
of  which  in  bin  early  nuinhood  he  hail  U^'n  a 
miuixter. 

After  the  publication  of  tiie  '*f%>lumbiad/*  Bar- 
low mailc  a  ct>llfvtion  of  docuniniti*,  with  aji  in- 
tention to  writ4'  a  history-  of  the  I  'nitetl  State* ;  but. 
in  Hll.  he  wan  une\{NTteiily  ap|>i>iiited  mininter 

f»leni}»oti'iitiary  to  the  French  ^o\eniMient,  and 
mmeilitttely  Kuilitl  for  Kuro(H>.  Hin  atteniptn  to 
net^otiate  a  treaty  of  commerce  ami  indemnifica- 
tion for  sjK>Uationa  were  unnuccennful  nt  Parin ; 


THE  HASTY  PUDDING. 


CA^TO  I. 

Y»  Alpn  andacioun,  throuich  the  heavcnn  that  rine, 
To  cramp  the  day  ami  hide  me  from  the  "kie*; 
Ye  Ciallic  ftaipi,  tliat,  oVr  their  hi  i^jbtn  tinfiirIM, 
Bear  death  to  kinir*  and  freitloni  lo  the  world, 
I  nina;  not  von.     A  »«>fter  theme  I  rbi»'»-e. 
A  vinnn  theme,  unconnciooii  of  tlie  ma*r, 
But  fruitful,  rieh,  well  ntiitiM  to  iiiopire 
The  pun'xt  frcnjry  •»f  jNielii'  fin». 

Dt'-'pI'M'  it  not.  ye  bardn  to  terror  «te«'rd. 
Who  burl  yonr  thunilern  riunpl  tbe  epii*  fieb! ; 
Nor  ye  who  «tr.iin  yinir  mirlni^bi  tbro:it<  to  *insi 
Joyn  that  the  vineyani  ami  the  ?itillbouoe  brluj;; 
Or  on  nome  distant  fair  vour  u*^U**  emidov. 
And  npeak  of  rajitun^n  that  you  neVr  enjoy. 

*  It  In  now  frnernlly  bftivvnl  thit  lUni'iw.  fitiil^  in 
Fr^*>rr.  a^jnre«l  Ih^  ('hri«tun  rrliri'iti  Ihr  Krvrrfnil 
TnoKA*  Koiitinii,  •  vrn^r^hk  flrrr%ninn  nf  Riwh^at^r, 
Mi«»ii  himt-tu,  in  a  letter  wriitrn  in  I'^tn.  rrn-«rkM  that 
**IUni.<iw*«  ill  i*tiral  n[t|iiiiina  «i>-rr  n>>i  vnap*-!  trd  pn*- 
vimia  III  ihi*  piiblirilKtn  of  hi*  *  Vuinn  i<f  ri>liinibii«,*  in 
V.<  i"  nhit  fiirtVr,  thnt  **  wh'ti  nl  •  liirr  pfn<^  hr  l,-*t 
At*  rk.trvfrr,  nnd  brrnme  nn  nprn  and  hit|f>r  rnilrr  'tf 
('lir*«ii<it  tit.  hi"  p-ilni-lMMtk  «■«  laid  a»iil^ ;  but  f>r  that 
raii>-  finly,  ■«  rinnprlmi  Jiidf^*  ■fill  nmtitiinr'd  Ihtl  ni> 
rrvMMn  iif  Watt*  piMa>-*«r«  at  niiirh  {hitik  nirnl  at 
llini.'iw**  "  I  havi*  ar^n  Iwn  ktlrrt  w  riitrn  b)  R4aLi>w 
diirif  c  itir  la»l  irar  nf  hit  lile,  in  whirh  h**  drrlarrt  hiin- 
M-ir  "a  aificern  belkvrr  of  CteUlianU} ,  4ive«lcd  of  Ma 


and  in  the  autumn  of  1812  he  waa  inviled  bj  Iht 
Duke  of  BAanAXo  to  a  conference  with  Naj 
at  Wilna,  in  PolaiuL  He  aUrted  from 
traveiletl  without  intcrininaion  until  he  wrhid 
Zaniuwiti'b,  an  olMCure  ^illaice  nr^r  C'j 
where  he  died,  from  an  indanimalion  of  tlic  li 
induccfl  by  lati^e  ajid  etpoaure  in  an  inho»pitafaie 
country-,  in  an  inclement  m'umiii,  on  tlir  Iwraly- 
at'coiul  day  of  Deo'uilier.  in  the  fifty-luurth  year 
of  hiit  UK*''  lu  Parin,  boiioura  were  |mid  to  hia 
memor>'  an  an  iuifiurtiinl  public  funrtioiiarv  and  • 
man  of  lettern  ;  hu  eubhry  u  an  written  b\  UirrvvT 
lis  NkMornn.  and  an  acroiint  of  hin  lile 
writiir^n  wan  drawn  up  n:id  publi^b<*d. 
paiiie<l  by  a  canto  t»l'  the  *•  ( 'oiuiiibiad."  Imulatad 
into  Fn-iicb  lieroir  \rrHe.  In  AiiH*nea.  too.  hiadralh 
wan  Ki-nerully  luineiiteil.  tli«iuv;h  Hilliout  any  pul^ 
lie  eihibitjoii  of  mouriiinir. 

Biauiw  wan  much  r«>pe4*tetl  in  private  life  Cor 
hin  in:iny  e&ct'llentnmial  quahtien.  ||in  mannen 
wen'  utiunlly  irrave  anil  di;;iiifttil,  thoush  when 
with  hin  ill  Innate  trieiidn  lie  w.it*  eu<«y  tuiil  liMiiiliar. 
He  « jn  an  IioiHftt  and  patient  in\iiiiisator.  and 
woultl  donbtb'iM  \\d\v  W'i'n  murh  m»re  ■nrr <  nrful 
an  a  mt-t.i)>b>Mi'al  or  hi«torit*:(l  writer  than  an  a 
jMiet.  A*i  :iii  autliitr  lie  U'loiitftil  |o  the  first  rlaan 
t>f  bifi  time  in  America;  aiiil  for  bin  anSmC  pi^ 
trinti-iiii.  bii«  piiMir  M-r^iceK,  :uiil  the  purity  of  hia 
life,  he  di*^*r\i'!«  a  i!ir>li!uui«bt'«l  raidi  among  the 
men  of  our  t^uldeu  a^e. 


I  «in;  the  «n»cetn  I  know,  the  charmn  I  feel. 
My  iiii>rnin^  iniT!i«.i'.  and  my  etenins  roralw— 
The  nwei-!-*  of  H:i»t_\  Pilddiiitf.     Come,  dear  bowl, 
ftlide  o*iT  my  p;i!:iri>.  and  in-pire  my  »<njl. 
The  milk  N-^ide  tlii*e.  Mnnliiri;:  fnMn  the  kine, 
Itn  ••ub*t.-in''e  miii'j!«d.  rn-*.rrii'il  in  with  thine, 
Sball  riHil  :ind  !<'rn|NT  fb\  •■':|iiTior  bivit. 
.\nd  ".nc  l?ii'  i-ni'i-*  '-f  *'!■•**  nj  wjii'e  I  raL 

O?  co'ili!  tb**  -rn-HiTh.  ?'.•■  i  rnMern.itic  nnng 
FI'»w  liki*  'liv  ■/■  111  d   \i  *'•'•-  o'.r  mv  tiinj'ue. 
Could  !li«i  .    ;:.j'tl  r"i  .r-« '-  ni  my  iHim*«-r«  fhime. 
And.  a-  tb»v  r'^M  in  -i.''-«ta'>i-i-.  I'lII  m  rhv 
No  ni«'rr  *,].%'  n»V^«  ird.  ir,,""  tir  n:«nir 
Sb-mlil  -h'ln  t!»*'  "ium-  nr  ;  'i  '*'.•  lire  thy  far 

But,  ri«i'i-  j'i'i'mI  •h  tli -ij-t.iinM  car. 

All  bir!-.  -.'i-ij!.!  ••  it.-'i  It,  i[i  I  ill  n  .iIiiM  nirrre! 

A's^i-t  nil"  l1'  t  vitb  ;i«'U»  ;.»:]  to  tra«'e 
ThnMuh  »ri  -Af  "f  tiicie  t?iv  bnea^c  ani!  thT 


rtirfupti.-i  •  *'     Ii  1  !.  Mr  •     M  r;iif-r..»tr.  t>*iMf«bH  la 

fh»  arrt  ml  %fl »  •  f   |i|  ^^ir'«  **  V'tTi    !•  !in.'*  |4iffV«   fTI 

to  4Ty.  h»  ••*\m.  "'til'-  •••I  if  r-iritfrt.  in  tihirli  I  waa 
Utrn  atd  •■•lu  |.  •;.  4^./  r.i  vA./k  /  »••;;  mA*-v.  ft*t  th» 
•im^  r»- la'iii  111  ii  \->  ii-'brr*- i>i!(»  f'lth  Iw.  <  rmmrwt^m 
fAdf  fA/i  jr# 'If  *;."  rir  lli  tt!>- 1  ih  il  Rill  ••«l  ilia^^lk  ivj 
In  III*  l-it'-r  <  •  ir«  \h^  r*-!tji  ••!  *■(  hi«  t  ••  t>i.  «  «■  pr<>Kt^jr 
llr«t  drrtV'il  r'r  m  ^n  rntrvriiir  m  th^  "  VitMin  itfl'i^lua^ 
but,"  In  w  hi^h  Ih*-  rt'  •«.  h\  •  hii  h  li*  irlrn^'r  I  tn  r*|w<»- 
•rnl  iix>»kiah  •ii;w*«i.thiii.  i«  pUird  tniont  ih»  **tys»hi4n 
iif  pff^ju-'.ii  •■  "  llfrf%rr  '  M«i  li:t  •  hir^r  t»r"  !•  «  man  •if 
h<»n<>iira(il'-  ••  rtniK  r.t*  ji  ■!  I  \tiif  !•  ••  t  f*- .  «nd  I  ri>«M  pn^ 
■rtil  i>iin-*-rifit  iiitirr  rti.Nr.rrt  iim  h^  did  nii|  abamloB 
km  rvllgidii,  tirrv  n«i|  ihc  abuvn  ap|«rcnll>  conclantve 
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Declare  what  lovely  aquaw,  m  dmja  of  yore, 
(Ere  great  Columbua  sought  thy  natiTe  shore,) 
First  gave  thee  to  the  world ;  her  works  of  fiune 
Have  lived  indeed,  but  lived  without  a  name. 
Some  tawny  Ceres,  goddess  of  her  days, 
First  leam'd  with  stones  to  crack  the  well-dried 

maize, 
Through  the  rough  sieve  to  shake  the  golden 

shower, 
In  boiling  water  stir  the  yellow  flour: 
The  yellow  flour,  bestrew'd  and  stirred  with  haste, 
SwdJs  in  the  flood  and  thickens  to  a  paste. 
Then  pufis  and  ¥rallops,  rises  to  the  brim, 
Drinks  the  dry  knobs  that  on  the  8urfiu;e  swim; 
The  knobs  at  last  the  busy  ladle  breaks. 
And  the  whole  mass  its  true  consistence  takes. 

Could  but  her  sacred  name,  unknown  so  long, 
Rise,  like  her  labours,  to  the  son  of  song. 
To  her,  to  them  IM  consecrate  my  lays. 
And  blow  her  pudding  with  the  Ineath  of  praise. 
Not  through  the  rich  Peruvian  realms  alone 
The  fiune  of  SoI*8  sweet  daughter  should  be  known, 
But  o'er  the  world's  wide  clime  should  live  secure, 
Far  as  his  rays  extend,  as  long  as  they  endure. 
Dear  Hasty  Pudding,  what  unpromised  joy 
Expands  my  heart,  to  meet  thee  in  Savoy ! 
Doom'd  o'er  the  world  through  devious  paths  to 

roam, 
Eech  clime  my  country,  and  each  house  my  home. 
My  soul  is  soothed,  my  cares  have  found  an  end: 
I  greet  my  long-lost,  unforgotten  friend. 

For  thee  through  Paris,  that  corrupted  town, 
How  long  in  vain  I  wander'd  up  and  down, 
Where  shameless  Bacchus,  with  his  drenching 

hoard. 
Cold  from  his  cave  usurps  the  morning  board. 
London  is  lost  in  smoke  and  steep'd  in  tea ; 
No  Yankee  there  can  lisp  the  name  of  thee ; 
The  uncouth  word,  a  libel  on  the  town. 
Would  call  a  proclamation  from  the  crown. 
For  climes  oblique,  that  fear  the  sun's  full  rays, 
Chill'd  in  their  fogs,  exclude  the  generous  maize: 
A  grain  whose  rich,  luxuriant  growth  requires 
Short,  gentle  showers,  and  bright,  ethereal  fires. 

But  here,  though  distant  from  our  native  shpre. 
With  mutual  glee,  we  meet  and  laugh  once  more. 
The  same !  I  know  thee  by  that  yellow  &ce, 
That  strong  complexion  of  true  Indian  race. 
Which  time  can  never  change,  nor  soil  impair, 
Nor  Alpine  snows,  nor  Turkey's  morbid  air ; 
For  endless  years,  through  every  mild  domain. 
Where  grows  the  maize,  there  thou  art  sure  to 

reign. 
But  man,  more  fickle,  the  bold  license  claims. 
In  different  realms  to  give  thee  difierent  names. 
Thee  the  soft  nations  round  the  warm  Levant 
PoUmta  call;  the  French,  of  course,  PolanU. 
E'en  in  thy  native  regions,  how  I  blush 
To  bear  the  Pennsylvanians  call  thee  Mush! 
On  Hudson's  banks,  while  men  of  Belgic  spawn 
Insult  and  eat  thee  by  die  name  Suppaum. 
All  spurious  appellations,  void  of  truth ; 
Fve  better  known  thee  from  my  earliest  youth: 
Thy  name  is  Hatty  Pudding/  thus  our  sires 
Were  wont  to  greet  thee  filming  from  the  fires; 


And  while  they  argued  in  thy  just  defence 
With  logic  clear,  they  thus  explained  the  sense: 
«In  haste  the  boiling  caldron,  o'er  the  blaze, 
Receives  and  cooks  the  ready  powder'd  maize; 
In  haste  'tis  served,  and  then  in  equal  haste. 
With  cooling  milk,  we  make  the  sweet  repast 
No  carving  to  be  done,  no  knife  to  grate 
The  tender  ear  and  wound  the  stony  plate ; 
But  the  smooth  spoon,  just  fitted  to  Uie  lip. 
And  taught  with  art  the  yielding  maits  to  dip. 
By  frequent  journeys  to  the  bowl  well  stored. 
Performs  the  hasty  honours  of  tlie  board." 
Such  is  thy  name,  significant  and  clear, 
A  name,  a  sound  to  every  Yankee  dear, 
But  most  to  me,  whose  heart  and  palate  chaste 
Preserve  my  pure,  hereditary  taste. 

There  are  who  strive  to  stamp  with  disrepute 
The  luscious  food,  because  it  feeds  the  brute ; 
In  tropes  of  high-strain'd  wit,  while  gaudy  prigs 
Compare  thy  nursling  man  to  pamper'd  pigs; 
With  sovereign  scorn  I  treat  the  vulgar  jest. 
Nor  fear  to  share  thy  bounties  witli  the  beast. 
What  though  the  generous  cow   gives  me  to 

quaff 
The  milk  nutritious;  am  I  then  a  calf? 
Or  can  the  genius  of  the  noisy  swine. 
Though  nursed  on  pudding,  thence  lay  claim  to 

mine? 
Sure  the  sweet  song  I  fashion  to  thy  praise. 
Runs  more  melodious  than  the  notes  they  raise. 

My  song,  resounding  in  its  grateful  glee. 
No  merit  claims :  I  praise  myself  in  thee. 
My  father  loved  thee  through  his  length  of  days! 
For  thee  his  fields  were  shaded  o'er  with  maize; 
From  thee  what  health,  what  vigour  he  possessed, 
Ten  sturdy  freemen  from  his  loins  attest; 
Thy  constellation  ruled  my  natal  mom. 
And  all  my  bones  were  made  of  Indian  com. 
Delicious  grain !  whatever  form  it  take. 
To  roast  or  boil,  to  smother  or  to  bake. 
In  every  dish  'tis  welcome  still  to  me. 
But  most,  my  Hasty  Puddingy  most  in  thee. 

Let  the  green  succotash  with  thee  contend; 
Let  beans  and  corn  their  sweetest  juices  blend; 
Let  butter  drench  them  in  its  yellow  tide. 
And  a  long  slice  of  bacon  grace  their  side ; 
Not  all  the  plate,  how  famed  soe'er  it  be. 
Can  please  my  palate  like  a  bowl  of  thee. 
Some  talk  of  /foc-Ca/rg,  fair  Virginia's  pride ! 
Rich  Johnny 'Cake  this  mouth  hath  often  tried; 
Both  please  me  well,  their  virtues  much  the  same. 
Alike  their  fabric,  as  allied  their  fame, 
Except  in  dear  New  England,  where  the  last 
Receives  a  dash  of  pumpkin  in  the  paste. 
To  give  it  sweetness  and  improve  the  taste. 
But  place  them  all  before  me,  smoking  hot. 
The  big,  round  dumpling,  rolling  from  the  pot; 
The  pudding  of  the  bag,  whose  quivering  breast, 
With  suet  lined,  leads  on  the  Ysmkee  feast; 
The  Charlotte  brown,  within  whose  crusty  sides 
A  belly  soft  the  pulpy  s^ple  hides; 
The  yellow  bread,  whose  fiice  like  amber  glows, 
And  all  of  Indian  that  the  bakepan  knows, — 
You  tempt  me  not;  my  frivourite  greets  my  eyes. 
To  that  loved  bowl  my  spoon  by  instinct  flies. 
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CAVTO  II. 

To  mix  the  food  hj  vicious  rules  of  tit. 
To  kill  the  «toniach  ami  to  Mnk  the  heart. 
To  make  mankiml  to  social  virtue  suur, 
Cmm  oVr  each  dinh,  and  U'  u  hat  tlkcy  derour ; 
Fitr  this  the  kitchen  niUM>  fintt  frminetl  her  hook, 
Coininandinp:  nwrut  to  Htreaiii  fnun  every  cook; 
Children  no  more  their  antic  KAnihtiU  tried, 
And  friends  tt  p'lVMC  wonilerM  why  they  died. 

Not  lui  the  Viir:k.v:  hii«  abundant  feuMt, 
With  Kiniplen  furnihhM  and  with  pliiinneii!«  dreiwM, 
A  ninarrouii  otr«{>nnt7  fr:tth«'ni  mund  the  hoard, 
Ari'l  ohi'crf*  alike  the  iH'r%aiit  and  the  lonl;   [tantr, 
\Vho4«>  uell-lH)n^ht   hiniixer  pmmptit  the  joyous 
Aii'i  health  att4'nd(i  theni  from  the  Nhort  n'piML 

While  the  full  |iail  rewanln  the  milkmaid*s  toil, 
The  nii»ther  iie«*i*  the  niomini(  caldron  InmI; 
To  stir  the  puddinu;  next  demaiida  their  care; 
To  ffpn'ail  the  tahle  and  the  Im»w1m  prepare: 
To  fiinl  the  chtldnm  a^  their  |M)rliong  cool. 
And  conih  their  hf»dA,  and  mmhI  them  ofl*  U>  achoot 

Vet  may  the  Htinplent  dir«h  nune  rules  impart. 
For  nature  M'ortH  not  all  the  uidi^  of  art. 
E'en  Hiifiti/  Pudiiin^,  purmt  of  all  fotid, 
Mjy  Htdl  lie  lull.  indilfenMit,  or  (?ood. 
An  Mt^e  ex|>erien(*<*  the  nhiirt  proceita  iniidea. 
Or  want  i)f  itkill.  or  wiuit  of  can*  preaidea. 
WhiM'Vr  would  form  it  on  the  nurent  plan. 
To  rear  the  child  and  loni;  auiitain  the  man ; 
To  rihiehl  the  morale  whde  it  memU  the  nize, 
And  all  the  |M»wen«  of  ever>'  fooil  »u|»|»Iiiii.— 
Attend  the  leiiiM>n  that  the  niUM>  nhall  brint;;; 
8uH|i4*nd  your  himmhih,  and  li^^ten  while  I  sing. 

Hut  iiince,  ()  man!  thv  life  ami  health  demand 
Not  fiMid  alone,  but  lalhiur  fnim  thy  hand. 
First,  in  the  field.  iMMiiMth  the  niin'M  Htnmir  rayt, 
Auk  of  thy  mi>ther  t*arlh  the  needful  inaixe; 
She  lovcM  the  ra<v  tli.it  ourtji  her  yieltlin)^  soil, 
An<l  ifiven  her  ItountieH  to  the  Moiiif  of  toil. 

Wlieii  ni>w  the  o\.  uS\lieiit  to  thy  call, 
ReiMyt  the  Imn  that  fill'd  the  winter  Nt.dl, 
Pumue  hilt  tnmii  oVr  the  furntwM  plain. 
And  plant  in  mea!«uml  hilU  the  golden  t^n. 
But  when  the  tt'inler  tft*rm  betonii  to  shoot. 
Ami  tin*  irnvn  «|Hre  divlarm  the  uprtrntini^  root. 
Then  i^uanl  your  nuntliiu  fn>m  each  int*«*dy  foe, 
The  tn«iiliou«  wonn.  the  alUlevnuriiu  cmw. 
A  little  a<«he!*  iprinkleil  nmiiil  the  «pire, 
Hoon  xtivpM  in  min,  wilt  biti  the  wonn  retire; 
The  featherM  ro!ilH*r.  with  Iim  hunior>'  n»w 
Hwi(\  flie4  the  field  Ivfore  ytinr  man  of  utraw, 
A  friffhtful  tin:t;n'.  '•nrh  aji  M-hi>oI!Miy4  lirin.{. 
When  m<*t  to  bum  the  |>i>pi*  or  Uawz  the  kinir* 

Thrice  in  the  w*a«m.  throiiixh  each  \enUnt  row. 
Wield  the  Atmn?  plou:;h<4hare  anil  the  faithful  hoe; 
The  faithful  hi>e.  a  double  tafJi  that  taken. 
To  till  the  xummer  corn  ami  Mant  the  winter  cakea. 

81ow  tiprini^  the  blade,  while  check'd  by  chillinf 
rain*. 
Err  yet  tlM>  «un  the  aeat  of  Cancer  vaina; 
But  when  bin  fierre!«t  firm  emblaae  the  laml. 
Then  utart  the  jutcea.  then  the  roota  expand ; 
Then,  like  a  column  of  C«irinthian  mould. 
The  ■t.-tik  atruu  upward  and  the  leaves  unfold ; 


The  busy  branches  all  the  ridges  fill. 
Entwine  their  arms,  and  kiss  from  bill  to  hilL 
Here  erase  to  vex  them ;  all  your  caics  are 
I^eave  tlie  kiat  lalKHirs  to  the  parent  sun : 
Beneath  liia  genial  smiles,  the  wcll-dmsi'd  field. 
When  autumn  calls,  a  plenteous  crop  ah^l  yicli. 

Now  the  Ktmnz  folia:^*  liearn  the  i4andards  high. 
And  sh«iotji  Uie  tall  to}»-irallaiitii  to  tlie  »ky ; 
The  surkliii:;  <*arH  the  hi  I  ken  frini;r«  bend. 
And.  prt-4!iiint  i;rown,  tlu-ir  «weUiiuc  cuei*  distcitd; 
The  loaihil  laalk.  while  still  the  hurdrn  ;rrmra. 
OVrhangi*  the  sfia4V  that  runs  between  the 
llii^h  ah  a  ho|>-fM*ld  waM*H  the  silent  throve, 
A  safe  retreat  for  littU>  theflj*  of  love. 
When  the  pledsed  roa>tinKH*an(  incite  the 
To  meet  her  swain  lieiieath  the  new-form*d 
His  irenen>us  hand  untoaiLi  the  cumbrous  hill. 
Ami  the  greiMi  ti\ioili  her  ready  liasket  fill; 
Sniall  coin|M*nHation  for  the  twofitld  blisa. 
The  promised  we«tihn|(,  and  the  ptvsent  kiai. 

Slight  flepreilations  these;  but  now  the 
Calls  from  hb  htdluw  tn-es  tlie  sly  racroon; 
And  while  by  nialtt  he  lieani  his  imie  away. 
The  Uildir  squirrel  laliours  tlinnigh  tlie  day. 
Both  thieves  alike,  tiut  pro\i«lint  of  time, 
A  virtue  rare,  that  aliniM  hi4ieM  their  cnine. 
Then  let  them  steal  the  little  stores  they  can. 
Ami  fill  their  granarii's  from  tlie  toils  of 
We*ve  one  advantage  wliere  they  take  no 
With  all  their  wiles,  they  ne'er  liave  found  the  art 
To  iHiil  the  Haj>ty  I'luitlifif:  /  \yn  we  shuM 
Su|iehor  (ar  to  tenants  of  th«'  pine; 
Thii*  envinl  b(x>n  t«)  man  sliall  still  lielonc 
Unshared  by  them  in  sul»i4ance  or  in  sonz. 

At  la>t  the  cltxtiii^  mmmmi  lirowns  the  plain. 
And  ripe  Octolier  leathers  in  the  grain; 
De«>|»-luaded  carttt  tlie  spacious  comh(mi«  fill; 
The  sack  disteiuled  marches  t«>  tlie  mill; 
The  lalMMirim;  null  lieneatli  the  bunlen 
And  hhowem  the  future  pmUling  frum  the 
Till  the  glail  hou«i«*wife  irrrelji  the  pnwder'd  goU, 
And  the  m*w  crop  exterminatt^  the  old. 

CANTO  III. 


The  days  grow  short ;  but  thou-^h  the  falling 
To  the  i;lad  swam  pr>ic|:iini«  hi*  da\*s  wnrk 
NightV  pltmsing  *ih.ide«  hi«  ^ahou«  task«  proloBg, 
Ami  yielil  new  pubjrrl*  to  my  various  song. 
For  now.  the  corn-iiou«e  fiU'tl.  the  harvest  heoi^ 
The  invited  nei?h>ii>UM  to  the  hufkine  rome; 
A  ffoWc  «crne.  whi-re  work,  ami  mirth,  ami  play, 
I'liite  their  ehnrtii^  to  ch.i-e  the  hour*  away. 

When*  the  huze  heip  liri  centerM  in  the  hall. 
The  lamp  i(u«|teiiilt>«l  from  the  cheerful  wall. 
Brown,  coni-feil  iiymph«.  and  stnm^.  hanl-haniM 
Alternate  miiirril.  (  \trnd  in  cirrlini;  rows.     t\ 
Aisiiine  their  scjti».  the  solid  mass  attack; 
The  dry  bu^ks  ni«tle.  ami  the  ct>mcohs  rrark; 
The  son?,  the  lau:;h.  alternate  notes  Tesnund, 
Ami  the  sweet  ciiler  tn|M  in  silence  mand. 

The  l.iwii  of  hn-krn^  every  wight  can  tell. 
And  sure  no  law*  he  e^er  Veep*  so  well : 
For  each  reil  ear  a  trrnenl  ki^i*  he  gains. 
With  each  4inut  ear  he  smuts  the  luckless 
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Bat  when  to  tome  sweet  maid  a  prize  is  cast. 
Red  as  her  tips  and  taper  as  her  waist, 
She  walks  the  round  and  cuUs  one  fiivonr'd  hean, 
Who  leaps  the  Insdons  tribute  to  bestow. 
Various  the  sport,  as  are  the  wits  and  brains 
Of  well-pleased  lasses  and  contending  swains; 
1111  the  vast  mound  of  com  is  swept  away, 
And  he  that  gets  the  last  ear  wins  the  day. 

Meanwhile,  the  housewife  urges  all  her  care. 
The  well-earn'd  feast  to  hasten  and  prepare. 
The  sifted  meal  already  waits  her  hand. 
The  milk  is  stnin'd,  the  bowls  in  order  stand, 
The  fire  flames  high;  and  as  a  pool  (that  takes 
The  headlong  stream  that  o'er  the  milldam  breaks) 
Foams,  roars,  and  rages  with  incessant  toils, 
So  the  vex'd  caldron  rages,  roars,  and  boils. 

First  with  clean  salt  she  seasons  well  the  food. 
Then  strews  the  flour,  and  thickens  all  the  flood. 
Long  o*er  the  simmering  fire  she  lets  it  stand; 
To  stir  it  well  demands  a  stronger  hand; 
The  husband  takes  his  turn :  and  round  and  round 
The  ladle  flies;  at  last  the  toil  is  crown'd; 
When  to  the  board  the  thronging  buskers  pour, 
And  take  their  seats  as  at  the  com  before. 

I  leave  them  to  their  feast    There  still  belong 
More  copious  matters  to  my  faithful  song. 
For  niks  there  are,  though  ne'er  unfolded  yet, 
Nice  rules  and  wise,  how  pudding  should  be  ate. 

Some  with  molasses  line  the  luscious  treat, 
And  mix,  like  bards,  the  useful  with  the  sweet 
A  wholesome  dish,  and  well  deserving  praise; 
A  great  resource  in  those  bleak  wintry  days, 
When  the  chill'd  earth  lies  buried  deep  in  snow, 
And  raging  Boreas  dries  the  shivering  cow. 

Bless'd  cow !  thy  praise  shall  still  my  notes  em- 
ploy, 
Great  source  of  health,  the  only  source  of  joy ; 
Mother  of  Egypt's  god — but  sure,  for  me. 
Were  I  to  leave  my  God,  I  'd  worship  thee. 
How  oft  thy  teats  these  precious  hands  have  press'd ! 
How  oft  thy  bounties  proved  my  only  fihurt! 
How  oft  I  've  fed  thee  with  my  favourite  grain ! 
And  roar'd,  like  thee,  to  find  thy  children  slain ! 

Yes.  swains  who  know  her  various  worth  to  prize, 
Ah !  house  her  well  from  winter's  angry  skies. 
Potatoes,  pimipkins  should  her  sadness  cheer. 
Com  firom  your  crib,  and  mashes  from  your  beer; 
When  spring  returns,  she  '11  well  acquit  the  loan, 
And  nurse  at  once  your  infants  and  her  own. 

Milk  then  with  pudding  I  would  always  choose ; 
To  this  in  future  I  confine  my  rouse. 
Till  she  in  haste  some  further  hints  unfold, 
Well  for  the  young,  nor  useless  to  the  old. 
First  in  vour  bowl  the  milk  abundant  take, 
Then  drop  with  care  along  the  silver  lake 
Your  flakes  of  podding;  these  at  first  will  hide 
Their  little  bulk  beneath  the  swelling  tide ; 
But  when  their  growing  mass  no  more  can  sink. 
When  the  soft  island  looms  above  the  brink. 
Then  cbeck  your  hand ;  you've  got  the  portion  due : 
So  taught  our  sires,  and  what  they  taught  is  true. 

There  is  a  choice  in  spoons.  Though  small  appear 
The  nice  distinction,  yet  to  me  'tis  clear. 
The  deep-bowl'd  Gallic  spoon,  contrived  to  scoop 
In  ample  draughts  the  thin,  diluted  soup, 
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Performs  not  well  in  those  substantial  things, 
Whose  mass  adhesive  to  the  metal  cUi.gs; 
Where  the  strong  labial  muscles  must  imbrace 
The  gentle  curve,  and  sweep  the  hollow  space. 
With  ease  to  enter  and  discharge  the  fre'ght, 
A  bowl  less  concave,  but  still  more  dilate. 
Becomes  the  pudding  best    The  shape,  the  size, 
A  secret  rests,  unknown  to  vulgar  eyes. 
Experienced  feeders  can  alone  impart 
A  rule  so  much  above  the  lore  of  art 
These  tuneful  lips,  that  thousand  spoons  have  tried. 
With  just  precision  could  the  point  decide. 
Though  not  in  song;  the  muse  but  poorly  shines 
In  cones,  and  cubes,  and  geometric  lines ; 
Yet  the  true  form,  as  near  as  she  can  tell, 
Is  that  small  section  of  a  goose-egg  shell, 
Which  in  two  equal  portions  shall  divide 
The  distance  from  the  centre  to  the  side. 
Fear  not  to  slaver;  'tis  no  deadly  sin: 
Like  the  free  Frenchman,  from  your  joyous  chiQ 
Suspend  the  ready  napkin ;  or,  like  me. 
Poise  with  one  hand  your  bowl  upon  your  knee 
Just  in  the  zenith  your  wise  head  project; 
Your  full  spoon,  rising  in  a  line  direct, 
Bold  as  a  bucket,  heeds  no  drops  that  fall, — 
The  wide-mouth'd  bowl  will  surely  catch  them  all! 


BURNING  OF  THE  NEW  ENGLAND 
VILLAGES.* 


Through  solid  curls  of  smoke,  the  bursting  fires 
Climb  in  tall  pyramids  above  the  spires. 
Concentring  all  the  winds ;  whose  forces,  driven 
With  equal  rage  from  every  point  of  heaven. 
Whirl  into  conflict,  round  the  scantling  pour 
The  twisting  flames,  and  through  the  rafters  roar, 
Suck  up  the  cinders,  send  them  sailing  far, 
To  warn  the  nations  of  the  raging  war ; 
Bend  high  the  blazing  vortex,  swell'd  and  curl'd. 
Careering,  brightening  o'er  the  lustred  world : 
Seas  catch  the  splendour,  kindling  skies  resound, 
And  falling   structures   shake   the   smouldering 

ground. 
Crowds  of  wild  fugitives,  with  frantic  tread. 
Flit  through  the  flames  that  pierce  the  midnight 

shade. 
Back  on  the  burning  domes  revert  their  eyes, 
Where  some  lost  friend,  some  perish'd  infiint  lies. 
Their  maim'd,  their  sick,  their  age-enfeebled  sires 
Have  sunk  sad  victims  to  the  sateless  fires ; 
They  greet  with  one  last  look  their  tottering  walls. 
Sec  the  blaze  thicken,  as  the  ruin  falls, 
Then  o'er  the  country  train  their  dumb  despair, 
And  far  behind  them  leave  the  dancing  glare  ; 
Their  own  crash'd  roofs  still  lend  a  trembling  light. 
Point  their  long  shadows  and  direct  their  flight 
Till,  wandering  wide,  they  seek  some  cottage  door. 
Ask  the  vile  pittance  due  the  vagrant  poor ; 
Or,  faint  and  faltering  on  the  devious  road. 
They  sink  at  last  and  yield  their  mortal  load. 

*  This  andtho  following  extracts  arc  (torn  the  **  Colam 
blad." 
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TO  FREEDOH. 

8(7 V  of  tli«  moral  worid !  eflrulgent  toufoe 
Of  iDAn's  best  wisdom  and  hi«  rtradicst  forre, 
Soulniearchin^  Freedom !  here  aiwume  thy  ■Und, 
And  radiate  hence  to  ereiy  diiitaiit  land ; 
Point  out  and  prove  how  all  the  scenes  of  strife. 
The  shock  of  states,  the  impasMionM  broils  of  life, 
Bprinj^  from  unequal  sway ;  and  how  they  fly 
Before  the  splendour  of  thy  fteareful  eye ; 
Unfold  at  last  the  fi^nuine  social  plan. 
The  mind*s  full  scope,  the  dit^iity  of  man. 
Bold  nature  burstini?  throus:h  her  lon^^  disguise, 
Ami  nationM  daring  to  be  juxt  and  wine. 
YeM !  riirhteouM  Freedom,  heaven  and  earth  and  lea 
Yield  or  withhold  their  various  gifts  for  thee ; 
Protected  Industry  beneath  thy  riMum 
I^eads  all  the  xirtues  in  her  fill  til  train ; 
Courageous  Pnibity,  with  brow  nerenc. 
And  Temfierancc  calm  prei«'nt<(  her  placid  mien ; 
Contentment,  Moderation,  Lalwur,  Art, 
Mould  the  new  man  an<l  humanize  his  heart; 
To  public  plenty  private  ease  diUtt^s, 
Domentic  |ieare  to  harmony  of  states. 
Protected  InduNtr}',  cankering  far. 
Detects  the  cauw  an.l  cures  the  ra^  of  war, 
And  swet'ps,  with  fvceful  arm,  to  their  lost  graves. 
Kings  from  the  earth  and  pirates  from  the  waves. 


MORGAN  AND  TELL. 


Moaoiw  in  front  of  his  bold  riflrrs  lowers. 
His  host  of  keen-eyed  nmrksmen,  skill'd  to  pour 
Their  slugs  unerring  from  the  twisted  bore. 
No  swonl.  no  bayonet  they  learn  to  wield. 
They  gall  the  flank,  they  skirt  the  battling  field. 
Cull  out  the  distant  foe  in  full  horse  s|)eed. 
Couch  the  limg  tube,  and  eye  the  silver  bead. 
Turn  as  he  turns,  dismiss  the  whizzing  lead. 
And  lodffe  the  death-tial]  in  his  heedless  head. 
80  toird  the  huntsman  Tkll.  His  quivering  dart, 
PresH*d  by  the  bended  bowstring,  fears  to  part. 
Dread  the  tremendous  tank,  to  irraze  but  shun 
The  tender  temples  of  his  infant  son ; 
As  the  loved  youth  (the  tyrant's  victim  led) 
Bears  the  |M>iHe<l  apple  tottering  on  his  head. 
The  sullen  father,  with  reverteil  eye. 
Now  marks  the  satnp,  now  the  brif;ht-hair*d  boy ; 
His  second  shaft  im|mtient  lies,  athirst 
To  mend  the  ei|ierte*l  error  of  the  first. 
To  pierce  the  monster,  mid  the  insulted  crowd. 
And  steep  the  pangs  of  nature  in  hi«  blood. 
Deep  doubling  toward  his  breast,  well  poised  and 

s|i>w. 
Curve  the  strain*d  horns  of  his  indignant  bow ; 
His  left  arm  straightens  as  the  deiter  bends. 
And  his  nervctl  knuckle  with  the  gripe  distends; 
80ft  sli<les  the  reed  back  with  the  stiff  drawn  strand, 
Till  the  steel  point  has  reach*d  his  steady  hainl ; 
Then  to  his  keen  fii*d  eye  the  shank  he  brings ; 
Twangs  the  loud  cord,  the  fieather*d  arrow  ainga, 


Picks  off  the  pippin  firom  the  nailnif  boy* 
And  Uri*s  rocks  resound  with  diouta  o^  joj* 
Soon  by  an  equal  dart  the  tyrant  bletiJa ; 
The  cantons  league,  the  work  of  fete 
Till  Austria*s  titled  hordea,  with  their  ova 
Fat  the  fair  fields  they  lorded  kiof  bdbn  ; 
On  Gothard's  height  while  Fieedooi  first  mtStsitA 
Her  infant  banner  o*er  the  modem  world. 


THE  ZONES  OF  AMERICA. 


•d; 


Wiaai  Spring's  coy  steps  in  eold 
stray. 
And  joyless  seasons  hokl  oneqoal  sway. 
He  saw  the  pine  its  daring  mantle  rear. 
Break  the  rude  blast,  and  mock  the  bmraal 
Shag  the  green  zone  that  bounds  the  boreal 
And  bid  all  southrm  vegetation  rise. 
Wild  o*er  the  vast,  impenetrable  round 
The  untrod  liowen*  of  shadowy  nature  6oin 
Millennial  cedars  wave  their  honoun  wide. 
The  fir*s  tall  UHitfhi>,  the  oak's  umhrageotts 
The  branching  In'ocIi.  the  aspen's  tremMiny 
Ved  tlie  dim  heavm,  and  brown  the  dusky 
For  in  dense  cruw<U  tlu'se  sturdy  scms  oi  ^ 
In  frosty  regiont,  claim  a  stroiwer  birth ; 
Where  h«*a\y  U'anis  the  sheltering  dome 
And  copious  trunks  to  ftN-d  its  wmtry  fires. 
But  wanner  suns,  that  southern  tones  cnhfanB, 
A  cool,  thin  uml>rage  o*er  their  woodland 
Floridia's  shores  their  blooms  around  him 
And  Georgisn  hills  erect  their  shady  hcod ; 
Whose  flowery  slirubs  regale  the  passing  air 
With  all  tlie  unta«teil  fragrance  of  the  year. 
Beneath  tall  trees.  dis{)enied  in  loose  array. 
The  rice-grown  lawns  their  humble  garh  dasplij  ; 
The  infant  majza*.  unconscious  of  its  worth. 
Points  the   grreii   spire   and   bends  the 

forth; 
In  various  form^  unliidilen  harvests  rise. 
And  blooming  lif«*  repays  the  genial  skieAi 
Where  Mexic  lulls  the'brmy  irulf  (lefend. 
Spontaneous  irn>vf«  with  richer  bunlens 
Anana's  stalk  iu  itluunry  honours  yields ; 
Acassia's  flowers  perfume  a  thousand  fields; 
Their  cluster'd  dates  the  mast-like  palms  nnfali  \ 
The  sprrttdinir  oronire  wavrs  a  load  of  gold; 
Connultial  vines  o*<>rtt>p  the  larch  they  climb; 
The  long-Iivnl  oli\r  mocks  the  nMth  of  lims; 
Pomomi's  pritle.  tli.it  old  Grenada  claims. 
Here  wmiles  and  niltlens  in  diviner  flames  ; 
Pimento,  citron  srent  the  sky  serene; 
White,  woolly  rluotiTs  frinffe  the  cotton's  fioa; 
The  stunly  fiz.  the  frail,  deciduoos  cane. 
Ami  f«>oiirul  c«w*ii.t  fin  the  sultry  plain. 
Here,  in  ont  view,  the  same  glad  branches  brmf 
The  fruits  of  autumn  and  the  flowere  of  spriaf ; 
No  wintry  blast*  the  unchanging  year  delurm. 
Nor  beasts  uii«hclier*d  fear  the  pinching 
But  vernal  brrezf^  o'rr  the  blossoms  mve. 
And  breathe  the  ripen* J  juices  through  the 
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RICHARD  ALSOP. 


[•ovBlTni   DMItU.] 


RicHAmD  Aleof  was  a  natzre  of  Middletown, 
Connecticut,  where  he  Tended  during  the  greater 
part  of  his  life.  He  commenced  writing  for  the 
gazettes  at  a  yeiy  early  age,  but  was  first  known 
to  the  public  as  the  author  of  satires  on  public 
characters  and  erents,  entitled  *< The  Echo,"  "The 
Political  Greenhouse/'  etc,  printed  in  periodicals 
at  New  York  and  Hartford,  and  afterward  col- 
lected and  published  in  an  octavo  volume,  in 
1807.  In  these  works  he  was  aided  by  Tritm- 
BULL,  HorKiirs,  Thsodohc  Dwioht,  and  others, 
though  he  was  himself  their  principal  author. 
«The  Echo"  was  at  first  designed  to  exhibit  the 
wretched  style  of  the  newspaper  writers,  and  the 
earliest  numbers  contain  extracts  from  contem- 
porary jourpals,  on,  a  variety  of  subjects,  *<done 
into  heroic  verse  and  printed  beside  the  originals." 
Alsop  and  his  associates  were  members  of  the 
Federal  party,  and  the  "Echo"  contained  many 
ludicrous  travesties  of  political  speeches  and 
essayv  made  by  the  opponents  of  the  administra- 
tion of  JoHir  Adams.  The  work  had  much  wit 
and  sprightliness,  and  was  very  popular  in  its 
time ;  but,  with  the  greater  part  of  the  characters 
and  circumstances  to  which  it  related,  it  is  now 
neariy  forgotten.  In  1800,  Alsop  published  a 
«« Monody  on  the  Death  of  Washington,"  which 
was  much  admired ;  and  in  the  following  year  a 
translation  of  the  second  canto  of  Bebni's  "Or- 
lando Inamorato,"  under  the  title  of  «  The  Fairy 


of  the  Lake,"  and  another  of  (he  Poem  of  8i- 
Lius  Italicus  on  the  Second  Punic  War.  lo 
1807,  he  translated  firom  the  Italian  the  <*  History 
of  Chili,"  by  the  Abbe  Moliha,  to  which  he 
added  original  notes,  and  others  firom  the  French 
and  Spanish  versions  of  the  same  history.  At 
different  periods  he  translated  several  less  im- 
portant worits  fix>m  the  Greek,  Latin,  Italian, 
Spanish,  and  French  languages,  and  wrote  a 
number  of  poems  and  essays  for  the  periodicals. 
His  last  publication  was  "The  Adventures  of 
John  Jewett,"  printed  in  1815.  He  died  on  the 
twentieth  of  August,  in  that  year,  at  Flatbush, 
Long  Island,  in  the  fifty-sixth  year  of  his  age. 
He  had,  for  a  considerable  period,  been  writing 
"The  Charms  of  Fancy,"  a  poem;  and  besides 
this,  he  left  manuscript  firagments  of  a  poem  on 
the  Conquest  of  8c€a)dinavia  by  Odin;  "Aris- 
todemus,"  a  tragedy,  firom  the  Italian  of  Mohti  ; 
the  poem  of  Quibtds  Calabbb  on  the  Trojan 
war,  from  the  Greek,  and  a  prose  translation  of  a 
posthumous  work  by  Flobiait.  As  a  poet  Alsop 
was  often  elegant,  but  his  verse  was  generally 
without  energy.  Probably  no  other  American  of 
his  time  was  so  well  acquainted  with  the  litera- 
ture of  England,  France,  and  Italy,  and  few  were 
more  ^miliar  with  the  natural  sciences.  He  is 
said  to  have  been  deficient  in  strength  and  deci- 
sion of  character,  but  he  was  amiable  and  ho- 
nourable, and  had  many  friends  and  few  enemiea. 


PROM   "A  MONODY  ON  THE  DEATH 
OF  WASHINGTON." 


Bbtobx  the  splendours  of  thy  high  renown. 
How  &de  the  glow-worm  lustres  of  a  crown ! 
How  sink,  diminished,  in  that  radiance  lost, 
The  glare  of  conquest  and  of  power  the  boast! 
Let  Greece  her  Axbxaitdsb's  deeds  proclaim. 
Or  Cjbsab's  triumphs  gild  the  Roman  name; 
Stript  of  the  dazzling  glare  around  them  cast, 
Shrinks  at  their  crimes  humanity  aghast ; 
With  equal  claim  to  honour's  glorioiu  meed. 
See  Attila  his  course  of  havoc  lead; 
0*er  Asia's  realm,  in  one  vast  ruin  hari'd, 
See  furious  Ziiross'  bloody  flag  unfurl'd. 
On  base  hi  different  firom  the  conqueror's  claim. 
Rests  the  unsullied  column  of  thy  fame ; 
His  on  the  graves  of  millions  proudly  based. 
With  blood  cemented  and  with  tears  defaced ; 
Thine  on  a  nation's  welfare  fixed  sublime, 
By  freedom  strengthen'd,  and  revered  by  time: 
He,  as  the  comet  whose  portentous  light 
Spreads  baleful  splendour  o'er  the  glooms  of  night. 
With  dire  amazement  chills  the  startled  breast, 
While  storms  and  earthquakesdread  its  course  attest; 


And  nature  trembles,  lest  in  chaos  hurl'd 

Should  sink  the  tottering  fragment  of  the  world; 

Thine,  Uke  the  sun,  whose  kind,  propitious  ray. 

Opes  the  glad  mom,  and  lights  the  fields  of  day. 

Dispels  the  wintry  storm,  the  chilling  rain. 

With  rich  abundance  clothes  the  fertile  plain, 

Gives  all  creation  to  rejoice  around, 

And.  light  and  life  extends,  o'er  nature's  utmost 

bound. 

Though  shone  thy  life  a  model  bright  of  praise, 

Not  less  the  example  bright  thy  death  portrays; 

When,  plunged  in  deepest  wo  around  thy  bed. 

Each  eye  was  fix'd,  despairing  sunk  each  head, 

While  nature  struggled  with  extremest  pain. 

And  scarce  could  life's  last  lingering  powers  retam ; 

In  that  dread  moment,  awfully  serene. 

No  trace  of  suffering  marked  thy  placid  mien, 

No  groan,  no  murmuring  plaint  escaped  thy  tongue ; 

No  longing  shadows  o'er  thy  brow  were  hung ; 

But,  calm  in  Christian  hope,  undamp'd  with  fear. 

Thou  sawest  the  high  reward  of  virtue  near. 

On  that  bright  meed,  in  surest  trust  reposed. 

As  thy  firm  hand  thine  eyes  expiring  closed. 

Pleased,  to  the  will  of  Heaven  resign *d  thy  breath. 

And  smiled,  as  nature's  struggles  closed  in  death* 
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8t.  Joiir  Hon  KT  WOOD  was  a  natire  of  Lei- 
cester, MansarhuseUs,  and  was  educat4*d  at  Yale 
College.  In  1785,  being  at  that  time  about 
twenty  years  old,  he  removed  to  Schenectady, 
New  York,  where,  during  the  two  succeeding 
years,  he  was  the  princi{ial  of  a  classical  school. 
In  1787  he  became  a  law  student  in  the  office  of 
Peter  W.  Yates,  EiMjuire,  of  Albany,  and  on 
being  admitted  to  the  bar  removed  to  Salem,  in 
the  same  state,  where  he  rrmuincd  until  his  death, 
in  Septemlier,  1798.  He  was  one  of  the  eleciofa 
of  President  of  the  United   States   when    Mr. 


Adams  became  the  succeasor  of  Generml  Wai 
iiruTU!v,  and  he  held  other  honourable 
He  waN  a  man  of  much  prufeasionoi  and  gmeffil 
leontijiK.  rare  conversational  alnUtiea,  and  ■Cfih 
pulous  inU'i^rity ;  and  would  probably  have  been 
distingiiinhed  as  a  nuui  of  letters  and  •  jurial« 
he  livcti  to  u  niM*r  ai;e.  The  poems  embr«red 
the  volume  of  his  writings  published  in  IMl, 
genrmlly  |M)litiral,  and  are  distinguii*hed  for 
and  vigour,  l^hr  longest  in  the  collection  wae 
addressed  to  M.  Aobt,  on  his  leaving  thia  cood- 
try  (or  France. 
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CRLMES  AND  PUNISHMENTS.^ 

Or  crimes,  empoisoned  source  of  human  woea. 
Whence  the  black  flood  of  shame  and  sorrow  flows, 
How  best  to  check  the  venom's  deailly  force, 
To  stem  its  torrent,  or  direct  its  course. 
To  scan  the  merits  of  vindictive  coilca. 
Nor  pass  the  faults  humanity  explodes, 
I  nnn — what  theme  more  worthy  to  engage 
The  poet*s  song,  the  wisilom  of  the  sage! 
Ah !  were  I  equal  to  the  great  design. 
Were  thy  bold  genius,  blest  BxrcAaiA!  mine. 
Then  should  my  work,  ennobled  as  my  aim. 
Like  thine,  receive  the  meed  of  deathleas  fame. 
O  J  it !  deserving  of  a  purer  atje. 
Pride  of  thy  country,  statesman,  patriot,  sage, 
Bem^th  whose  guanlian  care  our  laws  assume 
A  milder  form,  and  lose  their  (tothic  gloom, 
Rea<l  with  indulgent  eyes,  nor  yet  refuse 
This  humble  tribut4*  of  an  artle<s  muse. 

Great  is  the  question  which  the  leamM  contest. 
What  graile.  what  mode  of  punishment  is  best; 
In  two  famed  sects  the  disputants  decide, 
Tliese  rans^tl  on  Terror's,  th<>»ie  on  Reason's  ade; 
Ancient  as  empire  Tem>r's  tetnpte  stt^nl, 
Capt  with  black  clouds,  an«l  ff>uiidt>«l  deep  in  blood ; 
Grim  despots  here  their  treinblinir  honours  paid. 
And  guilty  ofTerin^s  to  their  id«»l  made: 
The  monarch  led— a  servile  crowd  ensueil. 
Their  robes  di<tainM  in  gore,  in  jirore  iml>rued; 
O'er  mangled  limlw  they  held  inff*mal  feast, 
MouM-N  the  god,  and  DaAro*s  self  the  priesL 
MiUl  Reason's  fiine,  in  later  rnstr^  rear'd. 
With  sufibt^ams  crownM.  in  Attic  flrrace  appear'd; 
In  just  proportion  flnish'd  every  part. 
With  the  fine  touches  of  enlighten'd  art. 
A  thinking  few,  selected  from  the  crowd. 
At  the  fair  shrine  with  filial  lev'rence  bow'd; 
The  sage  of  Milan  led  th<*  virtuous  choir. 
To  them  sublime  he  strung  the  tuneful  lyre: 

*  Tlili  pn^Ni  was  foonil  snmng  the  aaibnr'a   aMnQ* 
scripts,  aftsr  kis  deceass  t  sad  was,  AoaMlcss,  aaflalslM^. 


Of  laws,  of  orimes,  and  punishments  he  sung. 
And  on  his  glowing  lips  persuasion  hunz: 
From  Ri'ason's  s«>urce  each  inference  jiut  he  drew. 
While  truths  frenh  {miUhIiM  struck  the  mind, 
Full  in  the  front,  in  vestal  robes  array *d. 
The  holy  form  of  Justice  stood  display *d: 
Firm  was  her  eye,  not  vengeful,  though 
And  e'er  she  frownM  hhe  check'd  the  starting 
A  sister  fonn,  of  more  lienignant  face. 
Celestial  Mercy,  lield  the  second  place ; 
Her  hands  outjtpreail,  in  suppliant  guise  she 
And  oft  with  eloquence  resistless  surd ; 
But  where  *t  was  impious  e'en  to  de|irei*ate. 
She  sigh'd  assent,  and  wept  the  wretch's  late. 

In  savage  time«.  fair  Freetlotn  yt*t  unknown. 
The  despot,  clad  in  venareance.  fillM  the  thrufie; 
His  {;rl<>omy  caprice  sera w I'd  the  ambiinious  eoda, 
And  dyed  each  (moe  in  characters  of  blood: 
The  laws  transgnri^ss'd.  the  prince  in  jodirnMHltf^ 
And  liAgr  decided  on  the  culprit's  fate: 
Nor  stoppM  he  here,  but.  skill'd  in  munleroos  vt. 
The  scepter'd  brute  usurp'd  the  hamrman's  pwt; 
With  his  own  hsnds  the  trembling  victim  biew'dl. 
Anil  liasely  wallowM  in  a  subject's  blood. 
Pleased  with  the  fatal  frame,  the  royal  mind 
On  mod«*s  of  tieath  aiMl  cruelty  refined : 
Hence  the  dank  caverns  of  the  cherrteaa  oriilfli. 
Where,  shut  from  lijrht,  the   famish'd 

pine; 
The  face  divine,  in  seams  un<ishtly  sear* d. 
The  ey  eliolli*  irouire«I.  the  wheel  with  ffore  I 
The  Russian  knout,  tlie  suffitcatinz  flame. 
Ami  forms  ttf  torture  wantinic  yet  a  name. 
Nor  was  this  ratre  to  savaire  times  confined; 
It  reach'd  to  bter  years  ami  courts  refined. 
Blu«h,  pidish'd  France,  nor  let  the  muse  irlme 
The  trairie  story  of  your  Dkvis^'s  fiMe; 
The  bed  of  steel,  where  long  the  aaaassin  bj. 
In  the  dark  vault,  seclu«ted  from  the  day : 
The  qtiiverinf  flesh  which  burning  pincers  toti^ 
The  pitch,  pour'd  flaming  in  the  recent  anre; 
His  earrase,  warm  with  lifi^,  convulsed  with  pnta, 
By  8le«ds  dismember'd,  dragg'd  along  the  pkin. 
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As  daring  qoadu,  uiukill'd  in  medic  lore, 
Prescribed  the  noetnims  quacks  prescribed  before; 
Careless  of  age  or  sex,  whatever  befall, 
The  same  dull  recipe  must  serve  for  ail : 
Our  senates  thus,  with  reverence  be  it  said. 
Have  been  too  long  by  blind  tradition  led : 
Our  civil  code,  from  feudal  dross  refined, 
Proclaims  the  liberal  and  enlightened  mind ; 
But  till  of  late  the  penal  statutes  stood 
In  Gothic  rudeness,  smear'd  with  civic  blood; 
What  base  memorials  of  a  barbarous  age, 
What  monkish  whimsies  sullied  every  page ! 
The  clergy's  benefit,  a  trifling  brand, 
Je«t  of  the  law,  a  holy  sleight  of  hand: 
Beneath  this  saintly  cloak  what  crimes  abhorred. 
Of  sable  dye,  were  shcIterM  from  the  lord ; 
\^liile  the  poor  starveling,  who  a  cent  purloinM, 
No  reading  saved,  no  juggling  trick  essoin'd; 
His  was  the  servile  lash,  a  foul  disgrace, 
Through  time  transmitted  to  his  hapless  race; 
The  fort  and  dure,  the  traitor's  motley  doom. 
Might  blot  the  story  of  imperial  Rome. 
What  late  disgraced  our  laws  yet  stand  to  stain 
The  splendid  annals  of  a  Gsoros's  reign. 

Say,  legislators,  for  what  end  designM 
This  waste  of  lives,  this  havoc  of  mankind  1 
Say,  by  what  right  (one  case  exempt  alone) 
Do  ye  prescribe,  that  blood  can  crimes  atone  1 
If.  when  our  fortunes  frown,  and  dangers  press, 
To  act  the  Roman's  part  be  to  transgress; 
For  man  the  use  of  life  alone  commands. 
The  fee  residing  in  the  grantor's  hands. 
Could  man,  what  time  the  social  pact  he  seal'd. 
Cede  to  the  state  a  right  he  never  heldl 
For  all  the  powers  which  in  the  state  reside, 
Result  from  compact,  actual  or  implied. 
Too  well  the  savage  policy  we  trace 
To  times  remote,  Humanity's  disgrace; 
£*en  while  I  ask,  the  trite  response  recurs. 
Example  warns,  severity  deters. 
No  milder  means  can  keep  the  vile  in  awe. 
And  state  necessity  compels  the  law. 
But  let  Experience  speak,  she  claims  our  trust; 
The  data  false,  the  inference  is  unjust 
nis  at  a  distance,  men  but  slightly  fear; 
Delusive  Fancy  never  thinks  them  near: 
With  stronger  force  than  fear  temptations  draw. 
And  Cunning  thinks  to  parry  with  the  law. 
«  My  brother  swung,  poor  novice  in  his  art. 
He  blindly  stumbled  on  a  hangman's  cart; 
But  vriser  I,  assuming  every  shape, 
As  Protkus  erst,  am  certain  to  escape." 
The  knave,  thus  jeering,  on  his  skill  relies. 
For  never  vUlun  deem'd  himself  unwise. 

When  earth  convulsive  heaved,  and,  yawning 
wide, 
EngulTd  in  darkness  Lisbon's  spiry  pride. 
At  that  dread  hour  of  ruin  and  dismay, 
T'va  famed  the  harden'd  felon  prowl'd  for  prey; 
Nor  trembling  earth,  nor  thunders  could  restrain 
His  daring  feet,  which  trod  the  sinking  fane ; 
Whence,  while  the  fabric  to  its  centre  shook, 
By  impious  stealth  the  hallowed  vase  he  took. 

Wbia  time  the  gaping  vulgar  throng  to  see 
Some  wretch  eiqnre  ofn  Tyburn's  &tal  tree; 


Fast  by  the  crowd  the  luckier  villain  clings. 
And  pilfers  while  the  hs^less  culprit  swings. 
If  then  the  knave  can  view,  with  careless  eyes, 
The  bolt  of  vengeance  darting  from  the  skies. 
If  Death,  with  all  the  pomp  of  Justice  join'd. 
Scarce  strikes  a  panic  in  the  guilty  mind. 
What  can  we  hope,  though  every  penal  code. 
As  Draco's  once,  were  stamp'd  in  civic  blood  1 

The  blinded  wretch,  whose  mind  is  bent  on  ill, 
Would  laugh  at  threats,  and  sport  with  halters  still ; 
Temptations  gain  more  vigour  as  they  throng. 
Crime  fosters  crime,  and  wrong  engenders  wrong; 
Fondly  he  hopes  the  threaten'd  fiite  to  shim. 
Nor  sees  his  fatal  error  till  undone. 
Wise  is  the  law,  and  godlike  is  its  aim, 
Which  frowns  to  mend,  and  chastens  to  reclaim. 
Which  seeks  the  storms  of  passion  to  control. 
And  wake  the  latent  virtues  of  the  soul; 
For  all,  perhaps,  the  vilest  of  our  race, 
Bear  in  their  breasts  some  smoiher'd  sparks  of  grace ; 
Nor  vain  the  hope,  nor  mad  the  attempt  to  raise 
Those  smother'd  sparks  to  Virtue's  purer  blaze. 
When,  on  the  cross  accursed,  the  robber  writhed. 
The  parting  prayer  of  penitence  he  breathed ; 
Cheer'd  by  the  Saviour's  smile,  to  grace  restored, 
He  died  distinguish'd  with  his  suffering  Lord. 
As  seeds  long  sterile  in  a  poisonous  soil. 
If  nurs'd  by  culture  and  assiduous  toil. 
May  wake  to  life  and  vegtcative  power. 
Protrude  the  germ  and  yield  a  fragrant  flower : 
E'en  thus  may  man,  rapacious  and  unjust, 
The  slave  of  sin,  the  prey  of  lawless  lust. 
In  the  drear  prison's  gloomy  round  confined. 
To  awful  solitude  and  toil  ccnsign'd; 
Debarr'd  from  social  intercourse,  nor  less 
From  the  vain  world's  seductions  and  caress. 
With  late  and  trembling  steps  he  measures  back 
Life's  narrow  road,  a  long  abandon'd  track ; 
By  Conscience  roused,  and  left  to  keen  Remorse, 
The  mind  at  length  acquires  its  pristine  force : 
Then  pardoning  Mercy,  with  cherubic  smile, 
Dispels  the  gloom,  and  smooths  the  brow  of  Toil, 
Till  friendly  Death,  full  oft  implored  in  vain, 
Shall  burst  the  ponderous  bar  and  loose  the  chain ; 
Fraught  with  fresh  life,  an  ofiering  meet  for  God, 
The  rescued  spirit  leaves  the  dread  abode. 

Nor  yet  can  laws,  though  Soloic's  self  should 
firame, 
Each  shade  of  guilt  discriminate  aiiJ  name; 
For  senates  weU  their  sacred  trust  fulfil. 
Who  genera]  cures  provide  for  general  ill. 
Much  must  by  his  direction  be  supplied. 
In  whom  the  laws  the  pardoning  power  confide; 
He  best  can  measure  every  varying  grade 
Of  guilt,  and  mark  the  bounds  of  light  and  shade ; 
Weigh  each  essoin,  each  incident  review, 
And  yield  to  Mercy,  where  she  claims  her  due: 
And  wise  it  were  so  to  extend  his  trust. 
With  power  to  mitigate — when  'twere  unjust 
Full  amnesty  to  give— for  though  so  dear 
The  name  of  Mercy  to  a  mortal's  ear. 
Yet  should  the  chief,  to  human  weakness  steel'd 
Rarely  indeed  to  suits  for  pardon  yield ; 
For  neither  laws  nor  pardons  can  efface 
The  sense  of  guilt  arid  memorv  of  disgrace 
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Say,  can  the  man  whom  Joatlce  doom'd  to  shame. 
With  front  erect,  his  roontry't  honoun  claim! 
Can  he  with  cheek  onMuahing  join  the  crowd. 
Claim  equal  righta,  and  have  his  cbdra  allow'dt 
What  though  he  mourn,  a  penitent  ainoere; 
Thoui^  erery  dawn  be  uaher'd  with  a  tear ; 
The  world,  more  prone  to  censure  than  forgive, 
Quick  to  suspect,  and  tardy  to  believe. 
Will  still  the  hapless  penitent  despise. 
And  watch  his  conduct  with  invidious  eyes: 
But  the  chief  end  of  justice  once  achieved. 
The  public  weal  secured,  a  soul  reprieved, 
'Twere  wise  in  laws,  *twere  generous  to  provide 
Some  place  where  blushing  penitence  might  hide; 
Yes,  'twere  humane,  Hwero  godlike  to  protect 
Returning  virtue  from  the  world's  neglect 
And  taunting  scorn,  which  pierce  with  keener  paina 
The  feeling  mind,  than  dungeons,  racks,  and  chiuAs: 
Enlarge  their  bounds;  admit  a  purer  air; 
Dismiss  the  servile  badge  and  scanty  fare; 
The  stint  of  labour  lessen  or  suspend. 
Admit  at  tiroes  the  sympathizing  friend. 

Repentance  courts  the  shade ;  alone  she  roves 
By  ruin'd  towers  and  night-embrowning  groves ; 
Or  midst  dark  vaults,  by  Melancholy  led, 
She  holds  ideal  converse  with  the  dead : 
Lost  to  the  world  and  each  profaner  joy. 
Her  solace  tears,  and  prayer  her  best  employ. 


A  RADICAL  SONG  OF  1786. 

HrtiA,  my  Jo  Bunkers!  no  taxes  well  pay; 
Here's  a  pardon  for  WasiLia,  Sairs,  Piasoirs, 

and  Day;* 
Put  green  boughs  in  your  hata,  and  renew  the  old 

cause; 
Stop  the  courts  in  each  county,  and  bully  the  laws : 
Constitutions  and  oath^,  sir,  we  mind  not  a  rush ; 
Such  trifles  must  yieUl  to  us  lads  of  the  bosh. 
New  laws  and  new  rhartem  our  books  shall  display, 
Composed  by  conventions  and  Counsellor  O bet. 

Since  Boston  and  Salem  so  haughty  have  grown. 
We  *ll  make  them  to  know  we  ran  let  them  alone. 
Of  Glasgow  or  Pelharo  we  *ll  make  a  seaport. 
And  there  we'll  assemble  our  (tenerml  Court: 
Our  governor,  now.  Iioys,  nhall  turn  out  to  work. 
And  live,  Uke  ounielves,  on  molasses  and  pork ; 
In  .\dAms  or  Grrenwirh  be  *ll  live  like  a  peer 
On  three  hundred  pounds,  paper  money,  a  year. 

Grand  jurors,  and  sheriffs,  and  lawyers  we  11  spurn, 
As  judges,  well  all  take  the  ben<*h  in  our  turn. 
Anil  sit  the  whole  term,  without  pension  or  fee. 
Nor  CrsHivo  or  Skw«l  lo*^  graver  than  we. 
Our  wigs,  though  they  *re  rusty,  are  decent  enough ; 
Our  aprons,  though  black,  are  of  durable  stuff; 


*  \i«mM  «ff  ih^  le'«4ert  of  llM>  twwrrefti«*s  that  sm»». 
In  IT'^^  in  tlK>  9*mtt>  of  M«anrh«sefts,  rhWfkf  la  IW  ttmn- 
ii«4  of  flimtMliirw,  llrrk«lilr«.  aaJ  Wsrmfsrt  wMrli, 
•ft^  cnavvlsliiff  Um  Mate  fKr  skost  a  jrsar,  was  tasHf 
qit^llMl  bf  s  atlHsry  fhrrs  uadsr  llM  eoaimaad  of  Ovas* 
rsl  l.tsroLM  tni  O^neral  8narai 
fWt.n  tb«  sistc,  snd  w^rs  sft«rwsr4s 
MisoT*s  Hlsiocy  of  Um  li 


Array'd  in  such  gear,  the  laws  well 
That  poor  people  no  more  ahall  have 
plain. 

To  Congress  and  impost  well  plead  a 
The  Pn*nch  we  can  brat  half^-doaen  a  piece ; 
We  want  not  their  guineas,  their  anna,  or  anianrt ; 
Ami  as  for  the  Duti-hmen,  we  bid  them  defiaoea. 
Then  huzza,  my  Jo  Bunkers!  no  taxes  well  pay; 
Here's  a  pardon  for  Wmkklbb,  Sbats,  PABa«aa, 

and  Day; 
Put  green  hou;;hs  in  your  hata,  and  renew  tbe  old 

cauiie; 
Stop  the  courtji  in  each  county,  and  bully  th« 


REFLErTTONS  OX  SEEING  A  BULL 
ijLAIN  IN  THE  COl'NTRY. 


Tax  sottish  clown  who  never  knew  a  chana 
Beyond  the  powers  of  his  nervous  arm. 
Proud  of  his  micht,  with  self-importance  full. 
Or  climbs  the  sfitre,  or  flghu  the  maddenmg  Imll ; 
The  love  of  praine,  impatient  of  control, 
O'erfluwB  the  scanty  limits  of  his  soul ; 
In  uncouth  jarjron.  turfnilently  loud. 
He  bawls  his  triumphs  to  the  wondering  crowd : 
**This  well-stninff  arm  dispensed  the  deadly  blow, 
Feird  the  proud  bull  and  sunk  his  glories  loss:** 
Not  thoughts  more  towering  (ill'd  Pklibes*  bwasi. 
When  thus  toCireece  his  haughty  vaunts  eipeev'd : 
**  I  saHi'd  twelve  ample  cities  on  the  main. 
And  sii  lay  smokinir  on  the  Trojan  plain  jT 
Thus  full  and  ier>i<l  throbb'd  the  pulse  ct  pridt. 
When  ••  Vcwi,  ritii,  r/W,"  (^«s4B  cried. 
Each  vain  alike,  ami  difMng  but  in  names; 
These  poets  flatter — those  the  mob  arrlairaa; 
Impartial  Death  soon  stops  the  pmud  career, 
And  bids  IjCORvnas  rot  with  Drveraiia. 
The  (tod  whose  sovereitm  rare  o'er  all  eitenda. 
Sees  whence  their  madness  springs,  and  wtnia  il 

ends ; 
From  his  bleet  height,  with  just  contempt,  loaka 

diiwn 
On  thundrrinff  h<^>rs  snd  the  swagwring 
But  if  our  errinir  rea«m  may  presume 
The  future  to  divinr.  m«»rr  mild  his  doom 
Whose  pride  was  wreck'd  on  vanquish'd 

alone. 
Than  his  whose  conquests  made  whole 

groan. 
Can  Ganzes*  sarred  wave,  or  I#ethe*s  flood. 
Wash  clear  the  garments  smear*d  with  rtvir  Mood  f 
What  hand  from  heaven's  dread  register  shall  tear 
The  page  where,  stamp'd  in  blood,  the  eooqawm's 

crimes  appear? 


IMPROMPTT'  ON  AN  ORDER  TO  KILL 
THE  DOG.S  IN  ALBANY. 

n*  IS  done !  the  dreadful  aentrnee  is 
The  town  is  mad.  and  all  the  dogs 
Ah  ma !  what  boots  it  that  the  dogs 
Since  the  whole  race  of  jmppif9  yet 
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WILLIAM  CLIFFTON. 


1171.    DMI1ML] 


Tas  father  of  William  Clifftoit  was  a 
wealthy  member  of  the  society  of  Friends,  in 
Philadelphia.  The  poet,  from  his  childhood,  had 
little  physical  strength,  and  was  generally  a  suf- 
ferer from  disease;  but  his  mind  was  vigorous 
and  carefully  educated,  and  had  he  Uved  to  a 
mature  age,  he  would  probably  have  won  an  en- 
during reputation  as  an  author.  His  life  was 
marked  by  few  incidents.  He  made  himself  ae- 
quainted  with  the  classical  studies  pursued  in  the 
universities,  and  with  music,  painting,  and  such 
fi«ld-«port8  as  he  supposed  he  could  indulge  in 
with  most  advantage  to  his  health.  He  was 
considered  an  amiable  and  accomplished  gen- 
tleman,  and  his  society  was  courted  alike  by 


the  fieishionable  and  the  learned.  He  died  in 
December,  1799,  in  the  twenty-seventh  year  of 
his  age. 

The  poetry  of  Clipfton  has  more  energy  of 
thought  and  diction,  and  is  generally  more  cor- 
rect and  harmonious,  than  any  which  had  been 
previously  written  in  this  country.  Much  of  it 
is  satirical,  and  relates  to  persons  and  events  of 
the  period  in  which  he  lived;  and  the  small 
volume  of  his  writings  published  after  his  death 
doubtless  contains  Fome  pieces  which  would  have 
been  excluded  frc'a  an  ^tion  prepared  by  him- 
self, for  this  reason,  and  because  they  were  un- 
finished and  not  originally  intended  to  meet  the 
eye  of  the  world. 


»^^>0*0^<0k0*0>0t^0>^^^^^^^0 


TO  WILLIAM  GIFFORD,  ESQ.* 

Ix  these  cold  shades,  beneath  these  shifting  skies, 
Where  Fancy  sickens,  and  where  Genius  dies; 
Where  few  and  fiwble  are  the  muse's  strains, 
And  no  fine  frenzy  riots  in  the  veins. 
There  still  are  found  a  few  to  whom  belong 
The  fire  of  virtue  and  the  soul  of  song; 
Whose  kindling  ardour  still  can  wake  the  strings. 
When  learning  triumphs,  and  when  Giffokd  sings. 
To  thee  the  lowliest  bard  his  tribute  pays. 
His  little  wild-flower  to  thy  wreath  conveys; 
Pli^ased,  if  permitted  round  thy  name  to  bloom, 
To  boast  one  effort  rescued  from  the  tomb. 

While  this  delirious  age  enchanted  seems 
With  hectic  Fancy's  desultory  dreams; 
While  wearing  £ut  away  is  every  trace 
Of  Grecian  vigour,  and  of  Roman  grace. 
With  fond  delight,  we  yet  one  bard  behold. 
As  Horace  poUsh'd,  and  as  Perseus  bold, 
Reclaim  the  art,  assert  the  muse  divine. 
And  drive  obtrusive  dulness  from  the  shrine. 
Since  that  great  day  which  saw  the  Tablet  rise, 
A  thinking  block,  and  whbper  to  the  eyes, 
Xo  time  has  been  that  touch'd  the  muse  so  near. 
No  Age  when  Learning  had  so  much  to  fear. 
As  now,  when  love4om  ladies  light  verse  framt. 
And  every  rebus-weaver  talks  of  Fame. 

When  Truth  in  classic  majesty  appeared. 
And  Greece,  on  high,  the  dome  of  science  rear'd. 
Patience  and  perseverance,  care  and  pain 
Alone  the  steep,  the  rough  ascent  could  gain : 
None  but  the  great  the  sun-clad  summit  found ; 
The  weak  were  baffled, and  the  strong  were  crown'd. 

•  Prefixed  to  William  CoBBnr's  edition  of  the  "  Ba- 
riad  aod  Msviad,"  pablbhed  in  PbUadelphia,  in  17W. 


The  tardy  transcript's  irigfa-wrought  page  confined 
To  one  pursuit  the  undivided  mind. 
No  venal  critic  fattened  on  the  trade ; 
Books  for  delight,  and  not  for  sale  were  made ; 
Then  shone,  superior,  in  the  realms  of  thought. 
The  chief  who  govem*d,  and  the  sage  who  taught: 
The  drama  then  with  deathless  bays  was  wreath'd. 
The  statue  quickcnM,  and  the  canvass  breathed. 
The  poet,  then,  with  unresisted  art, 
Sway'd  every  impulse  of  Uie  captive  heart 
Touched  with  a  beam  of  Heaven's  creative  mind, 
His  spirit  kindled,  and  his  taste  refined : 
Incessant  toil  informM  his  rising  youUi ; 
Thought  grew  to  thought,  and  truth  attracted  truth, 
Till,  all  complete,  his  perfect  soul  displayed 
Some  bloom  of  genius  which  could  never  fade. 
80  the  sage  oak,  to  Nature's  mandate  true. 
Advanced  but  slow,  and  strengthenM  as  it  grew ! 
But  when,  at  length,  (full  many  a  season  o'er,) 
Its  virile  head,  in  pride,  aloft  it  bore ; 
When  steadfast  were  its  roots,  and  sound  its  hear^ 
It  bade  defiance  to  the  insect's  art. 
And,  storm  and  time  resisting,  still  remains 
The  never-dying  glory  of  the  plains. 

Then,  if  some  thoughtless  Bavtus  dared  appear, 
Short  was  his  date,  and  limited  his  sphere ; 
He  could  but  please  the  changeling  mob  a  day. 
Then,  like  his  noxious  labours,  pass  away: 
So,  near  a  forest  tall,  some  worthless  flower 
Enjoys  the  triumph  of  its  gaudy  hour. 
Scatters  its  little  poii«on  through  the  skies. 
Then  droops  its  empty,  hated  head,  and  dies. 

Still,  as  from  famed  Ilyssus'  classic  shore. 

To  Mincius'  banks,  the  muse  her  laurel  bore, 

The  sacred  plant  to  hands  divine  was  given. 

And  deathless  Ma  no  nursed  the  boon  of  Heaven. 

Exalted  bartl !  to  hear  thy  gentler  voice. 

The  valleys  listen,  and  their  swains  rejoice ; 
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But  when,  on  ■ome  wild  mounuiii'i  twful  form. 
We  hemr  thy  ipirit  chanting  to  the  stonn. 
Of  btitling  chifii*,  and  armiei  bid  in  gore, 
We  rmgr,  we  ugh.  we  wonder,  and  adore. 
Thim  Rome  with  Greece  in  riTal  splendour  shone, 
But  cUiiu'd  immortal  satire  for  her  own; 
While  Hon  AC  K  pierced,  full  oft,  the  wanton  breast 
With  sportive  censure,  and  reHistleM  jest; 
And  that  Etrurian,  whose  indignant  lay 
Thy  kindred  genius  can  so  well  display, 
With  many  a  well-aim*d  thought,  and  pointed  line, 
Dro%'e  the  bold  villain  from  his  black  design. 
For,  as  those  mighty  masters  of  the  lyre. 
With  tempor'd  dignity,  or  quenchless  ire, 
Through  all  the  various  paths  of  science  trod. 
Their  school  was  N  ati  a  k  and  their  teacher  God. 
Nor  did  the  muse  dtvline  till,  o*er  her  hi*ad. 
The  savage  t4'in{M*st  of  the  north  was  spn*ad; 
Till  ann*d  with  ilc4<)lation*s  holt  it  came. 
And  wnippM  her  temple  in  funereal  flame. 

But  stxm  the  arti4  once  more  a  dawn  diffuse. 
And  DiNTR  hailM  it  with  his  morning  muse; 
PxTRiRcH  an<l  BiNCirr.  joinM  the  choral  lay. 
And  Arno  sIi<»tcnM  with  n*turning  day. 
Thus  Hcicnce  r>>«e;  and,  all  her  troubU>s  pafs*d, 
Hhc  ho|HMl  a  Dtrady,  tranquil  reign  at  last; 
But  FAtsTt  scamc:  (indulse  the  painful  thought,) 
Were  not  his  couiith^ss  volumes  dearly  bought! 
For.  while  to  every  clime  and  class  they  flew, 
Tht'ir  worth  dimininhM  as  their  numliers  grew. 
^>me  pn*tt»inan,  rich  in  HoMKa*s  glowing  page, 
Could  gi%e  ten  epics  to  one  wondering  age ; 
A  KJn'^le  thoui;ht  supplieil  the  great  d4.<sign, 
And  riouds  i»f  Iliails  spread  from  every  line. 
Nor  HoMLa*s  glowing  fxage,  nor  VimoiL's  Are 
Could  t»iie  lone  breast  with  equal  flame  inspire. 
But.  Um  in  Nviks,  irreindor  and  wild. 
The  ptM't  wondcrM,  and  the  critic  smiled : 
Th<>  fricnitly  smile,  a  bulkier  work  repays; 
For  (<H\U  will  print,  while  greater  fo«>ls  will  praise. 

TourhM  with  the  mania,  now,  what  millions  rage 
To  thine  the  launmt  bloi'kh<*ads  of  the  age. 
The  din*  contagion  crei-ps  tlmmgh  every  graile; 
GirU.  coximmiIm.  \nvT^,  niu\  frntriots  drive  the  trade: 
And  eVn  th<*  hind,  his  fruitful  fields  fi»rgot. 
For  rh\  me  an>l  mixerv  leaves  his  wife  and  cot. 

_  -  • 

Err  to  hi"*  *•-••  «-.t  thr  w.i-itrful  mi^chirf  spread, 
ContiMit  nnd  plrnty  che«'r*d  lii*  little  fih^l ; 
And.  \vhil>>  n>i  rhou;rht»  of  stale  fM'ridei'd  his  mind. 
His  har«r4tt  rifienin:;.  and  l*a<»tora  kind. 
He  lau,;hM  at  luil.  with  health  and  \igour  bleas'd. 
For  d:iy!<  of  laUnir  brou;;ht  thrir  nifi(hts  of  n*st: 
But  now  in  rac*.  ambitious  r>r  a  name. 
The  (im\  of  Cirtio'i,  Hiid  the  du|M»  i»f  fame, 
Ilis  c  )n<cii*nct*  haunt*  him  with  his  guilty  life. 
His  Mturvine  children,  an«l  hi«  nim*d  wife. 
Thu4  •<%varminir  wits,  of  all  materials  made, 
l*hiMr  (iothic  hands  on  social  quiet  laid. 
And.  ax  thry  rave,  unmindful  of  the  storm. 
Call  lu«t,  refinement ;  anarchy,  rrfonn. 


No  love  to  foster,  no  dear  friend  to 
W^iJd  as  the  mountain  flood,  they  drive  aloof : 
And  sweep,  remorselesa,  every  social  bloom 
To  the  dark  level  of  an  endlns  tomb. 

By  arms  assaiPd  we  still  can  arms  oppose. 
And  r(*scue  Icaniing  from  her  brutal  foes; 
But  when  those  foes  to  friendship  make  prftenc^ 
And  tempt  the  judgment  witli  the  baits  c^  •mae, 
Carouse  with  |ia-Mion,  laugh  at  God*s  miiifol. 
And  sack  the  little  empire  of  the  soul. 
What  warning  voice  can  aaret     .<\las!  'tb  o*cr. 
The  age  of  virtue  will  return  no  more; 
Hie  doating  world,  its  manly  rigour  flown. 
Wanders  in  mind,  and  dreams  on  foflT*!  thnme. 
Come  then,  swi*et  bard,  again  the  cau«e  delcndL 
Be  still  the  muMf«*  and  religion's  friend; 
Again  the  banner  of  thy  wrath  display. 
And  save  the  world  from  Dimwrx's  tinsel  hj. 
A  aoul  like  thine  no  listless  pause  should  knofir; 
Truth  bids  thee  strike,  and  virtue  guides  the 
From  every  conqui*st  still  mote  dreadful 
Till  dulness  fly,  and  folly*s  self  be  dumb. 


.MARV  WILL  SMILF^ 


Thk  mom  was  freith,  and  pure  the  gale. 

When  MiST,  from  her  cot  a  rover, 
PluckM  many  a  wild  rose  of  the  vain 

To  Innd  the  temples  of  her  lover. 
As  near  his  little  farm  she  strav'd. 

When*  Innls  of  love  were  ever  p^*"nf, 
She  saw  her  Willi ak  in  the  shade. 

The  arms  of  ruthless  war  preparing. 
•«Tht>ugh  now,**  he  crietl,  **  I  seek  the  hostile  ^hum. 
Mart  shall  smile,  and  all  be  fair  again.** 

She  seixed  his  hanil,  and  *«  Ah  !**  she  ciwdt 

*•  Wilt  thou,  to  camps  aiul  war  a  atruifVt 
Desert  thv  M amy's  faithful  side. 

And  Itare  thy  Ufe  to  every  danger! 
Y«t,  gi>,  bm^e  \outli!  to  arms  away! 

My  tiuidrn  hands  for  fit;ht  sluU  dreaa  thm^ 
Ami  when  thi'  drum  U^ats  far  away, 

1*11  dn»p  a  filent  ti'ar,  and  blesa  thee. 
RetumM  with  himour,  from  the  hostile  pbm» 
Mamy  will  Muilr,  and  all  be  fiur  again. 

•«7*he  buirl^s  throuch  the  forest  wind. 

The  W'HMllantl  s^tkliers  eall  to  liattle: 
Be  some  |>r<>t«vtins  ansrl  kind. 

And  cuanl  thy  life  whrn  cannons  rattler* 
She  sun? — nnd  as  the  rose  a|ipeani 

In  sunshine,  when  the  storm  is  over, 
A  smilr  beam*d  sweetly  through  her  tc«f»— 

The  blush  of  promise  to  her  lover. 
Retum*d  in  triumph  from  the  ho»tJle  plain* 
All  shall  be  Ctir,  aiid  Mart  mile  again. 


'I 


ROBERT  TREAT   PAINE. 


[Bora,  1773.    Died,  1811.] 


This  writer  wu  ODoe  ranked  bj  our  American 
critics  among  the  great  masters  of  English  Terse ; 
and  it  was  believed  that  his  reputation  would  en- 
dure as  long  as  the  language  in  which  he  wrote. 
The  absurd  estimate  of  his  abilities  shows  the 
wretched  condition  of  taste  in  his  time,  and  per- 
haps caused  some  of  the  faults  in  his  later  works. 

Robert  Texat  Paiiti,  junior,*  was  bom  at 
Taunton,  Massachusetts,  on  the  ninth  of  Decem- 
ber, 1773.  His  father,  an  eminent  lawyer,  held 
many  honourable  offices  under  the  state  and  na- 
tional governments,  and  was  one  of  the  signers  of 
the  Declaration  of  Independence.  The  family  hav- 
ing removed  to  Boston,  when  he  was  about  seven 
years  ok!,  the  poet  received  his  early  education  in 
that  city,  and  entered  Harvard  University  in  1788. 
His  career  here  was  brilliant  and  honourable ;  no 
member  of  his  class  was  so  &miliar  with  the  an- 
cient languages,  or  with  elegant  English  literature ; 
and  his  biographer  assures  us  that  he  was  person- 
ally popular  among  his  classmates  and  the  offi- 
cers of  the  university.  When  he  was  graduated, 
•*  he  was  as  much  distinguished  for  the  opening 
virtues  of  his  heart,  as  for  the  vivacity  of  hb  wit, 
the  vigour  of  his  imagination,  and  the  variety  of 
his  knowledge.  A  liberality  of  sentiment  and  a 
contempt  of  selfishness  are  usual  concomitants,  and 
in  him  were  striking  characteristics.  Urbanity  of 
manners  and  a  delicacy  of  feeling  imparted  a  charm 
to  his  benignant  temper  and  social  disposition." 

While  in  college  he  had  won  many  praises  by 
his  poetical  **  exercises,"  and  on  the  completion  of 
his  education  he  was  anxious  to  devote  himself  to 
fiterature  as  a  profession.  His  fether,  a  man  of 
singular  austerity,  had  marked  out  for  him  a  dif- 
ferent career,  and  obtained  for  him  a  clerkship  in 
a  mercantile  house  in  Boston.  But  he  was  in  no 
way  fitted  for  the  punuits  of  business ;  and  alter 
a  few  months  he  abandoned  the  counting-room, 
to  rely  upon  his  pen  for  the  means  of  living.  In 
1794  he  established  the  <*  Federal  Orrery,''  a  po- 
litical and  literary  gazette,  and  conducted  it  two 
years,  but  without  industry  or  discretion,  and  there- 
fore without  profit  Soon  aAer  leaving  the  uni- 
versity, he  had  become  a  constant  visiter  of  the 
theatre,  then  recently  established  in  Boston.  His 
intimacy  with  persons  connected  with  the  stage 
led  to  his  marriage  with  an  actress ;  and  this  to 
his  exclusion  from  fiishionable  society,  and  a  dis- 
agreement with  his  father,  which  lasted  until  his 
death. 

He  was  destitute  of  true  courage,  and  of  that 

*  He  was  originally  called  Thomas  Pazne  ;  but  on  the 

detth  oi  an  elder  brother,  in  1801,  hia  name  was  changed 

by  ID  set  of  tibe  Mawschuaetti  legislature  to  that  of  his 

lather. 
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kind  of  pride  which  arises  from  a  consciousness  of 
integrity  and  worth.  When,  therefore,  he  found 
himself  unpopular  with  the  town,  he  no  longer  en- 
deavoured to  deserve  regard,  but  neglected  his  per- 
sonal appearance,  became  intemperate,  and  aban- 
doned himself  to  indolence.  The  office  of  "  mas- 
ter of  ceremonies"  in  the  theatre,  an  anomalous 
station,  created  for  his  benefit,  still  yielded  him  a 
moderate  income,  and,  notwithstanding  the  irreg- 
ularity of  his  hal^ts,  he  never  exerted  his  poetical 
abilities  without  success.  For  his  poems  and  other 
productions  he  obtained  prices  unparalleled  in  this 
country,  and  rarely  equalled  by  the  rewards  of  the 
most  popular  European  authors.  For  the  **  In- 
vention of  Letters,"  written  at  the  request  of  the 
President  of  Harvard  University,  he  received  fif- 
teen hundred  dollars,  or  more  than  five  dollars  a 
line.  <*  The  Ruling  Passion,"  a  poem  recited  bo- 
fore  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society,  was  little  lees 
profitable ;  and  he  was  paid  seven  hundred  and 
fifty  dollars  for  a  song  of  half  a  dozen  stanzas,  en- 
titled "  Adams  and  Liberty." 

His  habits,  in  the  sunshine,  gradually  improved, 
and  his  friends  who  adhered  to  him  endeavoured 
to  wean  him  from  dissipation,  and  to  persuade  him 
to  study  the  law,  and  establish  himself  in  an  hon- 
ourable position  in  society.  They  were  for  a  time 
successfiiil ;  he  entered  the  office  of  the  Honourable 
Thbophilus  Parsons,  of  Newburyport ;  applied 
himself  diligently  to  his  studies ;  was  admitted  to 
the  bar,  and  became  a  popular  advocate.  No  law- 
yer ever  commenced  business  with  more  brilliant 
prospects ;  but  his  indolence  and  recklessness  re- 
turned ;  his  business  was  neglected ;  his  raputa 
Uon  decayed ;  and,  broken  down  and  disheartened 
by  poverty,  disease,  and  the  neglect  of  his  old  as- 
sociates, die  evening  of  his  life  presented  a  melan- 
choly contrast  to  its  morning,  when  every  sign 
gave  promise  of  a  bright  career.  In  his  last  years, 
says  his  biographer,  **  without  a  library,  wandering 
firum  place  to  place,  firequently  uncertain  whence 
or  whether  he  could  procure  a  meal,  his  thirst  for 
knowledge  astonishingly  increased ;  neither  sick- 
ness nor  penury  abated  his  love  of  books  and  in- 
structive conversation."  He  died  in  "an  attic 
chamber  of  his  father's  house,"  on  the  eleventh  of 
November,  1811,  in  the  thirty-eighth  year  of  his 
age. 

Dr.  JoHTr80]r  said  of  Drtdbn,  of  whom  Paiiti 
was  a  servile  but  unsuccessful  imitator,  that  **  his 
delight  was  in  wild  and  daring  sallies  of  sentiment, 
in  the  irregular  and  eccentric  violence  of  wit ;"  that 
he  "  delighted  to  tread  upon  the  brink  of  meaning, 
where  light  and  darkness  begin  to  mingle ;  to  ap- 
proach the  precipice  of  absurdity,  and  hover  over 

the  abyss  of  unideal  vacanfy."    The  censure  is 
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mora  applicable  to  the  eopy  than  the  orifinaL 
There  was  no  freahneaa  in  Paistb'b  writingt;  his 
rabiecta,  hi*  charactera,  hia  thooffhta,  were  all  com- 
monplace and  ikmtliar.     Hia  mind  was  faahiooed 
by  hooka,  and  not  by  converae  with  the  world.    He 
had  a  brilliant  fiincy,  and  a  aingnlar  command  of 
languAffe ;  but  he  was  never  content  to  be  dreple 
and  natural.     He  endeavoured  to  be  magnifleent 
and  atriking ;  he  was  perpetually  aearching  for  con- 
ceits and  extraTagancee ;  and  in  the  mnltiplidtj  of 
his  illustrationa  and  ornaments,  he  was  unintelB- 
giMe  and  tawdry.    From  no  other  writer  could  ao 
many  inftancea  of  the  dine  sublime  be  aelected. 
He  never  spoke  to  the  heart  in  its  own  language. 
Paiitb  wrote  with  remarkable  facility.    It  is 
related  of  him  by  his  biographera,  that  he  had 
finished  "  Adams  and  Liberty,**  and  exhibited  it  to 
aome  gentlemen  at  the  house  of  a  friend.    Hia  boat 
pronounced  it  imperfect,  as  the  name  of  Washivo- 
Toif  was  omitted,  and  declared  that  he  should  not 
approach  the  sideboard,  on  which  bottles  of  wine 
had  just  been  placed,  until  he  had  written  an  ad- 


ADAMS  AND  LIBERTY. 

Yk  sons  of  Columbia,  who  bravely  have  fought 
Pur  those  rights,  which  unstain*d  from  your  aires 
had  descended, 
May  you  long  taste  the  blessings  your  valour  has 
bought. 
And  your  sons  reap  the  soil  which  their  fatbera 
defended. 
Mid  the  reign  of  miU  Peace 
May  your  nation  increaae, 
With  the  glory  of  Rome,  and  the  wisdom  of  Greece ; 
And  ne'er  shall  the  sons  of  Columbia  be  slaves. 
While  the  earth  bears  a  plant,  or  the  aea  rolls 
its  wav< 


In  a  dime  whuau  rich  vales  feed  the  marts  of  the 
world, 
Whooe  shores  are  unshaken  by  Europe*s  oom- 
moiioa. 
The  trident  of  commerce  should  never  be  hurTd, 
To  incense  the  legitimate  powera  of  the  ocean. 
But  should  pirates  invade. 
Though  in  thunder  array *d. 
Let  your  cannon  declare  the  firee  charter  of  trade. 
For  ne*er  shall  the  sons,  &c. 

The  &me  of  our  arms,  of  our  laws  the  mild  sway, 

Had  justly  ennobled  our  nation  in  story, 
*TiU  the  dark  clouds  of  fiMtion  obscured  our  young 
day, 
And  envelop'd  the  sun  of  American  glory. 
But  let  traitors  be  told. 
Who  their  country  have  sold. 
And  barter*d  their  God  for  his  image  in  gold. 
That  ne*er  will  the  aona,  dec 

While  France  her  huge  limha  batkcs  recumbent  in 
blood. 
And  society's  boas  threats  with  wide  dissolution. 
May  Peace,  like  the  dove  who  Mtum*d  from  the 
flood. 


dittonal  stanta.    The  poet  musad  a 
for  a  pen,  end  wrote  the  following  inae, 
perhapa,  the  best  in  the  song : 


ghmiM  die  tcmpsst  of 

Us  bolto  C(mldo<>*«r  rrad  Fr0«4oai*f ,_ 

For.  vumormd,  si  Hs  portal  wo«M  WhIiIiiHiib 
Aad  rqmlae  with  hU  br«MC  lbs  sflnaHi  of  tt 
His  tword  frcm  the  alr«p 
or  its  acttbhwd  vrcmid  Imp. 
conduct  with  it!  point,  evvry  tmtik  ts  Ihs 
For  oe'er  abaU  the  ssm^  4k«. 


He  had  agreed  to  write  tfie  •*  openiiig 
OD  the  rebuilding  of  the  BosCoo  Theatre,  m  I 
HoDOKijrsoTr,  the  manager,  caOed  on  him  m  iW 
evening,  before  it  was  to  be  delivered,  and  n|ihiBkl' 
ed  him  for  his  negligence ;  the  first  line  of  it 
yet  unwritten.  **  Pray,  do  not  be  angry,' 
Pai  H  B,  who  was  dining  with  some  literary 
•'  sit  down  and  take  a  glaai  of  wine.** — **  No, 
replied  the  manager ;  *•  when  you  begin  to 
I  will  begin  to  drink.**  Paive  took  hia  pen, 
aide-table,  and  in  two  or  three  hours  finisbad 
addreas,  which  is  one  of  the  beet  he  ever  wnMa. 


aCa 

the 


Find  an  ark  of  abode  in  our  mild 
But  though  peace  is  our  aim. 
Yet  the  boon  we  diaclaim. 
If  bought  by  our  sovereignty,  jnotaea,  or 
For  ne'er  shall  the 


Tis  the  fire  of  the  flint  each  American 

I^  Rome's  haughty  victon  beware 
Let  them  bring  all  the  vaasals  of  Europe  in 
W*e*re  a  world  by  ouraelvea,  and  diadaift 
vision. 
While,  with  patriot  prida. 
To  our  laws  we  *re  allied. 
No  foe  can  subdue  tis,  no  faction  divide. 
For  ne'er  shall  the  sons,  du. 

Our  mountains  are  crowned  with  imperial 
Whoee  roots,  like  our  libertiea, 
isli'd; 
But  long  e'er  our  nation  submits  to  the  yalM^ 
Not  a  tree  shall  be  left  on  the  fieU  w1 
flourislifd. 
Should  invasion  impend, 
^^trj  Rrove  would  descend 
From  the  hilltops  they  shaded  our 

For  ne'er  shall  the  sons,  dte. 


Let  our  patriots  destrov  Anarch's 
Lest  our  librrty's  growth  should  ba 
coTMsion; 
Then  let  clotids  thicken  round  us;  wa 
the  storm ; 
Our  realm  frars  no  shock,  but  the  auftkli 
explosion. 
Foes  assail  us  in  vain. 
Though  their  fleets  bridge  ikt 
For  our  slurs  and  laws  with  our  hvaa 
tain. 
For  ne'er  shall  the  aooa,  dec 

Should  the  tempest  of  war  over^iadow 
Ita  bolts  could  ne'er 
asunder; 
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For,  anmored,  at  its  poitil  would  Waihutotoit 

■Cand, 
And  rqmlM,  with  his  hreast,  the  anaults  of  the 
thunder! 
His  sword  from  the  sleep 
Of  its  scabbard  would  leap. 
And  conduct  with  its  point  every  flash  to  the  deep ! 
For  ne'er  shall  the  sons,  dec. 

Let  Fame  to  the  world  sound  America's  voice ; 
No  intrigues  can  her  sons  from  their  government 
sever; 
Her  pride  is  her  Adavs  ;  her  laws  are  his  choice, 
And  shall  flourish  till  Liberty  slumbers  forever. 
Then  unite  heart  and  hand, 
Like  Lbohidis'  band. 
And  swear  to  the  God  of  the  ocean  and  land. 
Thai  ne'er  shall  the  sons  of  Columbia  be  slaves, 
While  the  earth  bears  a  plant,  or  the  sea-  rolls 
its  waves ! 


FROM  A  «  MONODY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF 
SIR  JOHN  MOORE." 

His  heart  elate,  with  modest  valour  bold. 
Beat  with  fond  rage  to  vie  with  chiefs  of  old. 
Crreat  by  resolve,  yet  by  example  warm'd, 
Himself  the  model  of  his  glory  form'd. 
A  glowing  trait  from  every  chief  he  caught : 
He  paused  like  Fabius,  and  like  Cksar  fought 
His  ardent  hope  survey'd  the  heights  of  fame. 
Deep  on  its  rocks  to  grave  a  soldier's  name ; 
And  o'er  its  cliffii  to  bid  the  banner  wave, 
A  Briton  fights,  to  conquer  and  to  save..... 

Inspired  on  fields,  with  trophied  interest  gpraced, 
He  sigh'd  for  glory,  where  he  mused  from  taste. 
For  high  emprise  his  dazzling  helm  was  plumed, 
And  all  the  polieh'd  patriot-hero  bloom'd. 
Arm'd  as  he  strode,  his  glorying  country  saw 
That  fome  was  virtue,  and  ambition  law ; 
In  him  beheld,  with  fond  delight,  conspire     [fire. 
Her  Marlborouob's  fortune  and  her  Sinif  bt's 
Like  Calvi's  rock,  with  clefVs  abrupt  deform'd, 
His  path  to  hme  toil'd  up  the  breach  he  storm'd ; 
Till  o'er  the  clouds  the  victor  chief  was  seen, 
Sobfime  in  terror,  and  in  height  serene. 

His  equal  mind  so  well  could  triumph  greet. 
He  gave  to  conquest  charms  that  soothed  defeat 
The  battle  done,  lus  brow,  with  tliought  o'ercast. 
Benign  as  Mercy,  smiled  on  periU  past 
The  death-choked  fosse,  the  batter'd  wall,  inspired 
A  sense,  that  sought  him,  fh>m  the  field  retired. 
Suspiring  Pity  touch'd  thst  godlike  heart. 
To  which  no  peril  could  dismay  impart ; 
And  melting  pearU  in  that  stern  eye  could  shine. 
That  lighten'd  courage  down  the  thundering  line. 
So  mounts  the  sea-bird  in  the  boreal  sky. 
And  sits  where  steeps  in  beetling  ruin  lie ; 
Though  warring  whirlwinds  curl  the  Norway  seas, 
And  the  rocks  tremble,  and  the  torrents  freeze ; 
Yet  is  the  fleece,  by  beauty's  bosom  press'd. 
The  down  that  warms  the  storm-beat  eider's  breast ; 
Mil)  floods  of  frost,  where  Winter  smites  the  deep, 
Are  fledged  the  plumes  on  which  the  Graces  sleep. 


In  vain  thy  cliA,  Hispania,  lift  the  sky, 
Where  Cssar's  eagles  never  dared  to  fly ! 
To  rude  and  sudden  arms  while  Freedom  springs, 
Napolsoit's  legions  mount  on  bolder  wings. 
In  vain  thy  sons  their  steely  nerves  oppose, 
Bare  to  the  rage  of  tempests  and  of  foes ; 
In  vain,  with  naked  breast  the  storm  defy 
Of  furious  battle  and  of  piercing  sky : 
Five  waning  reigns  had  marked,  in  long  decay. 
The  gloomy  glory  of  thy  setting  day ; 
While  bigot  power,  with  dark  and  dire  disgrace, 
Oppressed  the  valour  of  thy  gallant  race. 
No  martial  phalanx,  led  by  veteran  art. 
Combined  thy  vigour,  or  confirmed  thy  heart  : 
Thy  bands  dispersed,  like  Rom#  iii  wild  defeat 
Fled  to  the  mountains,  to  entrench  retreat.... 

niustrious  MooRB,  by  foe  and  fiunine  press'd. 
Yet  by  each  soldier's  proud  afiection  bless'd, 
Unawed  by  numbers,  saw  the  impending  host 
With  front  extending,  lengthen  down  the  coast 
**  Charge !  Britons,  charge !"  the  exulting  chief  ex- 
claims : 
Swift  moves  the  field ;  the  tide  of  armour  flames ; 
'  On,  on  they  rush ;  the  solid  column  flies. 
And  shouts  tremendous,  as  the  foe  defies. 
While  all  the  battle  rung  from  side  to  side. 
In  death  to  conquer  was  the  warrior's  pride. 
Where'er  the  war  its  unequal  tempest  poor'd. 
The  leading  meteor  was  his  glittering  sword ! 
Thrice  met  the  fight  and  thrice  the  vanquish'd  Gaul 
Found  the  firm  line  an  adamantine  wall. 
Again  repulsed,  again  the  legions  drew. 
And  Fate's  dark  shafU  in  volley 'd  shadows  flew. 
Now  storm'd  the  scene  where  soul  could  soul  attest 
Squadron  to  squadron  join'd,  and  breast  to  breast ; 
From  rank  to  rank  the  intrepid  valour  glow'd. 
From  rank  to  rank  the  inspiring  champion  rode 
Loud  broke  the  war-cloud,  as  his  charger  sped ; 
Pale  the  curved  lightning  quiver'd  o'er  tus  head ; 
Again  it  bursts ;  peal,  echoing  peal,  succeeds ; 
The  bolt  is  launch'd ;  the  peerless  soldier  bleeds ! 
Hark !  as  he  falls.  Fame's  swelling  clarion  cries, 
•*  Britannia  triumphs,  though  her  hero  dies !" 
The  grave  he  fills  is  all  the  realm  she  yields. 
And  that  proud  empire  deathless  honor  shields. 
No  fabled  phoenix  from  his  bier  revives ; 
His  ashes  perish,  but  his  country  lives. 

Immortal  dead !  with  musing  awe  thy  foes 
Tread  not  the  hillock  where  thy  bones  repose ! 
There,  sacring  mourner,  see,  Britannia  spreads 
A  chaplet  glistening  with  the  tears  she  sheds ; 
With  burning  censer  glides  around  thy  tomb. 
And  scatters  incense  where  thy  laurels  bloom ; 
With  rapt  devotion  sainted  vigil  keeps — 
Shines  with  Religion,  and  with  Glory  weeps ! 
Sweet  sleep  the  brave !  in  solemn  chant  shall  sound 
CelMtial  vespers  o'er  thy  sacred  ground ! 
Long  ages  hence,  in  pious  twilight  seen, 
Shall  choirs  of  seraphs  sanctify  thy  green; 
At  curfew-hour  shall  dimly  hover  there, 
And  charm,  with  sweetest  dirge,  the  listening  air ! 
With  homage  tranced,  shall  every  pensive  mind 
Weep,  while  the  requiem  passes  on  the  wind ! 
Till,  sadly  swelling  Sorrow's  softest  notes. 
It  dies  in  distance,  while  its  echo  floats ! 
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WiLLiAX  Mt'?rroRD,  the  translator  of  the  **II- 
ind/*  WAS  horn  in  the  county  o(  Mi'cklonhurg,  in 
VifKinia.  on  the  6fteenth  of  A  ui^uM,  1 775.  Hif  fii- 
th(T,  Colonel  Rob  KMT  Mr?iroiiii.  was  honourably 
diNtinuuiithed  in  aflairs  during  the  RcTolution.and 
aAerward  ti%xe  much  attention  to  literature.  Some 
nf  his  letters,  to  \^  found  in  collections  relatini;  to 
the  time,  are  written  with  ffrace  and  rif^our,  and 
he  was  the  author  of  several  dramatic  pieces,  of 
considerable  merit,  which,  with  a  few  minor  po- 
ems, were  published  by  his  son,  the  subject  of  the 
present  article,  at  PetersburK,  in  1 794.  In  liis  best 
comedy,  **  The  (^aiuliduttMi/'  in  three  acts,  he  ex- 
}>oties  to  contempt  the  fulm'hootl  and  corruption  by 
which  it  was  frequently  attempted  to  influence  ibe 
electiona.  In  "  The  Patriots,"  in  five  acts,  he  coi>- 
tra»ts.  prob«l>ly  with  an  eye  to  some  instance  in 
Virginia,  a  real  and  pretended  love  of  ci>untry. 
He  had  commenced  a  translation  of  Orin's  •*  Met- 
amorfihoscs**  into  English  verse,  and  had  finished 
the  first  book,  when  death  arrested  his  labours. 
He  was  a  man  of  wit  ami  humour,  and  was  re- 
s|>ected  for  many  aocial  virtues.  His  literary  ac- 
tivity is  referred  to  thus  particularly,  liecause  I 
have  not  aeen  that  the  pursuits  and  character  of 
ti:e  father,  have  been  noticed  by  any  of  the  writers 
U))on  the  life  of  the  son.  which  was  undoubtedly 
in  a  very  large  degree  influenced  by  them. 

William  Ml'nforp  was  transferred  from  an 
academy  at  Peteraburg,  to  the  college  of  William 
and  Mary,  when  only  twelve  years  of  age.  In  a 
letter  written  soon  after  he  entenn]  bi<  fourteenth 
year,  we  have  some  information  in  regard  to  his 
situation  and  priMpects.  **  I  received  from  na- 
ture,** he  savs,  **  a  weakly  constitution  and  a  sick- 
ly  liody  ;  and  I  have  the  unhappincM  to  know  that 
my  poor  mother  is  in  want.  I  am  alnerit  from 
her  and  my  dear  sisters.  Put  this  in  the  scale  of 
eviL  I  (Misaess  the  rare  and  alnu>«t  inestimable 
I'lessing  of  a  friend  in  Mr.  WrxHr.  and  in  Juh5 
KA?iitoLrH;  I  have  a  mother  in  uhose  heart  I 
have  a  large  share;  two  Huters,  uhof>e  affections 
I  flatter  myself  arc  fixed  up-ui  me;  ami  fair  |<m#- 
|iects  before  me,  provided  I  can  complete  n»y  c*du- 
calion,  and  am  not  destitute  of  the  nece*iiiarie< 
of  life.  Put  these  in  the  sc.ile  of  K^x>d''*  This 
was  a  brave  letter  for  a  bov  to  write  under  such 
circumstances. 

Mr.  Wtthb  here  referred  to  was  aOerward  the 
celebrated  chancellor.  He  was  at  tins  time  pri>- 
feKM>r  of  law  in  the  college,  and  younc  Mi  xroan 
livinl  in  his  family  ;  and,  sharing  the  fine  entbuiii- 
asm  with  which  the  retired  statesman  regarded  the 
literature  of  antiquity,  he  became  an  object  of  bis 
warm  a(!t*ction.  His  design  to  translate  the  **  Il- 
iad'* was  fi>rmed  at  an  early  fieriod,  and  it  was 
pnibaMy  encouraged  by  Mr.  Wtthk,  who  per- 


aonolly  instructed  him  in  indent 
1792.  when  Mr.  Witbk  wis  made  chuwrilor,  i 
removed  to  Richmond,  Mr.  Mr!vroB» 
nied  him,  but  he  afterward  returned  to  the 
where  he  had  graduated  with  high  honoura,  to  fll> 
tend  to  the  law  lectures  of  Mr.  8t.  OsABet  TrcK* 
K«.  In  his  twentieth  year  he  was  called  to  the  bar, 
in  his  native  county,  and  his  abililiee  and  indosiry 
S4M»n  secured  for  htm  a  respectable  practiceu  He 
roac  rapidly  in  his  profession,  and  in  the  pobbe 
confiilence,  and  in  1797  was  chosen  a  membef  of 
the  Hou?«e  of  Delegites,  in  which  he  contiaotd 
until  HOC,  when  he  was  elected  to  the  aenala, 
which  he  l«*ft  aAer  four  years,  to  enter  the  Privy 
Council,  of  which  he  was  a  conspicuous  member 
until  1*41 1.  He  then  receiveil  the  place  of  derfc 
of  the  H«Mi«e  of  DelcKates.  which  he  rrtaioed  qih 
til  his  death.  This  occurred  at  Richmond,  wbeee 
he  had  resiiled  for  nineteen  years,  on  the  twenty 
find  of  July,  18:25.  In  addition  to  his  ordiaaij 
pr(»fes-ion:iI  and  |M>Iitical  lalioura,  he  reported  the 
decisions  of  the  Virt^inia  Supreme  Court  oC  A^ 
{it*aK  preparing  six  annual  volumes  without  a^ 
sistance,  and  four  others,  afterward,  in  ooooeum 
with  Mr.  \V.  W.  Hkxht.  He  possessed  ia  ft 
remarkable  degree  the  aflectionate  respect  of  the 
people  of  the  commonwealth;  and  the  Hooot  of 
Deleipites,  upon  his  death,  illustrated  their  rrgaid 
for  his  memory  by  appointing  his  eldest  son  to  the 
office  which  he  huil  so  long  held,  and  which  has 
thus  for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  longer  coA* 
tinued  in  his  family. 

Tlie  only  ini(>«irtant  literary  production  of  MSi 
Mrxroan  is  his  Homxb.  This  was  his  Bfcli 
hour.  Tlie  amazing  sjtiendour  of  the  Tale  of  Tnj 
captivati-d  hi*  N>yii>h  a<lniiration,  and  the  ciiltif» 
tion  of  his  own  fine  mind  enabled  him  but  to  om 
more  ami  more  its  lieauly  ami  grandeur.  It  is 
not  known  at  what  time  he  commenced 
sioik,  but  a  |jr;(e  {mrtion  of  it  had  been 
ISll.  and  the  work  was  not  completed  ontfl  B 
short  time  brfore  he  died.  In  his  modest 
he  sayo :  **  The  author  of  this  translation 
duccil  t«>  undertake  it  bv  fond  admiration  of  iho 
a!iii«Mt  uii)uralle:e<|  suMiniity  and  beauty  of  iht 
oritfiMiiI ;  neither  of  which  |ieculiar  graces  of  !!•• 
WLM*<i  niuve  has  he  ciMtcrives,  lierii  sufBcient!j 
etfiresMed  in  the  smooth  and  melodioua  rhymeo 
of  Porx.  It  ia  true  that  the  fine  poem  of  that 
e'e/ar.t  writer,  whi-h  was  the  delight  of  my  hoj* 
ii»li  i!a\»,  anJ  will  always  Iw  read  by  ne  with  an- 
common  {leaiiure,  appears  in  some  parts  man 
lN>auti:'ui  than  even  tlie  work  of  Homkb  himself; 
but  fn-quently  it  is  Usa  U-autifuI ;  and  seldom  decs 
it  equal  tlie  kubhnuty  of  the  <irerk.**  He  had  BOl 
seen  Cowrxa's  •■  Iliad**  until  his  own  was  ooomd- 
eraUy  advanced,  and  it  docs  not  appear  that  ho 
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was  ever  acquainted  with  Chapitaw's  or  Sothi- 
bt's.  He  wrote,  too,  before  the  Homeric  poetry 
had  received  the  attention  of  those  German  schol- 
ars whose  masterly  criticisms  have  given  to  its 
literature  an  entirely  new  character.  But  he  had 
studied  the  **  Iliad"  until  his  own  mind  was  thor- 
oughly imbued  with  its  spirit ;  he  approached  his 
task  with  the  fondest  enthusiasm ;  well  equipped 
with  the  best  learning  of  his  day ;  a  style  fash- 
ioned upon  the  most  approved  models:  dignified, 
various,  and  disciplined  into  uniform  elegance; 
and  a  judicial  halnt  of  mind,  joined  with  a  consci- 


entious determination  to  present  the  living  Hoxbb, 
as  he  was  known  in  Greece,  to  the  readers  of  our 
time  and  language. 

His  manuscript  remained  twenty  years  in  the 
possession  of  his  family,  and  was  finally  published 
in  two  large  octavo  volumes,  in  Boston,  in  1846. 
It  received  the  attention  due  from  our  scholars  to 
such  a  performance,  and  the  general  judgment  ap- 
pears to  have  assigned  it  a  place  near  to  Crap- 
MAV*8  and  Cowpbr's  in  fidelity,  and  between 
Cowpkr'r  and  Pope's  in  elegance,  energy,  and 
all  the  best  qualities  of  an  English  poem. 


EXTRACTS  TROM  THE  "lUAD." 

THE  MEETING  OP  HECTOR  AND  ANDROMACHE. 

To  her  the  mighty  Hector  made  reply : 
"  All  thou  bast  said  employs  my  thoughtllil  mind. 
But  from  die  Trojans  much  I  dread  reproach. 
And  Trojan  dames  whose  garments  sweep  the 
If,  like  a  coward,  I  should  shun  the  war ;   [ground. 
Nor  does  my  soul  to  such  disgrace  incline. 
Since  to  be  always  bravest  I  have  learn'd, 
And  with  the  first  of  Troy  to  lead  the  fight ; 
Asserting  so  my  father's  lofly  claim 
To  glory,  and  my  own  renown  in  arms. 
For  well  I  know,  in  heart  and  mind  convinced, 
A  day  will  come  when  sacred  Troy  must  fall. 
And  Priax,  and  the  people  of  renown'd 
Spear-practised  Priax  !     Yet  for  this,  to  me 
Not  such  concern  arises ;  not  the  woes 
Of  all  the  Trojans,  not  my  mother's  grie&. 
Nor  royal  Priax's  nor  my  brethren's  deaths. 
Many  and  brave,  who  slain  by  cruel  foes 
Will  be  laid  low  in  dust,  so  wring  my  heart 
As  thy  distress,  when  some  one  of  the  Greeks 
In  brazen  armour  clad,  shall  drive  thee  hence. 
Thy  days  of  freedom  gone,  a  weeping  slave ! 
Perhaps  at  Argos  thou  mayst  ply  the  loom. 
For  some  proud  mistress ;  or  mayst  water  bring, 
From  Mepsa's  or  Hyperia's  fountain,  sad 
And  much  reluctant,  stooping  to  the  weight 
Of  sad  necessity :  and  some  one,  then. 
Seeing  thee  weep,  will  say,  *  Behold  the  wife 
Of  Hector,  who  was  first  in  martial  might 
Of  all  the  warlike  Trojans,  when  they  fought 
Around  the  walls  of  Ilion !'     So  will  speak 
Some  heedless  passer-by,  and  grief  renew'd 
Exdte  in  thee,  for  such  a  husband  lost. 
Whose  arm  might  slavery's  evil  day  avert. 
Rat  me  may  then  a  heap  of  earth  conceal 
Within  the  silent  tomb,  before  I  hear 
Thy  shrieks  of  terror  and  captivity." 

This  said,  illustrious  Hector  stretcb'd  his  arms 
To  take  his  child ;  but  to  the  nurse's  breast 
Tlie  bebe  clung  crying,  hiding  in  her  rube 
His  little  &ce,  affiighted  to  behold 
His  father's  awful  aspect ;  fearing  too 
The  brazen  helm,  and  crest  with  horse-hair  crown'd, 
Which,  nodding  dreadful  from  its  lofty  cone, 
Alarm'd  him.     Sweetly  then  the  &ther  smiied, 
And  sweetly  smiled  the  mother !    Soon  the  chief 
Removed  the  threatening  helmet  firom  his  head, 
And  placed  it  on  the  ground,  all  beaming  bright ; 


llien  having  fondly  kiss'd  his  son  beloved 
And  toss'd  him  playfully,  he  thus  to  Jove 
And  all  the  immortals  pray'd :  "  O  grant  me,  Jove, 
And  other  powers  divine,  that  this  my  son 
May  be,  as  I  am,  of  the  Trojan  race 
In  glory  chief.    So !  let  him  be  renown'd 
For  warlike  prowess  and  commanding  sway 
With  power  and  wisdom  join'd,  of  Ilion  king ! 
And  may  the  people  say,  *  This  chief  excels 
His  father  much,  when  firom  the  field  of  fame 
Triumphant  he  returns,  bearing  aloft 
The  bloody  spoils,  some  hostile  hero  slain. 
And  his  fond  mother's  heart  expands  with  joy  !** 
He  said,  and  placed  his  child  within  the  arms 
Of  his  beloved  spouse.    She  him  received, 
And  softly  on  her  fragrant  bosom  laid. 
Smiling  with  tearful  eyes.     To  pity  moved. 
Her  husband  saw :  with  kind  consoling  hand 
He  wiped  the  tears  away,  and  thus  he  spake : 
"  My  dearest  love !  grieve  not  thy  mind  for  me 
Excessively.     No  man  can  send  me  hence. 
To  Pluto's  hall,  before  the  appointed  time ; 
And  surely  none  of  all  the  human  race. 
Base  or  e*en  brave,  has  ever  shunn'd  his  fate — 
His  fate  foredoom'd,  since  first  he  saw  the  light. 
But  now,  returning  home,  thy  works  attend, 
The  loom  and  distaflC  and  direct  thy  maids 
In  household  duties,  while  the  war  shall  be 
Of  men  the  care ;  of  aJl,  indeed,  but  most 
The  care  of  me,  of  all  in  Ilion  bom." 


EMBARKATION  OP  THE  GREEKS. 

When  with  food  and  drink 
All  were  supplied,  the  striplings  crown'd  with  wine 
The  foaming  bowls,  and  handed  round  to  each, 
In  cu]^  a  portion  to  libations  due. 
They,  all  day  long,  with  hymns  the  god  appeased ; 
The  sons  of  Greece  melodious  pcans  sang 
In  praise  of  great  Apollo — he  rejoiced 
To  hear  that  pleasant  song — and  when  the  sun 
Descended  to  the  sea,  and  darkness  came, 
They  near  the  cables  of  their  vessels  slept. 
Soon  as  the  rosy-finger'd  queen  appear'd, 
Aurora,  lovely  daughter  of  the  dawn. 
Toward  the  camp  of  Greece  they  took  their  way, 
And  friendly  Phoebus  gave  propitious  gales. 
They  raised  the  mast,  and  stretch'dthe  snowy  sheet, 
To  catch  the  breeze  which  fiU'd  the  swelling  sail. 
Around  the  keel  the  darken'd  waters  roar. 
As  swift  the  vessel  fiies.    The  billows  dark 
She  quickly  mounting,  stemmed  the  wateiy  way. 
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Mr.  Pavldis*  m  known  by  his  nameroiif  nords 
■nd  other  proM  writings,  much  better  thsn  by  his 
poetry ;  yet  his  early  contributions  to  our  poetical 
Utenture,  if  they  do  not  bear  witness  that  he  poo- 
semes,  in  an  eminent  degree,  **  the  vision  and  the 
&rulty  divine/'  are  creditable  for  their  patriotic 
spirit  and  moral  purity. 

H^  was  bom  in  the  town  of  Pawling,— the 
original  mode  of  spelling  his  name*— in  Duchess 
county.  New  York,  on  the  2Sd  of  August,  1779, 
and  is  descended  from  an  old  and  hooouiahle 
family,  of  Dutch  extraction. 

His  eariiest  literary  productions  were  the  pepera 
entitled  **  Sslmagundi,*'  the  6rst  series  of  which, 
in  two  volumes,  were  written  in  conjunction  with 
WknmtHQroTi  Imvive,  in  1807.  These  were  su^ 
eeeded,  in  the  next  thirty  years,  by  the  following 
works,  in  the  order  in  which  they  are  named: 
John  Bull  and  Brother  Jonathan,  in  one  volume ; 
The  Lay  of  a  Scotch  Piddle,  a  satirical  poem,  in 
one  volume ;  The  United  States  and  England,  in 
one  volume ;  Second  Series  of  Salmagundi,  in  two 


ODE  TO  JAMESTOWN. 

Oli>  cradle  of  an  infant  world. 

In  which  a  nestling  empire  lay, 

Strum^ling  a  while,  ere  she  unfurTd 

Her  gallant  wing  and  soar*d  away ; 

An  hail !  thou  birth-place  of  the  glowing 

Thou  seem*st  the  towering  eagle's  ruin'd 

What  solemn  recollections  throng. 

What  touching  visions  rise. 
As,  wandering  these  old  stones  among, 
I  backward  turn  mine  eyes. 
And  see  the  shadows  of  the  dead  flit  round. 
Like  spirits,  when  the  last  dread  trump  shall  sound  I 

The  wonders  of  an  age  combined. 

In  one  diort  moment  memory  supplies ; 
They  throng  upon  my  waken'd  mind. 
At  time's  dark  curtains  rise. 
The  volume  of  a  hundred  buried  years. 
Condensed  in  one  bright  sheet,  appears. 

I  hear  the  angry  ocean  rave, 

I  see  the  lonely  Uttle  barque 
Scudding  along  the  crested  wave, 
Preighted  Uke  old  Noah's  ariu 
A*  o*er  the  drowned  earth  't  was  hurfd. 
With  the  forefathers  of  another  world. 

I  see  a  train  of  exiles  slmd. 
Amid  the  desert,  desolHe, 
The  fathers  of  my  native  bad. 
The  flaring  pioneers  of  fate, 
Wlio  braviHl  the  perils  of  the  sea  and  Mft^ 
And  gave  a  boundless  emfiii*  birth. 
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volumes ;  Letters  from  the  South,  in  two 
The  Backwoodsmsn,  a  poem,  in  one 
Koningsmarke,  or  Old  Tuies  in  the  New  W«|^ 
a  novel,  in  tyro  volumes ;  John  Boll  in  Amtmnt 
in  one  volume ;  Merry  Tales  of  the  Wiae  Mtm  af 
Gotham,  in  one  volume ;  The  Travetlet^a  Oaiiib 
or  New  Pilgrim's  Progress,  in  one  volooie ;  TW 
Dutchman's  Fireside,  in  two  volumes ;  W* 
Ho!  in  two  volumes ;  Slaverv  in  the  C 
in  one  volume ;  Life  of  Washington,  m  two  s» 
lumes ;  The  Book  of  St  Nicholas,  in  ooa  volaBi ; 
and  Tales,  Fables,  and  .Allegories,  origimlly  piW 
lished  in  various  periodicals,  in  thieo 
Beside  these,  and  some  less  pieteiMifO 
he  has  written  much  in  the  gssettes  on 
and  other  questions  agitated  in  his  ttine. 

Mr.  PArLDiJif}  has  held  varioos 
oflices  in  his  native  state;  and  in  the 
18.38.  he  was  sppointed,  by  Pieaident  Vis  Bv 
Secretary  of  the  Navy.  He  continued  to  ba  a 
member  of  the  caliinet  until  the  Hose  of  Ms.  Vas 
BuaKsr's  administration,  in  1841. 
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the  sovereign  Indian  range 
His  woodland  empire,  free  as  air; 
I  see  the  gloomy  forest  change. 
The  shadowT  earth  laid  bsje; 
And,  where  the  red  man  chased  the 
The  smiling  labouis  of  the  white  appear. 


I  see  the  haughty  warrior  gaae 

In  wonder  or  in  scorn. 
As  the  pale  faces  swrat  to  raise 
Their  scantr  fieU*  of  com, 
WHiile  he,  the  monarrh  of  the  honndleai 
By  ^>ort,  or  hair-hrain'd  rapine,  wiaa 


A  moment,  and  the  pageant's  gone ; 

The  red  mm  are  no  more ; 
The  pale-faced  strangers  stand  alona 
I'pon  the  river**  shore ; 
And  the  prowl  wood-king,  who  their  arts 
Finds  but  a  bloody  grave  where  once  ha 


The  forest  reels  beneath  the  stroke 

Of  sturdy  woodman's  axe ; 
The  earth  receives  the  white  man's  yek% 
And  pays  her  willing  tax 
Of  fruits,  and  flowers,  and  golden  harvest 
And  all  that  nature  to  bUtbe  bhoor  yielAk 


•4. 


Then  glowing  hamlets  ivar 

And  gathering  crowds  expand. 
Far  as  my  fancy's  vifion  spmda, 
O'er  many  a  boumlless  land. 
Till  what  was  once  a  world  of 
Teens  with  the  richsat  gifU  oT  sodal  liAk 
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Empire  to  empiie  swift  vuooeedi, 

Each  hxpfj,  gpreaty  and  free; 
One  empires  still  another  breeds, 
A  giant  progenj, 
Destined  their  daring  race  to  run. 
Each  to  the  regions  of  yon  setting  sun. 

Then,  as  I  turn  my  thoughts  to  trace 

The  fount  whence  these  rich  waten  sprung, 
I  glance  towards  this  lonely  place, 
And  find  it,  these  rude  stones  among. 
Here  rest  the  sires  of  millions,  sleeping  round, 
The  Argonauts,  the  golden  fleece  that  found. 

Their  names  have  been  forgotten  long ; 
The  stone,  but  not  a  word,  remains; 
They  cannot  live  in  deathless  song. 
Nor  breathe  in  pious  strains. 
Yet  this  sublime  obscurity,  to  me 
More  touching  is,  than  poet's  rhapsody. 

Tliey  live  in  millions  that  now  breathe ; 

They  live  in  millions  yet  unborn, 
And  pious  gratitude  shall  wreathe 
As  bright  a  crown  as  e*er  was  worn, 
And  hang  it  on  the  green-leaved  bough. 
That  whispers  to  the  nameless  dead  below. 

No  one  that  inspiration  drinks ; 

No  one  that  loves  his  native  land ; 
No  one  that  reasons,  feels,  or  thinks, 
Can  mid  these  lonely  ruins  stand. 
Without  a  moisten'd  eye,  a  grateful  tear 
Of  reverent  gratitude  to  those  that  moulder  here. 

The  mighty  shade  now  hovers  round — 

Of  HIM  whose  strange,  yet  bright  career. 
Is  written  on  this  sacred  ground 
In  letters  that  no  time  shall  sere ; 
Who  in  the  old  worid  smote  the  turban'd  crew. 
And  founded  Christian  empires  in  the  new. 

And  she !  the  glorious  Indian  maid. 

The  tutelary  of  this  land. 
The  angel  of  the  woodland  shade. 
The  miracle  of  God's  own  hand. 
Who  jotn'd  man's  heart  to  woman's  softest  gnoe. 
And  thrice  redeem'd  the  scourges  of  her  race. 

Sister  of  charity  and  love. 

Whose  life-blood  was  soft  Pity's  tide^ 
Dear  goddess  of  the  sylvan  grove. 
Flower  of  the  forest,  nature's  pride. 
He  is  no  man  who  does  not  bend  the  knee^ 
And  she  no  woman  who  is  not  like  thee ! 

Jamestown,  and  Plymouth's  hallow'd  rock 

To  me  shall  ever  sacred  be — 
I  care  not  who  my  themes  may  mock. 
Or  sneer  at  them  and  me. 
I  envy  not  the  brute  who  here  can  stand, 
Without  a  thrill  for  lus  own  native  land. 

And  if  the  recreant  crawl  her  earth, 

Or  breathe  Virginia's  air, 
Or,  in  New  England  daim  lus  birth. 
Prom  the  old  pilgrims  there, 
He  is  a  bastard,  if  he  dare  to  mock 
01dJamestown'sshiine,orPlymouth*sfiunoiiSTOck. 


PASSAGE  DOWN  THE  OHIO.* 

As  down  Ohio's  ever  ebbing  tide, 
Oariess  and  sailless,  silently  they  glide. 
How  still  the  scene,  how  lifeless,  yet  how  fiur 
Was  the  lone  land  that  met  the  stranger  there ! 
No  smiUng  villages  or  curling  smoke 
The  busy  haunts  of  busy  men  bespoke ; 
No  solitary  hut,  the  banks  along. 
Sent  forth  blithe  labour's  homely,  rustic  song ; 
No  urchin  gamboll'd  on  the  smooth,  white  sand. 
Or  huri'd  the  skipping-stone  with  playful  hand. 
While  play  mate  dog  plunged  in  the  clear  blue  wave, 
And  swam,  in  vain,  the  sinking  prize  to  save. 
Where  now  are  seen,  along  the  river  side. 
Young,  busy  towns,  in  buxom,  painted  pride. 
And  fleets  of  gliding  boats  with  riches  crown'd. 
To  distant  Orleans  or  8t  Louis  bound. 
Nothing  appear'd  but  nature  unsubdued. 
One  endless,  noiseless  woodland  solitude. 
Or  boundless  prairie,  that  aye  seem'd  to  be 
As  level  and  as  lifeless  as  the  sea ; 
They  seem'd  to  breathe  in  this  wide  world  alone. 
Heirs  of  the  earth — ^the  land  was  all  their  own ! 

'Twas  evening  now:  the  hour  of  toil  was  o'er. 
Yet  still  they  durst  not  seek  the  fearful  shore. 
Lest  watchful  Indian  crew  should  silent  creep. 
And  spring  upon  and  murder  them  in  sleep ; 
So  through  the  livelong  night  they  held  their  way. 
And  'twas  a  night  might  shame  Uie  fairest  day; 
So  still,  so  bright,  so  tranquil  was  its  reign. 
They  cared  not  though  the  day  ne'er  came  again. 
The  moon  high  wheel'd  the  distant  hills  above, 
SUver'd  the  fleecy  foliage  of  the  grove. 
That  as  the  wooing  zephyrs  on  it  fell, 
Whisper'd  it  loved  the  gentle  visit  well 
That  fair-faced  orb  alone  to  move  appear'd. 
That  zephyr  was  the  only  sound  they  heard. 
Nodeep-mouth'd  hound  the  hunter's  haunt  betray 'd. 
No  lights  upon  the  shore  of  waters  play'd. 
No  loud  laugh  broke  upon  the  silent  air, 
To  tell  the  wanderers,  man  was  nestling  there 
All,  all  was  still,  on  gliding  bark  and  shore. 
As  if  the  earth  now  slept  to  wake  no  more. 


EVENING. 

'T  WAS  sunset's  hallow'd  time— and  such  an  ev« 
Might  almost  tempt  an  angel  heaven  to  leave. 
Never  did  brighter  glories  greet  the  eye. 
Low  in  the  warm  and  ruddy  western  sky : 
Nor  the  light  clouds  at  summer  eve  unfold 
More  varied  tints  of  purple,  red,  and  gold. 
Some  in  the  pure,  translucent,  liquid  breast 
Of  crystal  lake,  fast  anchor'd  seem'd  to  rest. 
Like  golden  islets  scatter'd  far  and  wide. 
By  elfin  skill  in  fimcy's  fabled  tide. 
Where,  as  wild  eastern  legends  idly  feign. 
Fairy,  or  genii,  hoM  despotic  reign. 

*  Thin,  and  the  two  following  extracts,  are  firom  ths 
**  Backwoodsmin." 
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Othera,  lika  yemeU  fill  with  buniiah'd  gold, 
Their  flitting,  airy  way  are  wen  to  hold. 
All  gallantly  equipp*d  with  ■treamen  gay, 
While  haiidi  unaeen,  or  chance  direct*  their  way ; 
Around,  athwart,  the  pure  ethereal  tide. 
With  swelling  purple  aaiU  they  rapid  glide. 
Gay  a*  the  hark  where  Egypt**  wanton  4ueen 
Kcclinin;;  on  the  ahaded  deck  was  aren, 
At  which  aa  gaznl  the  uxorioua  Roman  fool. 
The  aul  jt*ct  world  ulipt  from  hia  dotard  rule. 
Anon,  the  gorgooua  ncene  hegina  to  lade, 
And  div^wr  hu€*s  the  ruddy  nkiea  inrade; 
The  haze  of  gathering  twilight  nature  shrooda, 
And  pale,  and  paler  wax  the  changeful  clouda. 
Then  aunk  the  hreexe  into  a  hrrathlraa  calm ; 
The  Milent  dews  of  evening  dropp*d  like  balm ; 
The  hungry  night-hawk  from  hia  lone  haunt  hiaa, 
To  cha^c  the  viewlena  inaect  through  the  ikica ; 
The  Imt  began  hi«  lantern-loving  flight. 
The  lonely  whip-iM>or-will,  our  bird  of  night, 
Ever  unneen,  yet  ever  iiet>ming  near, 
Hia  ahrill  note  quaver*d  in  the  atartled  ear ; 
The  buzzing  beetle  forth  did  gayly  hie. 
With  idle  hum,  and  cart'leaa,  blundering  eye ; 
The  little  trusty  watchman  of  pale  night. 
The  firefly,  trimmM  anew  hia  lamp  ao  bright. 
And  took  hia  merry  airy  circuit  round 
Tlie  sparkling  mead«)w*H  green  and  fragrant  bound. 
Where  bIoMom*d  clover,  bathed  in  palmy  dew, 
In  fair  luxuriance,  aweetly  bluahing  grew. 


CROSSING  THE  ALLEGHANIES. 

A*  look*d  the  traveller  for  the  world  below, 
The  lively  morning  breeze  began  to  blow ; 
The  magic  curtain  ruUM  in  miata  away. 
And  a  gay  landtirape  smiled  upon  the  day. 
As  light  the  fleeting  \apoura  upward  glifle. 
Like  sheeted  spet-tn*s  on  the  mountain  side, 
New  olijecta  ojier.  to  his  womlenng  view 
Of  various  fonn,  and  comUnatioru  new. 
A  rocky  precipice,  a  waving  wood. 
Deep,  winding  dell,  and  foaming  mountain  flood. 
Each  after  each,  with  cov  and  aweet  delav. 
Broke  on  hit  si;;ht.  as  at  youn^  dawn  of  day, 
Bounded  afur  by  firak  aspiring  b4>ld. 
Like  ginnt  cappM  with  helm  of  bumi^hM  gold. 
So  when  the  wandering  gmmlsire  of  our  race 
On  Ararat  hail  fouml  a  reating-plare. 
At  firat  a  ahoreleas  ocean  mi*t  his  eye, 
Minglin:;  on  every  side  with  one  blue  sky; 
But  as  the  waters,  every  passing  day. 
Sunk  in  the  earth  or  rollM  in  mi!«ts  away, 
Gradual,  the  lofty  hills,  like  islands,  |>eep 
Fn>m  the  rougli  bosom  of  the  boonilleiis  ileep. 
Then  the  muml  hillocks,  and  the  meailows  green. 
Each  after  each,  in  freahen'd  bloom  are  aeen. 
Till,  at  the  last,  a  fair  and  ftniah*d  whole 
Combined  U*  win  the  gaaing  patriarrh*a  aoaL 
Yet,  oft  he  look'd,  I  ween,  with  anxioua  eye. 
In  lingering  hope  aoAewhere,  perchance,  to  apy, 


Within  the  ailent  world,  aome  Imng  thinf. 
Crawling  on  earth,  or  moving  oo  the  winy. 
Or  man,  or  beaaC — alaa !  waa  nettber  there 
Nothing  that  breathed  of  lifie  in  earth  or  air  ; 
'Twaa  a  vast,  silent,  manaion  rich  and  gay. 
Whose  occupant  waa  drown*d  the  other  day  ; 
A  churchyard,  where  the  gayest  fl«>wera  oA 
Amid  the  melancholy  of  the  tomb; 
A  charnel-house,  where  all  the  human  raee 
Hail  pilinl  their  bones  in  one  wiilc  rrstinf-plact ; 
8adly  he  tuni*d  from  auch  a  aight  of  wo. 
And  aadly  aought  the  liieleaa  world  below. 


THE  OLD  MAX'S  CAROUSAL. 

DmrjrK  !  drink !  to  whom  ahall  we  drink  ? 
To  friend  or  a  mistress !     Come,  let  me  think ! 
To  thoae  who  are  absent,  or  thoae  who  are  hoc  ? 
To  the  dead  that  we  lovr<l,  or  the  living  alill  dear  t 
Alas !  when  I  look,  I  flnil  none  of  the  laaC  ! 
The  present  is  barren — let  *a  drink  to  the 


Come !  here  *s  to  the  girl  with  a  voice  i 
The  eve  all  of  fire  and  the  bosom  of  anow. 
Who  erewhile  in  the  davs  of  mr  Tooth  that  are  iad. 
Once  slept  on  my  boaom,  and  pillow*d  my  head ! 
Would  you  know  whereto  And  snch  a  delicate  privl 
€ro  aeck  in  yon  churehyard,  for  there  ahe 


And  here  *a  to  the  friend,  the  one  friend  of  nqr  jwMl^ 
With  a  head  full  of  geniua,  a  heart  fall  of  trvth. 
Who  traveird  with  me  in  the  aanahine  of  lifc^ 
And  stood  by  my  aide  in  ita  peace  and  ita  aliifc! 
Would  you  kni>w  where  to  aeek  a  bleaainf  aa  maf 
Go  drag  the  lone  aea,  you  may  find 


And  here*s  to  a  lirace  of  twin  cheruba  of 
With  hearts  like  their  mother's,  aa  pure  aa  thia 
Who  came  htit  to  aee  the  firat  act  of  the  pfaj, 
(trew  tin^l  of  the  scene,  and  then  both  went 
Would   you   know  where   thia  braea  of 

cherubs  have  hied  ? 
Go  aeek  them  in  heavt*n,  for  there  thej  ahida, 

A  bumper,  my  boys  *  to  a  gray-headed 

Who  watcheil  o'er  my  childhood  with 

Gotl  bless  them,  and  keep  them,  and  may  tbry 

down. 
On  the  heail  of  their  son,  without  tear,  sigh. 
Would  you  kn«>w  whom  I  drink  to  ?  go 

the  deiil. 
You  will  find  Itoth  their  namea  on  the 

their  hea«l. 


AimI  here** — but.  alas  *  the  good  wine  ia  no 
The  bottle  is  em|>tie«l  of  all  ita  bright  alore  ; 
Like  those  we  have  toasted,  ita  apirit  ia  fled. 
And  nothini;  is  left  of  the  licht  that  it  abed. 
Then,  a  bumper  of  tears,  boya!  the  banqoet 

emls. 
With  a  health  to  our  dead,  «noe  we've  no  livi^ 

frirnda. 
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Mm.  Allitoit  wu  bom  in  South  Carolina,  of  a 
family  which  has  contributed  some  eminent  namea 
to  our  annala,  thongh  none  that  aheda  more  luatre 
upon  the  parent  atock  than  hia  own.  When  very 
young,  by  the  adTice  of  phyaidana,  he  waa  aent  to 
Newport,  Rhode  laland,  where  he  remained  until 
be  entered  Hanrard  College  in  1796.  In  hii  boy. 
hood  he  delighted  to  listen  to  the  wild  tales  and 
traditions  of  the  negroea  upon  his  father'a  plantar 
tion;  and  while  preparing  for  college,  and  after 
hia  removal  to  Cambridge,  no  books  gave  him  so 
much  pleasure  aa  the  moat  marvellous  and  terrible 
creations  of  the  imagination.  At  Newport  he  be- 
came acquainted  with  Mixaoif  s,  the  painter,  and 
was  thus,  perhi^M,  led  to  the  choice  of  his  profes- 
sion. He  began  to  paint  in  oU  before  he  went  to 
Cambridge,  uid  while  there  divided  his  attention 
between  his  pencil  and  his  books.  Upon  being 
graduated  he  returned  to  South  Carolina,  to  make 
arrangements  for  proaecuting  his  studies  in  Ev* 
rope.  He  had  friends  who  offired  to  assist  him 
with  money,  and  one  of  them,  a  Scottish  gentle- 
man named  Bowxah,  who  had  seen  and  admired 
a  bead  which  he  had  painted  of  Peter  hearing  the 
cock  crow,  pressed  him  to  accept  an  annuity  of  one 
hundred  pounda  while  he  should  remain  abroad ; 
but  he  declined  it,  having  already  sold  his  paternal 
estate  for  a  sum  sufficient  to  defray  his  looked- 
for  expenses ;  and,  with  his  firiend  Malboits,  em- 
barked for  England  in  the  summer  of  1801. 

Soon  after  his  arrival  in  London,  he  became  a 
student  of  the  Royal  Academy,  then  under  the 
presidency  of  our  countryman,  West,  with  whom 
he  contracted  an  intimate  and  lasting  friendship. 
His  abilities  as  an  artist,  brilliant  conversation,  and 
gentlemanly  manners,  made  him  a  welcome  guest 
at  the  housee  of  the  great  painters  of  the  time ; 
and  within  a  year  from  the  beginning  of  his  resi- 
dence in  London,  he  waa  a  successful  exhibitor  at 
Somerset  Houae,  and  a  general  favourite  with  the 
most  distinguidied  members  of  his  profession. 

In  1804,  having  been  three  years  in  England, 
he  accompanied  JoHir  VA^rDKKLTir  to  Paris.  Af- 
ter passing  a  few  months  in  that  capital,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  Italy,  where  he  remained  four  years. 
Among  his  feUow^udents  and  intimate  asao- 
dates  here,  were  VANDsa.LT!r  and  the  Danish 
aculptor  TaoawALDSxir.  Another  friend  with 
whom  he  now  became  acquainted,  was  Colx- 
RID6K.  In  one  of  his  letters  he  says:  *<To  no 
other  man  do  I  owe  so  much,  intelUctuaUyt  as  to 
Mr.  CoLxaiDox,  with  whom  I  became  acquainted 
in  Rome,  and  who  has  honoured  me  with  his 
friendship  for  more  than  five-and-twenty  yeara. 
He  used  to  call  Rome  the  tiUnt  city  ;  but  I  never 
could  think  of  it  aa  such,  while  with  him ;  for 
meet  Htm  when  or  where  I  would,  the  fountain  of 
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hia  mind  was  never  dry,  but,  like  the  fiir-reaching 
aqueducts  that  once  supplied  this  mistress  of  the 
world,  its  living  stream  seemed  specially  to  flow 
for  every  classic  ruin  over  which  we  wandered. 
And  when  I  recall  some  of  our  walks  tmder  the 
pines  of  the  villa  Borgheae,  I  am  almost  tempted 
to  dream  that  I  had  once  listened  to  Plato  in  the 
groves  of  the  Academy." 

In  1809  Allstott  returned  to  America,  and 
was  soon  after  married  at  Boston  to  a  sister  of  Dr. 
CHAHiriire.  In  1811  he  went  a  aecond  time  to 
England.  His  reputation  as  a  painter  was  now 
well  established,  and  he  gained  by  his  picture  of 
the  **  Dead  Man  raised  by  the  Bones  of  Elisha'**  a 
prize  of  two  hundred  guineas,  at  the  British  In- 
stitution, where  the  first  artists  in  the  world  were 
his  competitors.  A  long  and  dangerous  illneaa 
succeeded  his  return  to  London,  and  he  removed 
to  the  village  of  Clifton,  where  he  wrote  « The 
Sylphs  of  the  Seasons,*'  and  some  of  the  other 
poems  included  in  a  volume  which  he  published  in 
1813.  Within  two  weeks  after  the  renewal  of  his 
residence  in  the  metropolis,  in  the  last^mentioned 
year,  his  wife  died,  very  suddenly ;  and  the  event, 
inducing  the  deepest  depression  and  melancholy, 
caused  a  temporary  suspension  of  his  labours. 

In  1818  he  accompanied  Lkslix  to  Paris,  and 
in  the  autumn  of  the  following  year  came  back  to 
America,  having  been  previously  elected  an  asso- 
ciate of  the  English  Royal  Academy.  In  1830 
he  married  a  sister  of  Richard  H.  Daita,  and 
the  remainder  of  his  life  waS  tranquilly  passed  at 
Cambridgeport,  near  Boston,  where  he  was  sur- 
rounded by  warm  and  genial  friends,  in  assiduous 
devotion  to  his  art  He  died  very  suddenly,  on 
the  night  of  the  eighth  of  July,  1843. 

As  a  painter  Allstoic  had  no  superior,  perhaps 
not  an  equal,  in  his  age.  He  differed  from  hia 
contemporaries,  as  he  said  of  Moxaldi,  «  no  less 
in  kind  than  in  degree.  If  he  held  any  thing  in 
common  with  others,  it  was  with  those  of  age« 
past,  with  the  mighty  dead  of  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury. From  them  he  had  learned  the  language  of 
his  art,  but  his  thoughts,  and  their  turn  of  expres- 
sion, were  his  own."  Among  his  principal  worka 
are  "  The  Dead  Man  restored  to  Life  by  Elisha  ;'* 
the  **  Angel  liberating  Peter  from  Prison;**  *<  Jacob'a 
Dream;"  "Elijah  in  the  Desert;"  the  "Trium- 
phant Song  of  Miriam ;"  "  The  Angel  Uriel  in  the 
Sun ;"  **  Saul  and  the  Witch  of  Endor;"  «  Spala- 
tro's  Vision  of  the  bloody  Hand ;"  <«  Gabriel  setting 
the  Guard  of  the  Heavenly  Host ;"  «  Anne  Page 
and  Slender ;"  "  Rosalie ;"  **  Donna  Marda  in  the 
Robber's  Cave ;"  and  "  Belshazzar'a  Feast,  or  the 

*  This  work  he  subteqaently  sold  to  the  Penntylvmuia 

Academy  of  Fine  Arts,  for  thirty-five  hundred  dollars. 
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Handwriting  OD  Um  WaU."  The  bit  work,  vpon 
whkh  he  had  been  'engaged  at  intenrala  for  neariy 
twenty  jeara,  he  left  unfiniahed. 

Beaidea  the  Tolume  of  poema  already  mentioned, 
and  many  ihort  pieces  which  have  ainoe  been  given 
to  the  public,  Mr.  ALLtTow  was  the  author  of 
«•  MovALDi/*  a  atory  of  extraordinary  power  and 
interest,  in  which  he  diaplays  a  deep  ■rnaibility  to 
beauty,  and  philoaophic  knowUnli^  of  human  paa- 
■on.  HewrotealaoaMriesof  diacourKaonait,and 
Tarioua  easayi  and  poems,  which  are  unpublished. 

Although  Allstojt  owed  his  chief  celebrity  to 
his  paintings,  which  will  preserve  for  his  name  a 
phure  in  the  list  of  the  greatest  artists  of  all  the 
nations  and  agea,  his  literary  woiks  akme  would 
have  given  htm  a  high  rank  among  men  of  geniua. 
A  great  painter,  indeed,  is  of  necessity  a  poet, 
though  he  may  lack  the  power  to  express  fittingly 
his  conceptions  in  language,  Allstox  had  in 
remarkable  perfection  all  the  faculties  required  for 
either  art  •*The  Hylphu  of  tlie  Hrasons,**  his 
longest  poem,  in  which  he  describes  the  aoeneiy 


of  Spring,  Bummer,  Autmiiii,  and  Wiiilv«  nad 
efiects  of  each  aeaaon  oo  the  mind, 
regarded    nature   with  a  cnriooa  cya, 
power  to  exhibit  her  beaotaaa  with  woodeHU  d 
tinctness  and  fitkUty.     «Tha  Two   FaiiHii^ 
an  admirable  satire,  intended  to  ridirab 
to  reach  perftrtitHi  in  one  eioeUency  in  fhm 
painting,  to  the  n<*glect  of  every  other;  the  • 
King'*  is  a  siiiguUu'ly  wild,  inu^iinativc  story ; 
nearly  all  his  minor  poems  are  stiikinft 
and  beautifuL    It  was  in  hia  paintinga, 
that  the  power  and  religiooa  grandeur  of  kaa 
gination  were  most  strongly  developed. 

When   this  work  waa  originally 
dedicated  it  to  Mr.  Allstox,  with  whom  I  had 
happiness  to  be  personally  acquainted, 
him  as  <«  the  eldest  of  the  Uving  poeta,  and  llw 
illustrious  of  the  iiainters**  of  our  country.    I 
the  dedication  in  this  edition,  as  an  ex 
the  admiration  and  reverence  in  which  I, 
who  knew  him,  continoe  to  bold  has 
character. 
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THE  PAINT  KING. 

Fira  Ellen  was  long  the  delight  of  the  young. 

No  damsel  rouM  with  hercimipsre;       [tongue. 
Her  charms  were  the  theme  of  the  heart  and  the 
And  bards  without  number  in  ecstasies  sung 
The  beauties  of  Ellen  the  fair. 

Yet  cold  was  the  mai<l ;  and  though  legions  ad  vmnccd, 

AU  driird  by  Ovidean  art. 
And  lanifuiMhM,  and  ogled,  protctited  and  danceil. 
Like  shatlDws  they  came,  mnA  like  shadows  they 

Fmm  the  hard  polishM  ice  of  her  heart  [glanced 

Yet  still  di<I  the  heart  of  (air  Ellen  implore 

A  aomething  that  could  not  be  found ; 
Like  a  ssilnr  she  seom'd  on  a  deaolste  shore. 
With  nor  house,  nor  a  tree,  nor  a  stmnd  but  the  roar 
Of  l>reakeni  high  dashing  around. 

From  object  to  object  still,  still  would  she  veer. 

Though  nothing,  alas,  could  she  find  ;       [clear. 
Like  the  m«>on,  without  atmospherr,  brilliant  and 
Yet  doomM.  like  the  moon,  with  no  liring  to  cheer 
The  bright  t^am'n  waste  of  her  mind. 

Bat  rather  than  sit  like  a  statue  so  ntill 

When  the  rain  made  her  mansion  a  ptmnd. 
Up  and  down  would  she  go,  like  the  sails  of  a  mill. 
And  pat  evrry  stair,  like  a  woiMlpecker*s  bill. 
From  the  tiles  of  the  roof  to  the  ground. 

One  mom,  as  the  maid  from  her  casement  inclined* 
Passed  a  youth,  with  a  frsme  in  his  hand. 

The  casement  she  closed — not  the  eye  of  her  miiid; 

For,  do  all  she  could,  no,  she  could  not  be  blind ; 
8tin  before  her  she  aaw  the  youth  sUnd. 


•  Ah,  what  can  he  do.**  aaid  tha  languishing 
*•  Ah.  what  with  that  frame  can  he  do  ?** 
And  she  knelt  to  the  goddess  of  secrets  and  pray*d. 
When  the  youtli  pass*d  again,and  again  he  dispiay*d 
l*he  frame  and  a  picture  to  view. 


) 


••  Oh,  beautiful  picture  !**  the  fair  Ellen 

•*  I  must  see  tliee  again  or  I  die.** 
Then  under  her  v^hite  chin  her  bonnet 
And  after  (he  youth  and  the  picture  she  hied. 

When  the  vtHiih.  looking  back,  met  Imt  cy«. 

-  Fair  damsel/*  ssid  he.  (and  be  chucklad  the  whit.) 

•«This  picture  I  see  vou  admire : 
Then  take  it  I  pray  you,  perhaps  *twill 
Borne  moments  uf  sorrow ;  (nay.  pardon  nry 

Or,  at  least  keep  you  home  by  the  ftre." 

Then  Ellen  the  gift  vrith  delight  and  snrpriaa 

From  the  running  young  stripling 
But  she  knew  not  the  poison  thiU  enter*d 
When  sparkling  with  rapture  they 

Thus,  alas,  are  fair  maidens  deceived ! 

T  was  a  vouth  oVr  tlie  form  of  a  statna 

And  the  srul|ttor  he  seem*d  of  the 
Yet  he  languishM  as  though  for  iu  beauty  he 
And  gated  as  the  eyes  of  the  statue  ao  blind 

Reflected  the  beams  of  lus  own. 


[ 


T  was  the  tale  of  the  sculptor  Pygmalion 

Fair  Ellen  remrmber'd  and  sigh*d ; 
«  Ah,  couklut  th»u  but  lift  (nwn  that  marf4eao 
Thine  eyes  tiM>  im|4oring,  thy  arms  4inald 
And  press  me  this  day  as  thy  bride.** 


She  said :  whm.  )«<h«»ld,  fitim  the  canvas 

The  youth,  aiitl  he  sirfipM  from  the 
With  a  fririous  tran«p(irt  his  arma  did 
The  love>pliiEhtr<1  Ellen :  and,  dating,  ha 
The  Mood  of  the  maid  with  his  iame! 


She  tum'd  and  lirheld  oo  each  shoulder  a 
-  Oh.  Ileavrii  !**  cried  she,  ••  who  art  thoa  ?* 

From  the  roof  to  the  ground  did  his  fteroa 
ring, 

Aa,  frimning.  he  tbumler'd  *•  I  am  the  Paiwt  Kiant 
And  mine,  lovely  maid,  thou  ait  now  !** 
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Then  high  fiom  the  gRNmd  dU  the  glim  moDiler  lift 

The  Vnu\  m  iwiniiif  imUl  ]i¥fi  ablael; 
And  he  iped  thnmi^  the  air  like  e  meteor  iwift, 
Whik  thecloiidi^wiKiid*riiigbj  hiin,did  fimrfoUydiift 
To  the  right  and  the  left  as  he  pavU 

Now  loddCTlj  doping  his  hurricane  ffight. 

With  an  eddying  whiri  he  descends ; 
The  air  all  below  htm  becomes  black  as  night, 
And  the  groand  where  he  treads,  as  if  moved  with 
Like  the  surge  of  the  Csspian,  bends,    [affiigfat, 

«<  I  am  here !"  said  the  fiend,  and  he  thundering 

At  the gaiesof  a  moimtainous  cave;     rknodLed 

The  gates  open  flew,  as  by  magic  unlock  d. 

While  the  peaks  of  the  mount,  reeling  to  and  fit). 

Like  an  island  of  ice  on  the  wave.  [rocked 

«  Oh,  mercy  !**  cried  Ellen,  and  swoon'd  in  his  arms, 
But  the  Pmrr-KiirG,  he  scoflTd  at  her  pain. 

«  Prithee,  love,"  said  the  monster,  «<  what  mean  these 
alarms!" 

She  hears  not,  she  sees  not  the  terrible  charms, 
That  woriL  her  to  horror  again. 

She  opens  her  lids,  but  no  longer  her  eyes 
Behold  the  fair  youth  she  would  woo ; 

Now  appears  the  PAiirr-KixG  in  lus  natural  guise; 

His  Cmsp^  like  a  palette  of  villanous  dyes. 
Black  and  white,  red  and  yellow,  and  blue. 

On  die  dcull  of  a  Titan,  that  Heaven  defied. 

Sat  the  fiend,  like  the  grim  giant  Gog, 
While  aloft  to  his  mouth  a  hugfa  pipe  he  applied. 
Twice  as  big  as  the  Eddystone  Lighthouse,  descried 
As  it  looms  through  an  easterly  fog. 

And  anoo,as  he  puff'd  the  vast  volumes,  were  seen. 

In  horrid  festoons  on  the  wall. 
Legs  and  arms,  heads  and  bodies  emerging  between. 
Like  the  drawing>room  grim  of  the  Scotch  Sawney 

By  the  Devil  dressed  out  for  a  balL        [Beane, 

«  Ah  me  !**  cried  the  damsel,  and  fell  at  his  feet, 

''Must  I  hang  on  these  walls  to  be  dried  V* 
«  Oh,  no !"  said  the  fiend,  while  he  sprung  fit>m  his 
«  A  fer  nobler  fortune  thy  person  shal  1  meet ;     [seat, 
Into  paint  will  I  grind  thee,  my  bride  !*' 

Then,  seixing  the  maid  by  her  dark  auburn  hair, 

An  oil  jug  he  plunged  her  within  ; 
Seven  days,  seven  nights,  with  the  shrieks  of  despair. 
Did  Ellen  in  torment  convulse  the  dun  air^ 

AH  covered  with  oil  to  the  chin. 

On  the  mom  of  the  eighth,  on  a  huge  ssble  stone 

Then  Ellen,  all  reeking,  he  laid ; 
With  a  rock  for  his  muller  he  crushed  every  bone. 
But,  though  ground  to  jelly,  still,  still  did  she  groan ; 

For  life  had  forsook  not  the  maid. 

Now  reaching  his  palette,  with  masterly  care 

Each  tint  on  its  surfeoe  he  spread ; 
"nie  blue  of  her  eyes,  and  the  brown  of  her  hair, 
And  the  pearl  and  the  white  of  her  forehead  so  fair, 

And  her  lips'  and  her  cheeks*  rosy  red. 

Then,  stamping  his  foot,  did  the  monster  exdaim, 

«  Now  I  brave,  cruel  feiry,  thy  scorn !" 
When  lo !  firom  a  chasm  wide-yawning  there  came 
A  li^t  tiny  chariot  of  rose-colour*d  flame, 
By  a  team  of  ten  glow-worms  upborne. 


Enthroned  in  the  midst  on  an  emerald  hri^t. 

Fair  (Seraldine  sat  without  peer ; 
Her  robe  was  a  gleam  of  the  first  blush  of  light. 
And  her  mantle  the  fleece  of  a  noon-clood  white, 

And  a  beam  of  the  moon  was  her  ipear. 

In  an  aoeant  that  stole  on  the  stiU  charmed  air 

Like  the  first  gentle  language  of  Eve, 
Thus  spake  fit>m  her  chariot  the  feiry  so  feir: 
**  I  come  at  the  call,  but,  oh  Paint-King,  beware, 
Beware  if  again  you  deceive." 

« 'T  is  true,"  said  the  monster,  *<  thou  <iueen  of  my 
Thy  portrait  I  oft  have  essay'd;  [Itstft, 

Yet  ne'er  to  the  canvas  could  I  with  my  art 
The  least  of  thy  wonderful  beauties  impart ; 
And  my  feilure  with  scorn  you  repaid. 

•<  Nowl  swear  by  the  light  of  the  comet-king's  tafl !" 

And  he  tower'd  with  pride  as  he  spoke, 
**  If  again  with  these  magical  colours  I  fell. 
The  crater  of  Etna  shall  hence  be  my  jaU, 
And  my  food  shall  be  sulphur  and  smoke. 

**  But  if  I  succeed,  then,  oh,  feir  Geraldine ! 

Thy  promise  with  justice  I  claim, 
And  thou,  queen  of  fairies,  shalt  ever  be  mine. 
The  bride  of  my  bed ;  and  thy  portrait  divine 

Shall  fin  all  the  earth  with  my  feme." 

He  spake ;  when,  behold,  the  feir  Geraldine's  form 
On  the  canvas  enchantingly  glow'd ; 

His  touches— they  flew  like  the  leaves  in  a  storm ; 

And  the  pure  pearly  white  and  the  carnation  warm 
Contending  in  harmony  flow'd. 

And  now  did  the  portrait  a  twin-sister  seem 

To  the  figure  of  Geraldine  feir : 
With  the  same  sweet  expression  did  feithfuDy  teem 
Each  muscle,  each  feature  ;  in  short  not  a  gleam 

Was  lost  of  her  beautiful  hair. 

T  was  the  fairy  herself!  but,  alas,  her  blue  eyes 

Still  a  pupil  did  ruefully  lack ; 
And  who  shall  describe  the  terrific  surprise 
That  seized  the  Paift-Kiho  when, behold,  he  dea- 

Not  a  speck  on  his  palette  of  black !  [cries 

« I  am  lost !"  said  the  fiend,  and  he  shook  like  a  leaf; 

When,  casting  his  eyes  to  the  ground. 
He  saw  the  lost  pupils  of  Ellen  with  grief 
In  the  jaws  of  a  mouse,  and  the  sly  little  thief 

Whisk  away  firom  lus  sight  with  a  bound. 

**l  am  lost !"  said  the  fiend,  and  he  fell  like  a  stone; 

Then  rising  the  fairy  in  ire 
With  a  touch  of  her  finger  she  looeen'd  her  zone, 
(While  the  limbs  on  the  wall  gave  a  terrible  groan,) 

And  she  swelled  to  a  column  of  fire. 

Her  spear,  now  a  thunder-bolt,  flash'd  in  the  air. 

And  sulphur  the  vault  fill'd  around : 
She  smote  the  grim  monster;  and  now  by  the  hair 
High-UfUng,  she  hurfd  him  in  speechless  despair 
Down  the  depths  of  the  chasm  profound. 

Then  over  the  picture  thrice  waving  her  spear, 

"  Come  forth  !'*  said  the  good  Geraldine ; 
When,  behold,  from  the  canvas  descending,  appear 
Fair  Ellen,  in  person  more  lovely  than  e*er, 
With  grace  more  than  ever  divine ! 
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THE  SYLPHS  OF  THE  SEASONS* 

A  voir*!  DUAM. 

Loire  has  it  been  my  &te  to  hear 
The  ■Uve  of  Mammon,  with  a  womtp 

My  indolence  reprore. 
Ah,  little  knowi  he  oif  the  care, 
The  toil,  the  hardiihip  that  I  bear 
While  loUini^  in  my  elbow-chair, 

And  aeemiiig  icaroe  to  more : 

For,  mounted  on  the  poet*8  steed, 
I  there  my  ceaseless  journey  speed 

0*er  mountain,  wood,  and  stream : 
And  oft,  within  a  little  day, 
Mid  comets  fierce,  't  is  mine  to  stray, 
And  wander  o*er  the  milky-way 

To  catch  a  poet's  dream. 

But  would  the  man  of  lucre  know 
What  riches  fVom  my  laliours  flow-* 

A  DBKAK  is  my  reply. 
And  who  for  wealth  has  erer  pined. 
That  had  a  world  within  his  mind. 
Where  every  treasure  he  may  find. 

And  joys  that  never  die ! 

One  night,  my  task  diurnal  done, 
(For  I  had  travelPd  with  the  sun 

0*er  burning  sands,  o*er  snows,) 
Fatigued,  I  sought  the  couch  of  rest ; 
My  wonted  prayer  to  Heaven  addreas'd ; 
But  scarce  had  I  my  pillow  press*d. 

When  thus  a  vision  rose :-» 

Methought,  within  a  desert  cave, 
Cold,  dark,  and  solemn  as  the  grave, 

I  suddenly  awoke. 
It  seem*d  of  sable  night  the  cell. 
Where,  save  when  from  the  ceiling  Call 
An  oozing  drop»  her  silent  spell 

No  sound  had  ever  broke. 

There  motionless  I  stood  alone, 
Like  some  strange  monument  of  stone 

Upon  a  barren  wild  ; 
Or  like  (so  solid  and  profound 
The  darkness  seem*d  that  wall'd  me  roand) 
A  man  that's  buried  under  ground, 

Where  pyramids  u€  piled. 

Thus  fix*d,  a  dreadful  hour  I  pass'd. 
And  DOW  I  heard,  as  from  a  blast, 

A  voiee  pronounce  my  name : 
Nor  long  upon  my  ear  it  dwelt. 
When  rouiid  me  *gan  the  air  to  mett. 
And  motion  once  again  I  felt 

Quick  circUng  o*er  my  frame. 

Again  it  callM ;  and  then  a  ray. 
That  seem*d  a  gunhing  fount  of  day, 

Acrois  the  cavern  siream'd. 
Hsl^eCmck  with  terror  and  delight, 
I  hail'd  the  little  Messed  Ught, 
And  foUow*d  till  my  aching  sight 

An  orb  of  darkn^^s  seem*<L 


Nor  long  I  felt  «he  blindinf  pain ; 
For  soon  upon  a  moqntain  ptein 

I  gazed  with  wonder  new. 
There  high  a  castle  rear'd  tta  hmd ; 
And  hi  below  a  region  spread. 
Where  every  season  «eem*d  to  ilMd 

Its  own  peculiar  hue. 

Now,  at  the  castle's  maasy  gate. 
Like  one  that's  blindly  uiged  bj  feto^ 

A  bugle-hom  I  blew. 
The  mountain-plain  it  shook  around. 
The  vales  retum'd  a  hoUow  sound. 
And,  moving  with  a  sigh  profoond. 

The  portals  open  flew. 

Then  entering,  from  a  glittering  hall 
I  heard  a  voice  seraphic  call. 

That  bade  me  ^  Ever  reign ! 
All  hail !"  it  said  in  accent  wild, 
**  For  thou  art  Nature's  chosen  child. 
Whom  wealth  nor  blood  has  e'er  «M^ttifj 

Hail,  lord  of  this  domain  !** 

And  now  I  pared  a  bright  saloon. 
That  seem'd  illumined  by  the  moon, 

80  mellow  was  the  light 
The  wall*  with  jeUy  darknees  teem'd. 
While  down  them  crystal  columns 
And  each  a  mountain  torrent  seem'd, 

Uigh-flashing  through  the  nighL 

Reared  in  the  midst,  a  double  throne 
Like  bumish'd  cloud  of  evening  shone ; 

While,  group'd  the  base  around. 
Four  damsela  stood  of  &iry  race ; 
Who,  turning  each  with  heavenly 
Upon  me  her  immortal  face, 

Transfix'd  me  to  the  ground. 


And  thus  the  foremost  of  the  train: 
**  Be  thine  the  throne,  and  thine  to 

O'er  ail  the  varying  year  ! 
But  ere  thou  rulest,  the  Fates 
That  of  our  chosen  rival  hand 
A  Sylph  shall  win  thy  heart  and 

Thy  sovereignty  to  share. 

•^  For  we,  the  sistere  of  a  birth. 
Do  rule  by  turns  the  subject  earth 

To  serve  ungrateful  man  ; 
But  since  our  varied  toils  impart 
No  joy  to  his  capricious  heart, 
ms  now  ofdaui'd  that  human  art 

Shall  rectify  the  plan." 


Then  spake  the  Bylph  of  Spring 
«*  'T  is  /  thy  joyous  heart,  I  ween. 

With  s}*mpathy  shall  move : 
For  I  with  living  melody 
Of  birds  in  choral  symphony. 
First  waked  thy  soul  to  poesy, 

To  piety  and  love. 

••  When  thou,  at  call  of  vernal 
And  beckoning  bough  of  budding 
Hast  left  thy  sullen  fire  ; 
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And  itrelch'd  tfaae  in  aome  xaomj  dell, 
And  heud  the  biowaing  wetlier's  bell. 
Blithe  echoes  rowing  fiom  their  cell 
To  swell  the  tinkling  choir : 

«  Or  heard  from  branch  of  flowering  thorn 
The  song  of  friendly  cackoo  warn 

The  tardy-moTing  swain ; 
Hast  bid  the  purple  swallow  hail ; 
And  seen  him  now  through  ether  sail, 
Now  sweeping  downward  o'er  the  vale, 

And  skimming  now  the  plain ; 

«  Then,  catching  with  a  sadden  glance 
The  bright  and  silver-clear  expanse 

Of  some  broad  river's  stream, 
Beheld  the  boats  adown  it  glide. 
And  motion  wind  again  the  tide. 
Where,  chained  in  ice  by  winter's  pride, 

Late  roU'd  the  heavy  team : 

«  Or,  lured  by  some  fresh-scented  gale 
That  woo'd  the  moored  fisher's  sail 

To  tempt  the  mighty  main, 
Hast  watched  the  dim,  receding  shore, 
Now  faintly  seen  the  ocean  o'er. 
Like  hanging  cloud,  and  now  no  more 

To  bound  the  sapphire  plain ; 

«  Then,  wrapt  in  night,  the  scudding  bark, 
(That  seem'd,  self-poised  amid  the  dark, 

Throu^  upper  air  to  leap,) 
Beheld,  from  thy  most  fearful  height. 
The  rapid  dolphin's  azure  light 
Cleave,  like  a  living  meteor  bright, 

The  darkness  of  the  deep: 

mT  was  mine  the  warm,  awakening  hand 
That  made  thy  grateful  heart  expand, 

And  feel  the  high  control 
Of  Him,  the  mighty  Power  that  moves 
Amid  the  waters  and  the  groves, 
And  through  his  vast  creation  proves 

His  omnipresent  souL 

«  Or,  brooding  o'er  some  forest  rill. 
Fringed  with  the  early  daffodil. 

And  quivering  inaiden-hair. 
When  thou  hast  mark'd  the  dusky  bed. 
With  leaves  and  water-rust  o'erspread. 
Thai  seem'd  an  amber  light  to  shed 

On  all  was  shadow'd  there ; 

«  And  thence,  as  by  its  murmur  call'd. 
The  current  traced  to  where  it  brawl'd 

Beneath  the  noontide  ray  ; 
And  there  beheld  the  checkered  shade 
Of  waves,  in  many  a  sinuous  braid. 
That  o'er  the  sunny  channel  play'd. 

With  motion  ever  gay  : 

**  'T  was  I  to  these  the  magic  gave. 
That  made  thy  heart,  a  willing  slave. 

To  gentle  Nature  bend ; 
And  taught  thee  how  with  tree  and  flower. 
And  whispering  gale,  and  dropping  shower. 
In  converse  sweet  to  pass  the  hour, 

As  with  an  early  friend : 


«  That,  mid  the  noontide,  sunny  htie 
Did  in  thy  languid  bosom  raise 

The  raptures  of  the  boy  ; 
When,  waked  as  if  to  second  birth. 
Thy  soul  through  every  pore  look'd  forth, 
And  gazed  upon  the  beauteous  earth 

With  myriad  eyes  of  joy : 

"  That  made  thy  heart,  like  HIS  above, 
To  flow  with  universal  love 

For  every  living  thing. 
And,  O  !  if  I,  with  ray  divine. 
Thus  tempering,  did  ihj  soul  refine. 
Then  let  ihj  gentle  heart  be  mine. 

And  bless  the  Sylph  of  Spring." 

And  next  the  Sylph  of  Summer  fair ; 
The  while  her  crisped,  golden  hair 

Half-veil'd  her  sunny  eyes : 
«  Nor  less  may  I  thy  homage  claim. 
At  touch  of  whose  exhaling  flame 
The  fog  of  Spring,  that  chill'd  thy  frame. 

In  genial  vapour  flies. 

«  Oft,  by  the  heat  of  noon  oppress'd 
With  flowing  hair  and  open  vest. 

Thy  footsteps  have  I  won 
To  mossy  couch  of  welling  gprot. 
Where  thou  hast  bless'd  thy  hfl|)py  lot. 
That  thou  in  that  delicious  spot 

Mayst  see,  not  feel,  the  sun : 

M  Thence  tracing  frt>m  the  body's  change. 
In  curious  philosophic  range. 

The  motion  of  the  mind ; 
And  how  from  thought  to  thought  it  flew. 
Still  hoping  in  each  vision  new 
The  fiury  land  of  bliss  to  view. 

But  ne'er  that  land  to  find. 

"  And  then,  as  grew  thy  languid  mood. 
To  some  embowering,  silent  wood 

I  led  thy  careless  way ; 
Where  high  from  tree  to  tree  in  air 
Thou  saw'st  the  spider  swing  her  snare. 
So  bright ! — as  if,  entangled  there. 

The  sun  had  left  a  ray  : 

^Or  lured  thee  to  some  beetling  steep. 
To  mark  the  deep  and  quiet  sleep 

That  wrapt  the  tarn  below ; 
And  mountain  blue  and  forest  green 
Inverted  on  its  plane  serene. 
Dim  gleaming  through  the  filmy  sheen 

That  glazed  the  painted  show ; 

«  Perchance,  to  mark  the  fisher's  skiff 
Swift  from  beneath  some  shadowy  cliff 

Dart,  like  a  g^st  of  wind ; 
And,  as  she  skimm'd  the  sunny  lake. 
In  many  a  playful  wreath  her  wake 
Far-trailing,  like  a  silvery  snake. 

With  sinuous  lengui  behind. 

<<Not  less,  when  hill,  and  dale,  and  heath 
Still  Evening  wrapt  in  mimic  death. 
Thy  spirit  trae  I  proved : 
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Around  thee  as  the  diifcneei  ilole^ 
Before  thy  wild,  creative  soul 
I  bade  each  fiury  ^iMoa  roll 
Thine  'vahDcj  had  kyved. 

••  Then  o'er  the  lilent,  aleeping  landt 
Thy  fiuicy,  like  a  magic  wand. 

Forth  caird  the  elfin  race  : 
And  now  around  the  fountain's  brim 
In  circling  dance  thej  gayly  skim; 
And  now  upon  its  surfice  swim. 

And  water-sptden  chase ; 

M  Each  circumstance  of  sight  or  sound 
Peopling  the  vacant  air  around 

With  visionary  life: 
For  if  amid  a  thicket  stirred, 
Or  flitting  bat,  or  wakeful  bird. 
Then  straight  thy  eager  &ncy  heud 

The  din  of  &iry  strife ; 

«*  Now,  in  the  passing  beetle's  hum 
The  elfin  army's  goblin  drum 

To  pigmy  battle  sound  ; 
And  now,  where  dripping  dew-drops  plash 
On  waving  grass,  thetr  bucklera  dash. 
And  now  their  quivering  lances  flash, 

Wid»<dealing  death  around: 

M  Or  if  the  moon's  efiiilgcnt  form 
The  passing  clouds  of  sudden  storm 

In  quick  suooesson  veil ; 
Vast  serpents  now,  their  shadows  glide. 
And,  couruig  now  the  mountain's  aide, 
A  band  of  giants  huge,  they  stride 

O'er  hill,  and  wood,  and  dale. 

M  And  still  on  many  a  service  rare 
Could  I  descant,  if  need  there  wave, 

My  firmer  claim  to  bind. 
But  rest  I  most  my  high  pretence 
On  that,  my  genial  influence. 
Which  made  the  body's  indolenoa 

The  vigour  of  the  mind." 

And  now,  in  accents  deep  and  low, 
Like  voice  of  fondly-chensh'd  wo, 

The  Sylph  of  Autumn  sad : 
•*  Though  /  may  not  of  raptures  sing. 
That  graced  the  gentle  song  of  Spring, 
Like  Summer,  playful  pleasures  bring. 

Thy  youthful  heart  to  glad ; 

••  Yet  still  may  I  in  hope  aspire 
Thy  heart  to  touch  with  chaster  flra, 

And  purifying  love : 
For  I  with  vision  hiffh  and  holy, 
And  spell  of  quickening  melancholy. 
Thy  soul  from  suMtmary  folly 

First  raised  to  worids  abova. 
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••What  though  be  mine  the 

Of  purple  grepe  and  yellow  pear, 

And  fruits  of  various  hiw. 
And  harvests  rich  of  golden  grain. 
That  danoe  in  waves  along  tlie  plaiB 
To  merry  soog  of  mping  swain. 

Beneath  the  welkin  bloa ; 


**  With  thaae  I  may  not  iiifa  mf  Ml 
Of  Summer's  patient  toil  the  Ml, 

For  mortal  puipoae  given  j 
Nor  may  it  fit  my  aobar  mood 
To  sing  of  sweetly  mnrmnring  floodt 
Or  dyes  of  many-coloured  wood. 

That  mock  the  bow  of  hcni 


•*  But,  know,  't  was  mine  the  aecrel 
That  wttk*d  thee  at  the  midnight  bow 

In  Meak  November's  reign  : 
T  was  I  the  »prll  around  thee  cast. 
When  thou  didst  hear  the  hollow 
In  murmurs  tcU  of  pleasures  past. 

That  ne'er  would  come  again : 


••  And  led  thee,  when  the  storm 
To  hear  the  sulli*n  ocean  roar. 

By  dreadful  calm  op^nm'd  ; 
Which  ftill,  though  not  a  breese 
Its  mountain-billovrs  heav*d  in  air. 
As  if  a  living  thing  it  were. 

That  strove  in  vain  for 


oW. 


••  T  was  I,  when  thou,  subdoed  by  wo^ 
Didst  watch  the  leaves  descending  slow. 

To  each  a  moral  gave  ; 
And  as  thry  romed  in  mournful  traim. 
With  rustling  sound,  alooir  the  plain* 
Taught  them  to  sing  a  seraph's  straia 

Of  peace  within  the  grave. 

••  And  then,  upraised  thy  streamii^  oy% 
I  met  thee  in  the  western  sky 

In  pomp  of  evening  cloud  ; 
That,  while  with  varying  form  it  rolTdt 
Some  wiiard's  castle  seem'd  of  gold. 
And  now  a  crimson'd  knight  of  old. 

Or  king  in  purple  proud. 

••And  last,  as  sunk  the  artting  son. 
And  Evening  with  her  shadows  dna 

The  gorgeous  pageant  past, 
*T  WM  then  of  life  a  mimic  show. 
Of  human  grandeur  here  below. 
Which  thu«  beneath  the  feul  blow 

Of  Death  must  fell  at  lasC 


I 


**  O,  then  with  what  aspirirur 
Didst  thou  tby  tranced  viiaon  raise 

To  yontW  ortw  on  hich. 
And  think  how  wondrous,  hiw 
"T  were  upwards  to  their  sphere*  to 
And  live,  hfvnnd  the  rvach  of  Time, 

Child  of  Eimiitv  r 


And  last  the  Sylph  of  Winter 
The  while  her  pirrrimr  voice  did 

The  castle-wnlts  below. 
••  O,  youth,  if  thou,  with  soul  refln*d» 
HssI  felt  the  triumph  pure  of  mind. 
And  learn *d  a  secret  joy  to  find 

In  deepest  scenes  of  wo ; 

••  If  e'er  with  fearful  eor  at  evo 
Hast  heard  the  waihnir  temp 

Through  chink  of  shsller'd  wall; 
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The  while  it  coDJure^  o'er  thy  bnin 
Of  wandering  gfaoste  a  mournful  traiiiy 
That  low  in  fitful  sobs  complain 
Of  Death*!  untiiiiely  call : 

«  Or  feeling,  as  the  storm  increaaedy 
The  love  of  terror  nenre  thy  breast, 

Didst  venture  to  the  coast ; 
To  see  the  mighty  war-ship  leap 
From  wave  to  wave  upon  the  deep. 
Like  chamois  goat  from  steep  to  steep. 

Till  low  in  valley  lost ; 

«<  Then,  glancing  to  the  angry  sky, 
Behold  the  clouds  with  fiiry  fly 

The  lurid  moon  athwart; 
Like  armies  huge  in  battle,  throng, 
And  pour  in  volleying  ranks  along. 
While  piping  winds  in  martial  song 

To  rushing  war  exhort : 

**  O,  then  to  me  thy  heart  be  given. 
To  me,  ordain*d  by  Him  in  heaven 

Thy  nobler  powers  to  wake. 
And  O  !  if  thou,  with  poet's  soul. 
High  brooding  o'er  the  frozen  pole, 
Hast  felt  beneath  my  stem  control 

The  desert  region  quake ; 

«Or  from  old  Heda's  cloudy  height, 
When  o*er  the  dismal,  half-year's  night 

He  pours  his  sulphurous  breath, 
Hast  known  my  petrifying  wind 
Wild  ocean's  curling  billows  bind. 
Like  bending  sheaves  by  harvest  hind. 

Erect  in  icy  death ; 

"Or  heard  adown  the  mountun's  steep 
The  northern  blast  with  furious  sweep 

•  Some  cliff  dissever'd  dash ; 
And  seen  it  spring  with  dreadful  bound 
From  rock  to  rock,  to  gulf  profound. 
While  echoes  fierce  from  caves  resound 
The  never-ending  crash : 

*<  If  thus,  with  tenor's  mighty  spell 
Thy  soul  inspired,  was  wont  to  swell. 

Thy  heaving  frame  expand ; 
0,  then  to  me  thy  heart  incline ; 
For  know,  the  wondrous  charm  was  mine. 
That  fear  and  joy  did  thus  combine 

In  magic  union  bland. 

"Nor  think  confined  my  native  sphere 
To  horrors  gaunt,  or  ghastly  fear, 

Or  desolation  vrild : 
For  I  of  pleasures  fair  could  sing, 
That  steal  from  life  its  sharpest  stingy 
And  man  have  made  around  it  ding, 

Like  mother  to  her  child. 

«  When  thou,  beneath  the  clear  blue  sky, 
So  calm,  no  cloud  was  seen  to  fly, 

Hast  gazed  on  snowy  plain, 
Where  Nature  slept  so  pure  and  sweet. 
She  seem'd  a  corse  in  winding-sheet. 
Whose  happy  soul  had  g^ne  to  meet 

The  blest,  angelic  train; 


«0r  mark'd  the  sun's  declining  ray 
In  thousand  varying  colours  play 

O'er  ice-incrusted  heath. 
In  gleams  of  orange  now,  and  green. 
And  now  in  red  and  azure  sheen. 
Like  hues  on  dying  dolphin  seen. 

Most  lovely  when  in  death; 

«0r  seen,  at  dawn  of  eastern  light 
The  frosty  toil  of  fays  by  night 

On  pane  of  casement  dear. 
Where  bright  the  mimic  glaciers  shine. 
And  Alps,  with  many  a  mountain  pine. 
And  armed  knights  from  Palestine 

In  winding  march  appear : 

«'Twas  I  on  each  enchanting  scene 
The  charm  bestow'd  that  banished  spleen 

Thy  bosom  pure  and  light 
But  still  a  nobler  power  I  claim ; 
That  power  allied  to  poets'  fame. 
Which  language  vain  has  dared  to  name— 

The  soul's  creative  might. 

« Though  Autumn  grave,  and  Summer  fiur, 
And  joyous  Spring  demand  a  share 

Of  Fancy's  hallow'd  power. 
Yet  these  I  hold  of  humbler  kind. 
To  grosser  means  of  earth  confined. 
Through  mortal  sense  to  reach  the  mmd. 

By  mountain,  stream,  or  flower. 

|<But  mine,  of  purer  nature  still. 
Is  tfuU  which  to  thy  secret  will 

Did  minister  unseen, 
Unfelt,  unheard ;  when  every  sense 
Did  sleep  in  drowsy  indolence. 
And  silence  deep  and  night  intense 

Enshrouded  every  scene ; 

«That  o'er  thy  teeming  brain  did  raise 
The  spirits  of  departed  days 

Through  all  the  varying  year ; 
And  images  of  things  remote. 
And  sounds  that  long  had  ceased  to  float. 
With  every  hue,  and  every  note, 

A.  Hving  now  they  were : 


«  And  taught  thee  from  the  motley 
Each  harmonizing  part  to  class, 

( Jiike  Nature's  self  employ'd ;) 
And  then,  as  work'd  thy  wayward  will, 
From  these,  with  rare  combining  skill. 
With  new-created  worlds  to  fill 

Of  space  the  mighty  void. 

**0  then  to  me  thy  heart  incline ; 
To  me,  whose  plastic  powers  combine 

The  harvest  of  the  mind  ; 
To  me,  whose  mas^c  coffers  bear 
The  spoils  of  all  the  toiling  year, 
That  still  in  mental  vision  wear 

A  lustre  more  refined." 

She  ceased — And  now,  in  doubtful  mood. 
All  motionless  and  mute  I  stood. 
Like  one  by  charm  oppress'd : 
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By  tonui  from  etch  to  etch  I  roved, 
Aoil  etch  bj  turns  agtin  I  lored; 
For  tget  ne'er  could  one  here  proved 
More  lorely  then  the  lett 

**  O  UesMd  bend,  of  birth  divine, 
Whet  mortel  teak  ie  like  to  miner— 

And  further  hed  I  epoke, 
When,  lo  !  there  pour'd  a  flood  of  light 
80  fiercely  on  my  aching  nght, 
I  fell  beneath  the  vision  bright. 

And  with  the  pain  awoke. 


AMERICA  TO  GREAT  BRITAIN.* 

All  hail !  thou  noble  land, 
Our  fathcm*  native  soil ! 
O  htri'tch  thy  mighty  hand, 
(■ii^untic  grown  by  toil, 
OVfthc  va<t  Atlantic  wave  to  our  ihore; 
For  thou,  with  magic  might, 
CaiiHt  reach  to  where  the  light 
Of  Pha'bui  traveU  bright 
The  world  o*er ! 

The  i^niua  of  our  clime. 

From  hi«  pine^mbattled  iteep, 
^hull  hail  the  ffreat  sublime ; 
While  the  Tritons  of  the  deep 
With  their  concha  the  kindred  league  shall  proclaim. 
Then  let  the  world  combine— 
OVr  the  main  our  naval  line. 
Like  the  milky-way,  shall  ahine 
Bright  in  fame ! 

Thoui^h  ages  long  have  paas'd 

Since  our  fathers  left  their  homti 
Tlirir  pilot  in  the  blast. 

O'er  untraveird  seas  to  roam,r— 
Yet  lives  the  blood  of  England  in  oar  veins ! 
And  Hhall  we  not  proclaim 
That  blo«Kl  of  honest  lame, 
M'hirh  no  tyranny  can  tame 
By  its  chains ! 

While  the  language  free  and  bold 
Which  the  hard  of  Avon  sung. 
In  which  our  Milton  told 

How  the  vault  of  heaven  rung, 
VThfu  Satan,  blasts].  frU  with  his  boat; 
While  this,  with  reverence  meet. 
Ten  thousand  echoes  ffiret. 
From  rock  to  rock  repeat 
Round  our 


W*hile  the  manners,  while  the  arts. 

That  mould  a  nation's  souL 
Still  cling  around  our  hearts, 
Between  let  ocean  roll. 
Our  joint  communion  breaking  with  the 
Vet,  still,  from  either  beach. 
The  voice  of  blood  shall  retch. 
More  audible  than 
«We  are  one!" 


*  Thto  pntm  wss  flrsi  pmJMtimi  In  Oolm 
kUIUM  Lbsvss,**  hi  IftlO. 


THE  SPANISH  MAID. 

Fm  wftrj  months  eweeC  laet  muDbcr^d 
From  that  unfiHlinf  bitter  day 
When  last  she  heard  the  tnunpeC  bnj 
That  caU*d  her  Udor  away— 

That  never  to  her  heart  hae  aluaber^d ; 


She  hears  it  now,  and  sees,  Ikr  hendinf 
Along  the  mountain's  misty  side. 
His  plumed  troop,  that,  waving  wide. 
Seems  like  a  rippling,  feathery  tide. 

Now  bright,  now  with  the  dim  aboce  bknding; 

She  hears  the  cannon's  deadly  rattle 
And  fancy  hurries  on  to  sbifr. 
And  hears  the  drum  and  screaming  ftfe 
Mix  with  the  last  sad  cry  of  life. 

O,  should  he— should  he  feU  in  battle! 

Yet  still  his  name  would  live  in  story. 
And  every  gallant  bard  in  Spain 
Would  flight  his  battles  o*er  again. 
And  would  not  she  for  such  a  strain 

Resign  him  to  his  country's  glory ! 

Thus  Inez  thought,  and  pluckM  the 
That  crew  upon  the  very  bank 
Whem  tint  her  ear  bewildered  drank 
The  plighted  vow — where  last  she 

In  that  too  bitter  parting  hour. 


But  now  the  sun  is  westward  sii 
And  soon  amid  the  purple  haie. 
That  showers  from  his  slanting  raya, 
A  thousand  loves  there  meet  her 

To  change  her  high  heroic  thinking. 


Then  hope,  with  all  its  crowd  of 
Before  her  flits  and  fills  the  air ; 
And.  deck*d  in  victory's  gforiooe 
In  vision  Isidor  is  there. 

Then  how  her  heart  mid  sadnest 


Yet  little  thought  she,  thus  foresCaninr 
The  coming  joy,  that  in  that  hour 
The  future,  like  the  coloured  shower 
That  seems  to  arch  the  ocean  o*cr. 

Was  in  the  living  present  falling. 

The  foe  is  »lain.     His  saUe  charger 
All  fleck M  with  foam  comes  bounding 
The  wild  Morena  rings  anon. 
And  on  its  brow  the  gallant  Don, 

And  gallant  hictd  grow  larger,  larger; 

And  now  he  nears  the  mountain-hoDow; 
The  flowery  bank  and  little  lake 
Now  on  his  startled  vision  bmk— 
And  Inei  there. — He*s  not  awak^— 

Ah,  what  a  day  this  dream  will  fellow! 


But  no—he  surely  is  not 

Another  minute  makes  it  clear. 
A  scream,  a  nish,  a  burning  tear 
From  Inei*  cheek,  dispel  the  fear 

That  bliss  like  his  ie  only  seeming. 
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ON    GREENOUGirS    GROUP    OF  THE 
ANGEL  AND  CHILD. 

I  trooD  alone ;  nor  word,  nor  other  sound. 
Broke  the  mute  soUtode  that  closed  me  round ; 
As  when  the  air  doth  take  her  midnight  sleep, 
Leaving  the  wintry  stars  her  watch  to  keep, 
So  slept  she  now  at  noon.     But  not  alone 
My  spirit  then :  a  light  within  me  shone 

That  was  not  mine ;  and  feelings  undefined, 
And  thoughts  floVd  in  upon  me  not  my  own. 
T  was  that  deep  mystery — for  aye  unknown — 

The  liTing  presence  of  another's  mind. 

Another  mind  was  there— the  gift  of  few — 

That  by  its  own  strong  will  can  all  that*s  true 

In  its  own  nature  unto  others  give. 

And  mingling  life  with  life,  seem  there  to  live. 

I  felt  it  now  in  mine;  and  oh !  how  fair, 

How  beautiful  the  thoughts  that  met  me  there — 

Visions  of  Love,  and  Purity,  and  Truth ! 
Though  form  distinct  had  each,they  seem'd,a8*twere, 
Imbodied  all  of  one  celestial  air — 

To  beam  for  ever  in  coequal  youth. 

And  thus  I  leam'd — as  in  the  mind  they  moved — 
These  stranger  Thoughts  the  one  the  other  loved ; 
That  Purity  loved  Truth,  because  't  was  true, 
And  Truth,  because  'twas  pure,  the  first  did  woo; 
While  Love,  as  pure  and  true,  did  love  the  twain ; 
Then  Love  was  loved  of  them,  for  that  sweet  chain 

That  bound  them  all.    Thus  sure,  as  passionless, 
Their  love  did  grow,  till  one  harmonious  strain 
Of  melting  sounds  they  seemM;  then,  changed  again, 

One  angel  form  they  took — Self-Happiness. 

This  angel  form  the  gifted  Artist  saw. 
That  held  me  in  his  spelL     'T  was  hifi  to  draw 
The  veil  of  sense,  and  see  the  immortal  race, 
The  Forms  spiritual,  that  know  not  place. 
He  saw  it  in  the  quarry,  deep  in  earth, 
And  stay*d  it  by  his  will,  and  gave  it  birth 

E*en  to  the  world  of  sense ;  bidding  its  cell, 
The  cold,  hard  marble,  thus  in  plastic  girth 
The  shape  ethereal  fix,  and  body  forth 

A  being  of  the  skies — with  man  to  dwell. 

And  then  another  form  beside  it  stood ; 
T  was  one  of  this  our  earth — though  the  warm  blood 
Had  from  it  pass'd— exhaled  as  in  a  breath 
Drawn  from  its  lips  by  the  cold  kiss  of  Death. 
Itf  little  **  dream  of  human  life"  had  fled ; 
And  yet  it  scem'd  not  numbered  with  the  dead, 

But  one  emerging  to  a  life  so  bright 
That,  as  the  wondrous  nature  o'er  it  spread. 
Its  very  consciousness  did  seem  to  shed 

Rays  from  within,  and  clothe  it  all  in  light. 

Now  touch'd  the  Angel  Form  its  little  hand, 

Turning  upon  it  with  a  look  so  bland. 

And  yet  so  full  of  majes^,  as  less 

Than  holy  natures  never  may  impress — 

And  more  than  proudest  guilt  unmoved  may  brook. 

The  Creature  of  the  Earth  now  felt  that  look, 

And  stood  in  blissful  awe — as  one  above 
^'ho  saw  his  name  in  the  Eternal  Book, 
And  Him  that  opeo'd  it;  e'en  Him  that  took 
The  Little  Child,  and  bless'd  it  in  his  luve. 

11 


SONNETS. 

ON  A  FALLING  GROUP  IN  THE  LAST  JUDO 
MENT  OP  MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

How  vast,  how  dread,  o'erwhelming  is  the  thought 
Of  space  interminable !  to  the  soul 
A  circling  weight  that  crushes  into  naught 
Her  mighty  faculties !  a  wond'rous  whole, 
Without  or  parts,  beginning,  or  an  end ! 
How  fearful  then  on  desp'rate  wings  to  send 
The  fancy  e'en  amid  the  waste  profound ! 
Yet,  bom  as  if  all  daring  to  astound. 
Thy  giant  hand,  O  Avgslo,  hath  hurl'd 
E'en  human  forms,  with  all  their  mortal  weight, 
Down  the  dread  void — fall  endless  as  their  fate ! 
Already  now  they  seem  from  world  to  world 
For  ages  thrown ;  yet  doom'd,  another  past. 
Another  still  to  reach,  nor  e'er  to  reach  the  last ! 


ON  REMBRANT:  OCCASIONED  BY  HIS  PICTURE 
OF  JACOB'S  DREAM. 

As  in  that  twilight,  superstitious  age. 

When  all  beyond  the  narrow  grasp  of  mind 

Seem'd  fraught  with  meanings  of  supernal  kind, 

When  e'en  the  learned  philosophic  sage. 

Wont  with  the  stars  thro'  boundless  space  to  range, 

Listen'd  with  reverence  to  the  changeling's  tale ; 

E'en  so,  thou  strangest  of  all  beings  strange ! 

E'en  so  thy  visionary  scenes  I  hail ; 

That  like  the  rambling  of  an  idiot's  speech. 

No  image  giving  of  a  thing  on  earth. 

Nor  thought  significant  in  reason's  reach, 

Yet  in  their  random  shadowings  give  birth 

To  thoughts  and  things  from  other  worlds  that  come, 

And  fill  the  soul,  and  strike  the  reason  dumb. 


ON  THE  PICTURKS  BY  RUBENS,  IN  THE  LUX- 
KMBOURG  GALLERY. 

There  is  a  charm  no  vulgar  mind  can  reach, 
No  critic  thwart,  no  mighty  master  teach ; 
A  charm  how  mingled  of  the  good  and  ill ! 
Yet  still  so  mingled  that  the  mystic  whole 
Shall  captive  hold  the  struggling  gaaer's  will, 
Till  vanquish'd  reason  own  its  full  controL 
And  such,  O  Rubeitb,  thy  mysterious  art. 
The  charm  that  vexes,  yet  enslaves  the  heart ! 
Thy  lawless  style,  from  timid  systems  firee, 
Impetuous  roiling  like  a  troubled  sea. 
High  o'er  the  rocks  of  reason's  lofVy  Terge 
Impending  hangs ;  yet,  ere  the  foaming  surge 
Breaks  o'er  the  bound,  the  refluent  ebb  of  taste 
Back  from  the  shore  impels  the  wat'ry  waste. 


TO  MY  VENERABLE  FRIEND  THE  PRESIDENT 
OF  THE  ROYAL  ACADEMY. 

From  one  unused  in  pomp  of  words  to  raise 
A  courtly  monument  of  empty  praise. 
Where  self^  transpiring  through  the  flimiqr  {nle, 
Betrays  the  builder's  ostentatious  guile. 
Accept,  O  West,  these  unaffected  laya, 
Which  genius  claims  and  grateful  justice  pays. 
Still  green  in  age,  thy  vig'rous  powers  impart 
The  youthful  freshness  of  a  blameleaa  heart  ; 
For  thine,  unaided  by  another's  pain, 
The  wiles  of  envy,  or  the  sordid  train 
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Of  wlfiahnaw,  has  been  the  manly  race 
Of  one  who  felt  the  purifying  grace 
Of  honett  &ine ;  nor  found  the  effort  Tain 
£*en  for  itself  to  lofc  thy  Mul-ennobling  art 


ON  8EEING  TIIK  PICTfRK  OF  iKOLUS*.  BY 
PI-U.IUKINO  TlBALDl. 

FrLL  well,  TiBALDi,  did  thy  kindred  mind 

The  mighty  •pcll  of  Bosaboti  own. 

Like  one  who,  reading  magic  wordu,  rrceivra 

The  gift  of  intercourite  with  worlds  unknown, 

*T  was  thine,  drci|ih*ring  Nature*M  mystic  leaves. 

To  hold  strange  converse  with  the  viewless  wind ; 

To  «ec  the  s|)irits,  in  imhodied  forms. 

Of  gales  and  whirlwinds,  hurricanes  and  sloniiB. 

For,  lo !  ohedieut  to  thy  bidding,  teems 

Fierce  into  sliape  their  stern,  relentless  lord : 

His  form  of  motion  ever-restless  seems ; 

Or,  if  to  rest  inclined  his  turbid  soul. 

On  Hecla*s  top  to  stretch,  and  give  the  word 

To  subject  winds  that  sweep  the  desert  pole. 


ON  THE  DFJiTH  OF  COLERIDGE. 

And  thou  ait  gone,most  lovcd,mosthonour*dFrieiid! 
No— never  more  thy  gentle  voice  shall  btend 
With  air  of  earth  iu  pure  ideal  tones 
Binding  in  one,  as  with  harmonious  tones. 
The  heart  and  intellect     And  I  no  more 
Ahall  with  thee  gaze  on  that  unfiithomM  deep, 
Ttie  human  soul;  as  when,  puxh^d  off  the  shore, 
Thy  my  Stic  bark  would  through  the  darkness  sweep, 
ItJM*lf  the  while  so  bright !     For  oft  we  seem*d 
As  on  some  starless  sea — all  dark  above, 
All  dark  below — yet  onward  as  we  drove. 
To  plouKti  up  li^ht  that  ever  round  us  stream*d. 
But  he  who  mouma  is  not  as  one  bereil 
Of  all  he  loved :  thy  living  truths  are  left. 


THE  TUSCAN  MAID. 

How  pleasant  and  how  sad  the  turning  tide 
Of  human  life,  when  side  by  side 
The  chikl  and  youth  begin  to  glide 
Along  the  vale  of  years ; 
The  pure  twin-being  for  a  Utile  space. 
With  lii;htiiome  heart  anti  yet  a  sraver  face. 
Too  young  for  wo.  though  not  for  tears. 

This  turning  tide  is  ra^iLi  v  k\  now ; 
The  time  is  mark'd  u|ii>n  her  brow  ; 
Now  ever%'  thought  ami  frrlini(  throw 
Their  sluuUiws  on  her  (»cc ; 
Aim)  so  are  every  thought  and  feeling  j^nnM, 
*T  were  hani  to  answer  wliethfr  heart  or  mind 
Of  either  were  the  lutive  place. 

The  things  that  onoe  she  love<l  are  still  the  same ; 
Yet  now  there  needs  another  name 
To  give  the  feeling  which  they  rUiiii, 
While  she  the  feeling  gives ; 
She  cannot  caH  it  gbdnesa  or  ilelight ; 
.\nd  yet  there  seems  a  richer,  lovelier  li^ht 
On  e*ea  the  hnnblesl  thing  that  hvea. 


She  sees  the  mottled  moth  oonw  flBiBi  k^p 
And  sees  it  sip  the  flowreC  nifh ; 
Yet  not,  as  once,  with  eager  cry 
She  grasps  the  pretty  thnif ; 
Her  thoughts  now  mingle  iriib  its  tnaqail 
80  poised  in  air,  as  if  on  air  il  alood 
To  show  its  gold  and  porpla  wiog. 


She  hears  the  bird  without  a 
But  rather  on  the  azure  air 
To  mount  and  with  it  wanler  ikara 
To  some  untrodden  laod ; 
As  if  it  told  lier  in  iU  happy  aoof 
Of  pleasures  strange,  that  never  eaa  bakaif 
To  aught  of  sight  or  touch  of  hand. 


Now  the  young  soul  her  mighty 
And  outward  tilings  around  Imt 
Pure  ministers  of  purer  lova. 
And  make  the  heart  her  hoow ; 
Or  to  the  meaner  senses  sink  a  slave. 
To  do  their  bidiling,  though  they  nadly 
Through  hateful  scenes  of  viee  to 


But  fascLiJiA,  thine  the  better  choiee; 
Thine  eyes  so  speak,  as  with  a  voice : 
Thy  heart  may  still  in  earth  rtjoiea 
And  all  iu  beauty  love ; 
But  no,  not  all  this  fair,  enchanting  eailb. 
With  all  iu  si)el!s.  ran  give  the  rapCore  birth 
That  waiu  thv  conscious  soul  above. 


Rn.^ALIE. 

O,  pora  u|M>n  my  soul  again 

That  sad,  unearthly  strain. 
That  seems  from  other  worlds  to 
Thus  falling,  falhng  from  afiur. 
An  if  some  melancholy  star 
H.id  minsled  with  her  light  her 

And  dri»{>|ied  them  from  the  Aia& 

No— never  caiiH*  frnm  aught  below 

ThiH  UM  ltxl>  o(  wo, 
Tliat  iiuken  uiy  h«  s't  to  overflow 
A«  from  a  thiUH^ntl  gushing  springp 
Vnknown  bi'f<^re  :  that  with  it ' 
This  n.im«le<M.  iiithi— if  UchC  il 

Thjt  wiU  the  world  I 


Fi»r  all  I  •••*•  around  me  wears 
The  hue  of  other  spheres; 
And  iMiriH  thill.;  lili*nt  of  smiles  and 
('onte-  tuHii  ilie  vrry  air  I  breathe. 
i  >.  iioihiiis.  *urv,  ilie  ttarv  beneath, 
Csii  iimx.1)  .1  «i  !:i(««  tikr  to  this 
S«i  lue  .iii:;i-Iic  Miss. 

St>.  .tt  tli.it  drriniv  hour  of  da¥, 
Wl.fii  I'll'  !.i*t  hneering  ray 
Si.»p«  on  thr  bii;he»t  duud  to  play^ 
So  tlmiiteht  the  gentle  RosALit 
A«  «Mi  hrf  niai'lf  n  reverr 
Fipit  All  th«'  •trim  of  him  who 
In  inu-ii'  til  !ier  souL 


LEVI  FRISBIE. 


[Bora  17S4.    DM  1B2.] 


Profvssor  Frisbix  was  the  son  of  a  lespect- 
tble  clergyman  at  Ipswich,  Masaachiuetts.  He 
iotered  Hairanl  UniTersity  in  1 798,  and  was  gradu- 
ited  in  1802.  His  father,  like  most  of  the  cler- 
^men  of  New  England,  was  a  poor  man,  and 
inable  fully  to  defray  the  costs  of  his  son's  edu- 
ation ;  and  Mr.  Fbisbis,  while  an  under-graduate, 
voTided  in  part  for  his  support  by  teaching  a 
chool  during  vacations,  and  by  writing  as  a  clerk, 
lis  friend  and  biographer.  Professor  Airnasws 
foRToir,  alludes  to  this  fact  as  a  proof  of  the 
ilsity  of  the  opinion  that  wealth  constitutes  the 
nly  aristocracy  in  our  country.  Talents,  united 
rith  correct  morals,  and  good  manners,  pass  un- 
uestioned  all  the  artificial  barriers  of  society,  and 


their  claim  to  distinction  is  recognised  more  wil- 
lingly than  any  other. 

Soon  after  leaving  the  university,  Mr.  Frikbte 
commenced  the  study  of  the  law ;  but  an  affection 
of  the  eyes  depriving  him  of  Uieir  use  for  the 
purposes  of  study,  he  abandoned  his  professional 
pursuits,  and  accepted  the  place  of  Latin  tutor  in 
Harvard  University.  In  1811,  he  was  made  Pro- 
fessor of  the  Latin  Language,  and  in  18.17,  Profes- 
sor of  Moral  Philosophy.  The  last  ofHce  he  held 
until  he  died,  on  the  19th  of  July,  1822.  He  was 
an  excellent  scholar,  an  original  thinker,  and  a 
pure-minded  man.  An  octavo  volume,  containing 
a  memoir,  some  of  his  philosophical  lectures,  and 
a  few  poems,  was  published  in  1823. 


%^^^*^^^^^*^^^'^*0*^*^^^^^^^^^^0^f^0^r^0^0^t^0^ 


A  CASTLE  IN  THE  AIR. 

I  'll  tell  you,  friend,  what  sort  of  wife, 
Whenever  I  scan  this  scene  of  life. 

Inspires  my  waking  schemes. 
And  when  I  sleep,  with  form  so  light. 
Dances  before  my  ravishM  sight. 

In  sweet  aerial  dreams. 

The  rose  its  blushes  need  not  lend, 
Nor  yet  the  lily  with  them  blend. 

To  captivate  my  eyes. 
Give  me  a  cheek  the  heart  obeys, 
And,  sweetly  mutable,  displays 

Its  feelings  as  they  rise ; 

Features,  where,  penave,  more  than  gay, 
Save  when  a  rising  smile  doth  play. 

The  sober  thought  you  see; 
Eyes  that  all  soft  and  tender  seem, 
And  kind  affections  round  them  beam, 

But  most  of  all  on  me; 

A  form,  though  not  of  finest  mould. 
Where  yet  a  something  you  behold 

Unconsciously  doth  please ; 
Manners  all  graceful  without  art, 
That  to  each  look  and  word  impart 

A  modesty  and  ease. 

But  still  her  air,  her  face,  each  charm 
Must  speak  a  heart  with  feeling  warm. 

And  mind  inform  the  whole; 
With  mind  her  mantling  cheek  must  glow, 
Her  voice,  her  beaming  eye  must  show 

An  all-inspiring  soul. 

Ah !  could  I  such  a  being  find, 
And  were  her  fate  to  mine  but  join'd 
By  Hymen's  silken  tie. 


To  her  myself^  my  all  I M  give, 
For  her  alone  delighted  live. 
For  her  consent  to  die. 

Whene'er  by  anxious  care  oppress'd. 
On  the  soft  pillow  of  her  breast 

My  aching  head  I  'd  lay ; 
At  her  sweet  smile  each  care  should  cease. 
Her  kiss  infuse  a  balmy  peace, 

And  drive  my  griefs  away. 

In  turn,  I'd  soften  all  her  care, 
Each  thought,  each  wish,  each  feeling 
share; 

Should  sickness  e'er  invade. 
My  voice  should  soothe  each  rising  sigh. 
My  hand  the  cordial  should  supply ; 

I  'd  watch  beside  her  bed. 

Should  gathering  clouds  our  sky  deform. 
My  arms  should  shield  her  from  the  stonn; 

And,  were  its  fury  hurl'd, 
My  bosom  to  its  bolts  I  'd  bare ; 
In  her  defence  undaunted  dare 

Defy  the  opposing  world. 

Together  should  our  prayers  ascend; 
Together  would  we  humbly  bend, 

To  praise  the  Almighty  name; 
And  when  I  saw  her  kindling  eye 
Beam  upwards  in  her  native  sky. 

My  soul  should  catch  the  flame. 

Thus  nothing  should  our  hearts  divide. 
But  on  our  years  serenely  glide. 

And  all  to  love  be  given ; 
And,  when  life's  little  scene  was  o'er. 
We  'd  part  to  meet  and  part  no  more, 

But  live  and  love  in  heaven. 
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SAMUEL    WOODWORTH. 


(Bw%  mi.    Dw4,  IMI.1 


Ml.  WooDwoETH  Wit  a  native  of  Scituate,  in 
MaanchimetiiL  After  leamini^  in  a  country  town 
the  ait  of  pnnting,  be  went  to  New  York,  where 
be  waa  editor  of  a  newspaper  dorinff  our  aerond 
war  with  England.  He  suhae^uently  puMiahed 
a  weekly  miaoellany  entitled  **Tbc  Ladiea*  Lite- 
rary Gaiette,"  and  in  1823.  amociaU'd  with  Mr. 
Geoeob  p.  Moaaift,  he  eataUiahcd  «*The  New 
Yorii  Mirror/*  long  the  mont  po|»ular  journal  of 
literature  and  art  in  thin  country.  For  aeveral 
years  before  his  death  he  v^as  an  invalid,  and  in 
this  iieriod  a  large  numlier  of  the  lending  gi'ntk> 
men  of  New  York  acted  as  a  coiumitti'e  f«»r  a 
complimentary  liencfit  given  for  him  at  the  Pork 
Theatre,  the  procetNln  of  which  made  more  plea- 
sant his  closing  dayiu  He  died  in  the  month  of 
I>ecemU-r,  1842.  in  the  fifty-seventh  year  of  his 
age.  much  respected  by  all  who  knew  him,  for  his 


modenty  and  integrity  as  well  m  tot  hm  Vtmmf 
abilitiea. 

Mr.  WooDwoBTH  wrote  many  pieeaa  ftr  At 
atage.  which  had  a  temporary  popubrily,  and 
or  three  volumt's  of  aonga.  odea,  and  odicr 
relating  chiefly  to  aubjecta  of  rural  and 
life.      He  dwelt  alwaya  with  dehght 
scenes  of  his  chiklhood.  and  lamented  diat  he 
com|ie!le«l  to  make  hia  home  amid  the  rtrifc 
tumult  of  a  city.    He  waa  the  poet  of  the  «■( 
mon  people.**  and  waa  happy  in  the  brivf 
**  The  Bucket'*  was  read  by  multitodea  who 
heard  iif  **  l*hanat4>|Mift.**     Some  of  his 
aTtuiiily  much  mt^rit,  in  their  way.  and  a 
might  lie  made  fr(»m  his  voluminous  writanyi 
would  be  xrry  honourable  to  his  talenta  and 
feelings.     There  has  been  no  recent  edilioo  of  i 
of  bis  works. 


I 


THE  BITKET. 

How  dear  to  this  heart  are  the  aceneaof  my  childhood. 

When  fond  ivcoUection  prrsenta  them  to  view! 
The  orchanl.  the  meadow,  the  de>e|>-tsnsled  wiki wood. 

And  every  kived  spot  which  my  infancy  knew ! 
Tlie  wid<,Mipn*ailing  |khu1.  and  the  mill  that  stood  by  it, . 

The  bridge,  and  the  rock  where  the  catanu  t  f4-!I. 
The  cot  of  my  father,  tlu'  dairy-hou!ii'  niub  it, 

And  e*en  the  rude  bucket  that  hung  in  tlie  well — 
Tlie  okl  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  liucket, 
'Ilie  muaa-cover*d  bucket  which  hung  in  the  well. 


THE  NEEDLE. 

The  gay  Utiles  of  faiJiion  may  boaat  of  csi 

In  waltz  t>r  cotillion,  at  whist  or  quadriOa; 
And  tieek  admiration  by  vauntingly  teUii^ 

i  H  ilrawing,  and  painiing.  and  muacal  aki 
But  cive  me  the  fair  one,  in  counliy  or  dtj, 

Whfitie  home  and  its  ilutiea  are  dear  to  her 
Wb<i  rhe«  rtully  wari>lea  some  ruatical  ditty. 

While  pivmg  the  needle  with  eiquisile  mL 
The  bricht  little  ne<^lle — tlie  s«ifl-flying 

The  needle  directnl  h\  heautv  and 


That  moiia-cover*d  veaael  I  haird  as  a  treasure. 

For  often  at  noon,  when  n'tuni'd  fnnn  the  field, 
I  finind  it  the  source  of  an  exquifiite  filensure. 

The  purent  ainl  nwi-etent  that  nature  can  \-ielil. 
How  anient  I  seiznl  it.  with  hantisthut  were  gltiwrni;. 

And  quick  to  the  whiti^|M*bbled  Uiltum  it  fell ; 
Then  soon,  with  the  embl**m  of  tnith  o%erflowing. 

And  dripping  with  coi>l neiit.it  ri>«ii'  fnnn  the  well— 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  inm-lMuind  bucket. 
The  moes-cover'd  bucket,  anne  frurii  the  ne!L 

Hi»w  sweet  from  the  green  niiwisy  l»rim  to  rrreivr  it. 

As  poiNpd  on  the  curb  it  inclineil  to  my  li|Hi! 
Not  a  full  blushing  goblet  could  tem|*t  me  to  leave  it. 

The  lirightest  that  beauty  or  revelry  i>i{M. 
And  now.  for  remov*ed  from  the  li)\e«l  haltitatiiHi. 

The  tear  of  rrgrK  will  intrusively  swell,  ' 

As  fanry  reverts  to  my  father's  plantatiitn,  ' 

And  sighs  for  the  bucket  that  hannpi  in  the  well — 
Tiie  old  oaken  bucket,  the  inHi-b<Hind  bucket. 
Tlu*  nio«s-cover*d  bucket  that  hangs  in  the  well ! 


If  I^o^e  ha\e  a  potent,  a  magical  token, 
A  tolioinon,  ever  n'«ii4less  ami  tiw 

A  charm  th^t  i*  never  e%aded  or  broken, 
A  witcherv  certain  tli«*  heart  to  aubdne 

m 

*Tif<  thi't — and  hii  armoury  never  has  fanuih'd 
So  ki'cn  ami  uni-rrinc.  i*r  |Ki|i«h*d  a  dait ; 

I^-t  Beauty  dinvt  it,  so  inMntetl  and  bumiah*d» 
AihI  Oh !  it  in  tvrtain  of  touching  the 

The  tiHitht  little  neeille — the  awift-flying 
The  mttlle  dirixird  by  beauty  and  afL 


Be  wiiv,  then,  ye  maiilena,  nor  seek 

By  dressing  for  ctrnqueat,  and 
You  netrr.  wh.it4'*er  Ir  yiiur  fortune  or 

Appear  half  s>>  lo«ely  at  rout  or  at  ball. 
As  eaily  conveiH'd  at  a  work-rover*d  taUe* 

Korh  cheert'ully  active  and  playing  her  pMrt* 
Befruilmff  the  ta"k  with  a  sitnir  or  a  bble, 

Arwl  |ilyin'z  the  neeille  with  eiqniaiie  art. 
The  bricht  little  nenlle — the  awift-iying 

The  neeille  dire«'ted  by  beanty  and  art. 

M 


JOHN  PIERPONT. 


(Bora  1781] 


Ths  author  of  the  «Aira  of  Palestine/'  is  a 
natiTe  of  Litchfield,  Connecticut,  and  was  bom  on 
the  sixth  of  April,  1 785.  His  great^randfikther,  the 
Rererend  Jamss  Pibjipokt,  was  the  second  minis- 
ter of  New  Haven,  and  one  of  the  founders  of  Yale 
College ;  his  grandfather  and  his  father  were  men 
of  intelligence  and  integrity;  and  his  mother, 
whose  maiden  name  was  Elizabeth  Collivs, 
had  a  mind  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  religious 
sentiment,  and  was  distinguished  for  her  devotion 
to  maternal  duties.  In  the  following  lines,  from 
one  of  his  recent  poems,  he  acknowledges  the  in- 
fluence of  her  example  and  teachings  on  his  own 
character: 

^  Slie  led  me  first  to  Ck>d ; 
B*t  words  and  prayers  were  my  young  spirit's  dew. 

For,  when  she  used  to  leave 

The  fireside,  every  eve, 
I  knew  it  was  for  prayer  tbat  she  withdrew. 

**T1iat  dew,  that  blesi'd  my  youth}-^ 

Her  holy  love,  her  truth. 
Her  epirit  of  devotion,  and  the  tears 
,    That  she  could  not  suppress, — 

Hath  never  ceased  to  bless 
My  soul,  nor  will  it,  through  eternal  yean. 

*-  How  oAen  has  the  thought 

Of  my  moum'd  mother  brought 
Peace  to  my  troubled  epirit,  and  new  power 

The  tempter  to  repel ! 

If  other,  thou  knowest  well 
That  ihoa  hast  blessed  me  since  thy  mortal  hour !" 

Mr.  PixBPOirr  entered  Tale  College  when  fifteen 
years  old,  and  was  graduated  in  the  summer  of 
1804.  During  a  part  of  1805,  he  assisted  the 
Reverend  Doctor  Backus,  in  an  academy  of  which 
he  was  principal  previous  to  his  election  to  the 
presidency  of  Hamilton  College ;  and  in  the  au- 
tumn of  the  aame  year,  following  the  example  of 
many  young  men  of  New  England,  he  went  to 
the  southern  states,  and  was  for  nearly  four  years 
a  private  tutor  in  Uie  fiimily  of  Colonel  William 
Allstoit,  of  South  Carolina,  spending  a  portion 
of  his  time  in  Charleston,  and  the  remainder  on 
the  estate  of  Colonel  Allstok,  on  the  Waccamaw, 
near  Georgetovm.  Here  he  commenced  his  legal 
studies,  which  he  continued  after  his  return  to  his 
native  state  in  1809,  in  the  school  of  Justices 
Rests  and  Gould;  and  in  1812,  he  was  ad- 
mitted to  the  bar,  in  Essex  county,  Massachusetts. 
8oon  ailer  the  commencement  of  the  second  war 
with  Great  Britain,  being  appointed  to  address 
the  Washington  Benevolent  Society  of  Newbu- 
ryport,  his  place  of  residence,  he  delivered  and 
afi^rward  published  **The  Portrait,"  the  earliest 
of  the  poems  in  ^e  recent  edition  of  his  works. 

In  consequence  of  the  general  prostration  of 
business  in  New  England  during  the  war,  and  of 


his  health,  whidi  at  this  time  demanded  a  more 
active  life,  he  abandoned  the  profession  of  law, 
and  became  interested  in  mercantile  transactions, 
first  in  Boston,  and  afterward  in  Baltimore ;  but 
these  resulting  disastrously,  in  1816,  he  sought  a 
solace  in  literary  pursuits,  and  in  the  same  year 
published  "The  Airs  of  Palestine."  The  first 
edition  appeared  in  an  octavo  volume,  at  Balti- 
more ;  and  two  other  editions  were  published  in 
Boston,  in  the  following  year. 

The  "Airs  of  Palestine"  is  a  poem  of  about 
eight  hundred  lines,  in  the  heroic  measure,  in  which 
the  influence  of  music  is  shown  by  examples,  prin- 
cipally from  sacred  history.  The  religious  sub- 
limity of  the  sentiments,  the  beauty  of  the  language, 
and  the  finish  of  the  versification,  placed  it  at  once, 
in  the  judgment  of  all  competent  to  form  an  opinion 
on  the  subject,  before  any  poem  at  that  time  pro- 
duced in  America.  As  a  work  of  art,  it  would  be 
nearly  faultless,  but  for  the  occasional  introduction 
of  double  rhymes,  a  violation  of  the  simple  dignity 
of  the  ten-syllable  verse,  induced  by  the  intention 
of  the  author  to  recite  it  in  a  public  assembly. 
He  says  in  the  preface  to  the  third  edition,  that  he 
was  "aware  how  difficult  even  a  good  speaker 
finds  it  to  rehearse  heroic  poetry,  for  any  length 
o^time,  without  perceiving  in  his  hearers  the 
somniferous  effects  of  a  regular  cadence,"  and 
"the  double  rhyme  was,  therefore,  occasionally 
thrown  in,  like  a  ledge  of  rocks  in  a  smoothly 
gliding  river,  to  break  the  current,  which,  without 
it,  might  appear  sluggish,  and  to  vary  the  melody, 
which  might  otiierwise  become  monotonous."  The 
following  passage,  descriptive  of  a  moonlight  scene 
in  Italy,  will  give  the  reader  an  idea  of  its  manner : 

"  On  Amo*s  boenm,  as  he  calmly  flowe. 
And  his  cool  arms  round  Vallombroes  thrnwe. 
Rolling  hie  crystal  tide  through  classic  vales, 
Alone, — at  night,— the  Italian  boatman  aail*. 
Hlfh  n*er  Mont*  Alto  walks,  in  maiden  pride, 
Night's  queen ;— be  tees  her  image  on  tiiat  tide, 
Now,  ride  the  wave  ttiat  curls  its  infitnt  crest 
Around  his  prow,  tlien  rippling  sinlts  tn  rest ; 
Now,  glittering  dance  around  his  eddying  oar. 
Whose  every  sweep  is  echo'd  from  the  shore ; 
Now,  far  l>efnre  him,  on  a  liquid  l>ed 
Of  wavelei^B  water,  rest  her  radiant  head. 
How  mild  the  empire  of  that  virgin  queen ! 
How  dark  the  mountain's  shade !  how  still  the  scenel 
Hnsh'd  by  her  silver  sceptre,  zephyrs  sleep 
On  dewy  leaves,  that  overhang  the  deep, 
Nor  dare  to  whimper  through  the  Imughs,  nor  stir 
The  valley's  willow,  nor  the  mountain's  flr. 
Nor  make  the  pale  and  breathless  aspen  quiver. 
Nor  brush,  with  ruffling  wind,  that  glassy  river. 

"  Hark !— 't  is  a  convent's  bell :  its  midnight  chime  ; 
For  music  measures  even  the  march  of  time  : — 
O'er  bending  trees,  thai  fringe  the  distant  shore} 
Oray  turrets  rise  : — the  eye  can  catch  no  more. 
The  boatman,  listening  to  thp  tolling  bell, 
Suspends  his  oar :— a  low  and  solemn  swell, 
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From  tlM  deep  tlMde,  that  round  the  clolflter  ltoS| 
RoIIii  thruuf  h  the  air,  and  on  the  water  die*. 
What  nieltinf  eong  wake*  the  cold  ear  of  Nlihtf 
A  Mineral  dirie,  that  pale  nuna,  robed  In  whhey 
(*bant  round  a  tister't  dark  and  narrow  bed. 
To  charu  the  parting  eplril  of  the  dead. 
Triumphant  la  the  tpell !  whh  raptured  ear. 
That  uncagiMl  Kptrit  hovering,  lingrrt  near ;— 
Why  Rhould  she  mount  f  why  pant  fur  brighter  Uin  f 
A  lovelier  ecene,  a  sweeter  aong,  than  thu  !*' 

Soon  afWr  the  publication  of  the  **  Air«  of  Pain- 
tine,**  Mr.  PiKBro^T  entered  aeriou^ly  upon  the 
study  of  thei>Iogy,  first  by  himself,  in  BaJtimore, 
and  aflorward  us  a  member  of  the  theological 
school  connected  with  Harvard  College.  He  left 
that  seminary  in  Ortolier,  1818,  and  in  April,  1819, 
was  onluined  as  minister  of  the  HoUis  Street  Uni- 
tari.ui  (yhurt'h,  in  Boston,  as  succesMor  to  the  Re- 
verend Doctor  HoLLET,  who  had  recently  been 
elected  to  the  presidency  of  the  Transylvania  Uni- 
versity, in  Kentucky. 

In  1835  and  1836,  in  consequence  of  impaired 
health,  he  s))ent  a  year  abroad,  itasaing  thn)ugh 
the  principal  cities  in  England,  France,  and  Italy, 
and  extending  his  tour  into  the  East,  visiting 
Smyrna,  the  ruins  of  Ephesus,  in  Asia  Minor, 
Constantinople,  und  Athens,  Corinth,  and  some 
of  the  other  cities  of  (i reece ;  of  his  travels  in 
which,  traces  will  occasionally  be  found  in  some 
of  the  short  poems  which  he  has  written  since  his 
rvtum. 

Mr.  PiKaro!iT  has  written  in  almoat  every  metre, 


and  many  of  bb  hymna,  odea,  and  other  fariaf] 
are  remarkably  spirited  and  meludma. 
ral  of  them,  distinguished  alike  fur  corru  of 
thought  and  language,  were  educed  by  ctchU  eoi^ 
nected  with  the  moral  and  religioua  enterpriaea  ef 
the  time,  neariy  all  of  which  are  indrfaled  1o  hm 
constant  and  earnest  advocacy  ibr  mnch  «f 
prosperity. 

In  the  preface  to  the  colleetion  of  his  pocoM 
lished  in  1 840,  he  says,  **  It  gives  a  tnic,  thoufk  •■ 
all  too  feeble  expression  of  the  author^s  feeliaf  aad 
faith.— of  his  love  of  right,  of  frwdom,  aiid  nea, 
and  of  his  correspoiulent  and  moat  bcaHj  hativd 
of  every  thing  that  is  ut  war  « ith  tliem ;  aad  of 
his  faith  in  the  providence  and  grariinia  pcomi— 
of  God.  Nay,  the  liook  i«  published  as  an  eipw»- 
sion  of  his  faith  in  man;  his  faith  that  evnj  baa, 
written  to  rebuke  high-handed  or  mider-haodsid 
wrong,  or  to  ket- p  ali\T  the  fires  of  civil  and  idi- 
giotu  Uberty, — written  for  solace  in  afBirtinn,  far 
sup|)ort  under  trial,  or  as  an  expmwion,  or  Ibr  the 
excitement  of  Chriiitiaii  |utriotii»ni  or  drvoCioa;  or 
even  with  no  higher  aim  than  to  throw  a  litllr 
sunKhine  into  the  chauilier  of  tlie  spirit,  whiW  il 
is  going  through  M>rne  of  the  weari«>me  paMafes 
of  hfe*K  hiittiiry. — will  be  ni-eixed  as  a  proof  of 
the  writ4>r*s  intcnM  in  the  wr!Cire  of  his  CfIIow- 
men,  of  his  desire  to  serve  them,  and  consequently 
of  his  claim  ui)i>n  thetn  for  a  charitable  jodgmenl, 
at  least,  if  not  even  for  a  respectful  and  gfitcM 
remembrance.** 


^^^^*^^^^^*0^^^^'^0^f^f^^>^^^f^r^r^f^ 


••PASSING  AWAY." 

Was  it  the  chime  of  a  tiny  bell. 

That  came  no  sweet  to  my  dreaming  ear,— 
Like  the  silvery  tones  of  a  fairy's  shell 

That  he  winds  on  the  beach,  so  mellow  and  clear. 
When  the  uiiul-  niul  the  waves  lii*  l«»gether  asleejn 
And  the  mi^ni  and  the  fairy  are  watching  the  dee|>. 
She  di«|ien<(iti'^  her  silvery  light. 
And  he,  hi?*  ni>tes  a:«  silvery  quite. 
While  the  boatman  listens  and  shi|M  his  oar. 
To  catch  the  music  that  coiues  from  the  shore  ?— 

Hark  !  t!ie  notes,  ot\  my  ear  that  pl'iv. 

Arc  set  to  w<tnU : — as  they  fliKit.  they  say. 
*•  Passing  away !  pacing  away  !*' 

But  no;  it  was  mU  a  flunk's  •>hell, 

Blown  on  the  Iteach,  s«i  mellnw  and  clear ; 
Nor  was  it  the  tongue  of  a  si|\er  bell, 
Strikmg  the  hour,  that  filPd  my  ear. 
A*\  Uv  in  mv  dream ;  vet  was  it  a  chime 
Ttut  told  of  the  flow  of  the  stream  of  time. 
For  :i  U'autiful  clock  from  the  ceiling  hung. 
An  I  a  plump  little  girl,  i«ir  a  pemlulum.  Mwung; 
f  As  you'%e  Miiiietimea  seen,  in  a  little  ring 
Thai  lungs  in  hi*  cage,  a  (*anary  bird  swing ;) 
.\nd  fhe  held  to  her  lK>«>m  a  ttudding  Utuquet, 
And,  d»  i»hi-  enji»\*d  it,  klie  seeui'd  to  say. 
**  Passing  away !  (lossing  away  !** 


O,  how  bright  were  the  wheels,  that  told 

Of  the  b|Me  of  time,  as  they  moved  roond  riflw! 
And  the  hantis,  as  they  swe|it  o*er  the  dial  of  foU, 

Se«>med  to  point  to  the  girl  Ulow. 
And  lo !  she  had  changed : — in  a  few  4ioft 
Her  bouquet  hail  lieconie  a  garlan«l  uf  fkmn 
That  she  heki  in  her  outrtretcheil  handa,  and 
This  way  and  that,  as  i4i«'.  dancing,  awonf 
In  the  fulness  of  grace  and  womanly  pride. 
That  toKl  me  she  soon  was  to  be  a  bride  ;^ 
Yet  then,  when  exfiecting  her  hapfMt  day. 
In  the  same  nwet-t  voice  I  heard  her  aav, 

••  Pos-ing  away !  passing  away!" 


While  I  gazeil  at  that  fair  one's  cheek,  a 
Of  thoiieht.  or  care.  sti»le  si>fUy  oi%fr. 
Like  that  Itv  a  cluud  in  a  nummer's  dav 
I       lMii>king  down  on  a  fieM  of  blossoming 
I  The  n>ie  vet  lay  on  her  che«k.  but  its  flash 
i  Hsil  something  U**t  (tf  its  brilliant  blush : 
And  the  light  in  Iht  eye,  and  the  light  «•  ika 
wlurels. 
That  marched  so  calmly  round  above  her. 
Was  a  little  dimin'd, — as  when  evening  steala 
T*|ion  iKMrn**  hiK  fare: — Yet  one  couldn't  bat 
|it\e  her. 
Fi»r  hlic  liH'kM  h»e  a  mother,  whose  first  babe  bj 
Rf  WM  on  Iter  breoiit.  as  pIw  swung  all  day^ 
And  khe  scvinM.  in  the  same  «iUrr  tune  to  My, 
i.  Pa<u'ii)g  awiv  !  |ia»j«ui^  away  !"* 
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;  I  look'd,  what  a  change  there  came ! 
was  qnench'd,  and  her  cheek  was  wan : 
ind  stafTd  wps  her  withered  frame, 
It  as  hasily,  swung  she  on ; 
nd  beneath  her  had  fiiUen  to  dust ; 
Is  above  her  were  eaten  with  rust ; 
s,  that  over  the  dial  swept, 
»ked  and  tamish'd,  but  on  they  kept, 
there  came  that  silver  tone 
shrivelled  lips  of  the  toothless  crone, — 
e  never  forget  till  my  dying  day 
le  or  the  burden  of  her  lay,) — 
«  Passing  away !  passing  away !' 


HE  CHARLESTOWN  CENTEN- 
NIAL  CELEBRATION. 

Ired  years !  two  hundred  years ! 
uch  of  human  power  and  pride, 
rious  hopes,  what  gloomy  fears 
ink  beneath  their  noiseless  tide ! 

lan  at  his  horrid  rite, 
T  the  stars  at  night's  cold  noon, 
canoe,  its  track  of  light 
the  wave  beneath  the  moon ; 

V  his  yell,  his  council-fire, 
ar  where  his  victim  lay, 
-song,  and  his  funeral  pyre, 
ill,  strong  tide  hath  borne  away. 

pale  pilgrim  band  is  gone, 
a  this  shore  with  trembling  trod, 
faint,  yet  bearing  on 
L  of  freedom  and  of  God. 

-that  since  o'er  ocean  came, 
onder^d  loud  from  yonder  hill, 
ip'd  its  foot  in  sheets  of  flame, 
t  that  ark — ^its  storm  is  stilL 

hem,  sage,  bards,  heroes,  seers, 
re  in  story  and  in  song, 
the  last  two  hundred  years, 
sed,  and  shown,  and  swept  along. 

1  dream  when  one  awakes, 
don  of  the  scenes  of  old ; 
the  moon  when  morning  breaks, 
Le  a  tale  round  watchfires  told. 

it  are  we  ?  then  what  are  we  ? 
hen  two  hundred  years  have  roll'd 
jjeen  graves,  our  names  shall.be 
ling  dream,  a  tale  that's  told. 

ir  fathers,  in  whose  sight 
ousand  years  that  sweep  away 
the  traces  of  his  might 
t  the  break  and  close  of  day— 

that  love  of  truth  sublime, 
we  of  goodness  and  of  thee, 
les'thy  children  in  all  time 
re  thine  own  eternity. 


MY  CHILD. 

I CJLHKOT  make  him  dead ! 

His  fair  sunshiny  head 
Is  ever  bounding  round  my  study  chair ; 

Yet,  when  my  eyes,  now  dim 

With  tears,  I  turn  to  him. 
The  vision  vanishes — ^he  is  not  there ! 

I  walk  my  parlour  floor. 

And,  through  the  open  door, 
I  hear  a  footfall  on  the  chamber  stair ; 

I  'm  stepping  toward  the  hall 

To  give  the  boy  a  call; 
And  then  bethink  me  that— he  is  not  there ! 

I  thread  the  crowded  street; 

A  satchell'd  lad  I  meet. 
With  the  same  beaming  eyes  and  colour'd  hair : 

And,  as  he's  running  by. 

Follow  him  with  my  eye. 
Scarcely  believing  that^-he  is  not  there ! 

I  know  his  face  is  hid 

Under  the  coffin  lid ; 
Closed  are  his  eyes;  cold  is  his  forehead; 

My  hand  that  marble  felt; 

O'er  it  in  prayer  I  knelt; 
Yet  my  heart  whispers  tha^^he  is  not  there ! 

I  caimot  make  him  dead! 

When  passing  by  the  bed. 
So  long  watch'd  over  with  parental  care. 

My  spirit  and  my  eye 

Seek  it  inquiringly, 
Before  the  thought  comes  thatp— he  is  not  there ! 

When,  at  the  cool,  gray  break 

Of  day,  from  sleep  I  wake. 
With  my  first  breathing  of  the  morning  air 

My  soul  goes  up,  with  joy. 

To  Him  who  gave  my  boy. 
Then  comes  the  sad  thought  that — ^he  is  not  there ! 

When  at  the  day's  calm  close, 

Before  we  seek  repose, 
I  'm  with  his  mother,  oiforing  up  our  prayer, 

Whate'er  I  may  be  sayin^y 

I  am,  in  spirit,  praying 
For  our  boy's  spirit,  though — ^he  is  not  there ! 

Not  there ! — Where,  then,  is  he  ? 

The  form  I  used  to  see 
Was  but  the  raiment  that  he  used  to  wear. 

The  grave,  that  now  doth  press 

Upon  that  castofi*  dress. 
Is  but  his  wardrobe  lock'd ; — he  is  not  there ! 

He  lives ! — ^In  all  the  past 

He  lives;  nor,  to  the  last. 
Of  seeing  him  again  will  I  despair; 

In  dreams  I  see  him  now ; 

And,  on  his  angel  brow, 
I  see  it  written,  «  Thou  shalt  see  me  there  /  " 

Yes,  we  all  live  to  God  I 

Father,  thy  chastening  rod 
So  help  us,  thine  afflicted  ones,  to  bear, 

That,  in  the  spirit  land, 

Meeting  at  thy  right  hand, 
'Twill  be  our  heaven  to  find  that — ^he  is  there / 


88 


JOHN  PIBRPONT. 


FOR  A  CELEBRATION  OF  THE  MASSA- 
CHU8ETTS  MECHANICS'  CHARITA- 
fiLE  ASSOCIATION. 

Loud  o'er  thy  nvagv  child, 

O  God,  the  night-wind  row'd^ 
As,  houMeleMi,  in  the  wild 
He  liow*d  him  and  adored. 
Thou  aaw'tt  him  there. 
Aft  to  the  ftky 
He  rained  hi«  eye 
In  fear  and  prayer. 


Fhiiie  inii|»iraUon 

And,  grateful  for  thine  aidy 
An  altar  to  thy  name 

He  huilt  beneath  the  fthade : 
The  limba  of  larch 
lliat  darken*d  round. 
He  bent  and  bound 
In  many  an  arch ; 

Till  in  a  sylvan  fane 

Went  up  the  voice  of  prayer, 
Ami  muMr*a  rimple  strain 
A  roue  in  worahtp  there. 
The  archini^  bnugha, 
The  roof  of  leaves 
That  summer  weaves, 
O'erhcard  his  vows. 

llicn  beam*d  s  brii^hter  day ; 

And  Salrm*«  holy  height 
And  Greece  in  f^lory  lay 
Beneath  the  kindling  light* 
Thv  temple  rose 
On  Hnlcm's  hill. 
While  Grecian  ikin 
AdomM  thy  foes. 

Alonir  tho«e  rocky  iihores, 

Abmi^  fhoNe  olive  plsins. 
Where  pilifrim  Genius  pores 
0*er  Art*«  nublime  remain^ 
\xmz  colonnades 
Of  nnowr  white 
Li>«»kM  ftirth  in  liirht 
Thn>uich  clantic  nhadc 


Forth  from  the  quarry  stone 

The  marble  ethltlrM  npninff ; 
And,  li>«Mrly  muiul  her  thrown. 
Her  marble  v«Hiture  hung ; 
And  forth  from  cold 
And  ftunlcMi  mines 
Came  nilvi-r  nhrines 
And  gods  of  gold. 

The  Sur  of  Bethlehem  btim*d ! 

And  where  the  Htoic  trod. 
The  altsr  was  o*STtum*d. 

Raircd  •«  to  an  unknown  God.* 
A..d  now  there  ara 
No  iilol  fiuies 
On  all  the  plaint 
BciMath  that  star. 


To  honoar  thae,  drmA 

Our  strength  and 
And  temple,  tomh,  and 
Attest  theaa  gifti  di* 
A  swelling  doma 
For  pride  they  gild. 
For  peace  they  hoiU 
An  humbler  home. 

Bt  these  our  fiitheia*  host 
Was  led  to  victory  firrt. 
When  on  our  guaidleat  coast 
The  cloud  of  battle  barA ; 
Through  storm  and  spray, 
By  these  contmllM, 
Our  natives  hold 
Their  thundering  way. 

Great  Source  of  every  art ! 

Our  homes,  our  picturrd  halla. 
Our  throng'd  and  busy  mart. 
That  lifts  iu  granite  walla. 
And  shoots  to  heaven 
Its  glittering  spires. 
To  catch  the  6res 
Of  mom  and  even ; 

7*hefie,  and  the  breathing  foma 

The  brush  or  chisel  gives. 
With  this  when  marl4e  warms. 
With  that  when  canvass  li 
These  all  combine 
In  countlcaa  waya 
To  swell  thy  piaisa. 
For  all  are  thine. 


HER  CHOSEN  SPOT. 

While  yet  she  lived,  she  walked  alone 
Among  these  shades.     A  voire 

Whispered,  -  This  spot  shall  be  thine 
Here  shall  thy  wasting  form  rediiM, 
Beneath  the  shadow  ojf  this  pine."* 


«Thy  will  be  done!**  the  suflerrr 

This  spot  was  hallow*d  from  thai 
And,  in  her  eves,  tha  evening's  shade 
And  morning's  dew  this  green  spot 
More  lovelv  than  her  bridal  bower. 

By  the  pale  moon— heiaelf  raoie  pale 
.\nd  spirit-hke— these  walks  she  tnd; 

And.  while  no  voice,  from  swell  or  vali^ 
Was  hcrinl.  she  kneh  upon  this  sod 
Am!  gave  her  spirit  hack  to  God. 

Tliat  spirit,  with  an  angel's  winga. 

Went  up  fmm  the  young  mother^a  bad 
Bo,  heavenward,  soars  tha  lark  and 
She's  lost  to  aaith  and  eaithly  thinga ; 
But  ••  weep  not.  Car  ahe  is  not  dead* 

She  sleepeth  ?**     Yea.  she  slcttieth  here, 
The  first  that  in  theaa  groanda  lath 

Tliis  grave.  flrU  watered  with  tha  laar 
That  child  or  widow'd  nan  helh 
Shall  be  liy  heavenly 
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The  babe  tint  Iqr  <»  Imt  cold 

A  ^tMnbnd  dropped  oo  drifted 
Its  joung  hand  in  ita  fidier'a  pnaa'd, 
l^iall  learn  thai  aha,  who  fknt  eaieaa'd 
Its  infimt  cheek,  now  aleepa  below. 

And  often  ihall  he  oome  alone. 

When  not  a  aonnd  bat  erening'a  mfjti 
Is  heard,  and,  bowing  by  tiie  atone 
That  bean  his  mothor'a  name,  with  noofl 
But  God  and  guardian  angels  nigh. 

Shall  say,  «  Thia  waa  my  mother'a  ehoice 
For  her  own  grave :  O,  be  it  mine  I 

Even  now,  methinka,  I  hear  her  voioe 
Calling  me  henoe,  in  the  divine 
And  mournful  whisper  of  this  pine." 


THE  PILGRIM  FATHERa 

Ths  Pilgrim  Fathera^ — ^where  are  theyl— 

The  waves  that  brought  them  o'er 
Still  roll  in  the  bay,  and  throw  their  spray 

As  they  break  along  the  shore : 
Still  roll  in  the  bay,  as  they  rolled  that  day 

When  the  Mayflower  moorM  below. 
When  the  sea  around  was  blade  with  storms, 

And  white  the  shore  with  snow. 

The  mists,  Uiat  wrapped  the  Pilgrim's  sleeps 

Still  brood  upon  the  tide ; 
And  his  rocks  yet  keep  their  watch  by  the  deep, 

To  stay  its  waves  of  pride. 
But  the  snow-white  sail,  that  he  gave  to  the  gale 

When  the  heavens  lookM  dark,  is  gone  ^— 
As  an  angel's  wing,  through  an  opening  cloud. 

Is  seen,  and  then  withdrawn* 

The  Pilgrim  exile,— -samted  name ! 

The  hill,  whose  icy  brow 
Rejoiced,  when  he  came,  in  the  morning's  flame, 

In  the  morning's  flame  bums  now. 
And  the  moon's  cold  light,  as  it  lay  that  nig^t 

On  the  hill-side  and  Uie  sea. 
Still  lies  where  he  laid  his  houseless  head  ;^ 

But  the  Pilgrim,— <\diere  is  he  1 

The  Pilgrim  Fathers  are  at  rest; 

When  summer's  throned  on  high, 
And  the  world's  warm  breast  is  in  verdure  dress'd, 

Go,  stand  on  the  hill  where  they  lie. 
The  earliest  ray  of  the  golden  day 

On  that  hallow'd  apot  is  cast ; 
And  the  evening  sun,  as  he  leaves  the  world. 

Looks  kindly  on  that  spot  last 

The  Pilgrim  spirit  haa  not  fled ; 
It  walks  in  noon's  broad  light ; 
And  it  watches  the  bed  of  the  glorious  dead. 

With  their  holy  stara,  by  night 
It  wmtches  the  bed  of  the  brave  who  have  Med, 

And  shall  guard  this  iee*bound  shore, 
TBI  the  waves  of  the  bay,  where  the  Mayflower  lay, 
Shall  foam  and  frwie  no  more. 
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PLYMOUTH  DEDICATION  HYMN. 

Thb  winds  and  waves  were  roaring ; 

The  Pilgrims  met  for  prayer ; 
And  here,  their  Grod  adoring. 

They  stood,  in  open  air. 
When  breaking  day  they  greeted, 

And  when  its  close  was  calm, 
The  leafless  woods  repeated 

The  music  of  their  psalm. 

Not  thus,  O  God,  to  praise  thee, 

Do  we,  their  diildrsn,  throng ; 
The  temple's  arch  we  raise  thee 

Gives  back  our  choral  song.. 
Yet,  on  the  winds  that  IxNre  thee 

Their  worship  and  their  prayers^ 
May  ours  come  up  before  thee 

From  hearts  as  true  as  theirs ! 

What  have  we.  Lord,  to  bind  us 

To  this,  the  Pilgrims'  shore  !— 
Their  hill  of  graves  behind  us, 

Their  watery  way  before. 
The  wintry  surge,  that  dashes 

Against  the  rocks  they  trod. 
Their  memory,  and  their  ashes, — 

Be  thou  their  guard,  O  God ! 

We  would  not,  Holy  Father, 

Forsake  this  hallow'd  spot, 
Till  on  that  shore  we  gather 

Where  graves  and  grie&  are  not; 
The  shore  where  true  devotion 

Shall  rear  no  pillar'd  shrine. 
And  see  no  other  ocean 

Than  that  of  love  divine. 


THE  EXILE  AT  REST. 

His  falchion  flash'd  along  the  Nile ; 

His  hosts  he  led  through  Alpine  snows ; 
O'er  Moscow's  towers,  that  shook  the  while. 

His  eagle  flag  unroU'd — and  froze. 

Here  sleeps  he  now  alone :  not  one 
Of  all  the  kings  whose  crowns  he  gave, 

Nor  sire,  nor  brother,  wife,  nor  son, 
Hath  ever  seen  or  sought  his  grave. 

Here  sleeps  he  now  alone ;  the  star 
That  leid  him  on  from  crown  to  crown 

Hath  sunk ;  the  nations  from  a£ur 
Gazed  as  it  £ided  and  went  down. 

He  sleeps  alone :  the  mountain  cloud 
That  night  hangs  round  him,  and  the  breath 

Of  morning  scatters,  is  the  shroud 
That  wraps  his  mortal  form  in  de«th. 

High  is  his  couch  ;  the  ooean  flood 
Far,  far  below  by  storms  is  curl'd. 

As  round  him  heaved,  while  high  ho  stood, 
A  stormy  and  inconstant  world. 

Hark !    Comes  there  from  the  Pyramids, 
And  from  Siberia's  wastes  of  snow, 

And  Europe's  fields,  a  voice  that  bids 
The  world  he  awed  to  mourn  him?    No: 
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The  onlj,  the  perpetual  dirge 

That's  heard  there,  u  the  feabird*!  erj. 
The  mournful  murmur  of  the  aurge. 

The  cloud'a  deep  Toioe,  the  wind'a  low 
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JERUSALEM. 

JxartALix,  Jeniialem, 

How  glad  ihould  I  hare  been, 
Could  I,  in  my  lone  wandrrinj^, 

Thiub  aged  walU  have  lecn ! — 
Could  I  have  gazed  upon  the  dome 

Aliore  thy  towera  that  ewclla, 
And  heard,  aa  evening*!  aun  went  down. 

Thy  parting  camels'  bcUa  :— 

Could  I  hare  stood  on  Olivet, 

Where  once  the  Saviour  trod. 
And,  from  its  height,  look'd  down  upon 

The  citv  of  our  (tod  ; 
For  iff  it  not,  Almii^hty  (tod, 

Thy  holy  city  still, — 
Thoufdi  there  thy  prophets  walk  no  more,- 

That  crowns  Moriali*s  hill  ? 

Thy  prophets  walk  no  more,  indeed. 

The  streets  of  Halem  now, 
Ni>r  are  their  voices  lifled  up 

On  Zion*s  sadden*d  brow; 
Nor  are  their  gamish*d  sepulchres 

With  pious  sorrow  kept. 
Where  once  the  same  Jerusalem, 

That  kill'd  them,  came  and  wepC 

But  still  the  seed  of  Ariarax 

With  joy  upon  it  look, 
Anil  lay  their  anhes  at  its  leet. 

That  Kedron*s  #vble  brook 
8tiU  washes,  as  its  waters  creep 

Along  their  rorky  bed. 
And  Israel's  God  in  worshipp'd  yet 

Where  Zion  lifts  her  head. 

Yes ;  every  morning,  as  the  day 

Breaks  over  Olivet, 
The  holy  name  of  Allab  cornea 

From  every  minaret ; 
At  every  eve  the  mellow  call 

FloaU  on  tlie  quiet  air. 
«•  Lo,  (fOD  is  God  !     Before  him  coma^ 

Before  him  come,  for  prayer !" 

I  know,  when  at  that  solenm  call 

The  city  holds  her  bn'ath. 
That  OvAa'a  mosque  hears  not  the  name 

Of  Hi*  of  Nazareth; 
But  Ariabam's  God  is  worshipp'd  that 

Alike  by  age  and  youth. 
And  worshipp'd^— hopeth  charity,— 

**  In  spirit  and  in  truth." 

Ven.  from  that  day  when  SiicM  knelt 

\nd  bent  her  queenly  nerk 
To  :Hm  who  was,  at  once,  her  priest 

And  king.^MBLcaisRDiK, 


To  thia,  when  Egypl^s  Abbabax* 

Tha  aeeptra  and  Iha  BWOTd 
8hakea  o'er  her  bend,  her  holy  OMB 

Hava  bow'd  befim  the  Loid. 

Jenuakm,  I  would  hava  aaoi 

Thy  prrcipicee  ateep, 
The  treea  of  palm  that  OTerimnf 

Thy  gorges  dark  and  decp^ 
The  goata  that  cling  along  thy  daSt, 

And  browse  upon  thy  rocka. 
Beneath  whose  shade  lie  down,  alik% 

Thy  shcpberda  and  their  flocka. 

I  would  have  mused,  while  night  hoBf  • 

Her  silver  lamp  so  pale. 
Beneath  thoae  ancient  olive  treea 

That  grow  in  Kedron's  vale, 
W*^hose  foliage  from  the  pilgrim  hidaa 

The  citv's  wall  sublime. 
Whose  twisted  arms  and  gnarled  tmaka 

Defy  the  acythe  of  time. 

The  garden  of  Gethsemane 

Those  aged  olive  trees 
Are  shading  yet,  and  in  their  shade 

I  would  have  aought  the  brene. 
That,  like  an  angel,  bathnl  the  brow. 

And  bore  to  lu'aven  the  prayer 
Of  Jesoa,  when  in  agony. 

He  sought  the  Father  there. 

I  would  have  gone  to  Calvary. 

And,  where  the  Mabi s  stood. 
Bewailing  loud  the  Crucified, 

As  near  him  as  they  could, 
I  would  have  stood,  till  night  o'er 

Her  heavy  pall  had  thrown. 
AimI  thought  upon  my  (iavioQr*s 

And  leam*d  to  bear  my  own. 

Jerusalem,  Jerusalem. 

Thy  croas  thou  liearest  now ! 
An  iron  yoke  is  on  thy  neck. 

And  blood  is  on  thv  brow ; 
Thy  golden  crown,  the  crown  of 

'Thou  ditlst  reject  as  dmas. 
And  now  thy  croas  is  on  thee  laid— 

The  crcaoent  is  thy  croas ! 

It  was  not  mine,  nor  will  it  be. 

To  see  the  bloody  rod 
That  scourgeth  thee,  and  long  hath 

Thou  city  of  our  God  ! 
But  round  thy  hill  the  spirits  throof 

Of  all  thv  murder'd  seera, 

w 

And  voices  that  went  up  from  it 
Are  ringing  in  my 


Went  up  that  day,  when  darknras  U 

From  all  thy  firmament. 
And  shrou4led  thee  at  noon;  and 

Thy  temple's  vail  was  ivnt, 
AimI  gravea  of  holy  men,  that  toaeb'd 

Thy  leet,  gavr  up  their  dead  ^— 
Jerusalem,  thy  prayer  is  heard. 

His  blood  is  os  rar  bbad! 
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THE  POWER  OF  MUSIC* 

yon  poetic  pilgrimj-  of  the  weit 
lunc's  praise,  and  to  her  power  attest ; 
w,  in  Florida's  untrodden  woods, 
,  with  vines  of  jessamine,  her  floods, 
very  bridges  o'er  them  loosely  throws; 
ngs  the  canvass  where  Atala  g^ows, 
ive  oak,  in  floating  drs^iexy  shrouded, 
e  a  mountain  rises,  lightly  clouded : 
r  the  son  of  Outalissi,  twines 

the  shade  of  ever-whispering  pines 
d  wreath,  to  bloom  upon  the  moss 
me  already  sprinkles  on  the  cross 
'er  the  grave  where  his  young  virgin  sleeps, 
)erstition  o'er  her  victim  weeps; 
low  the  silence  of  the  dead  surrounds, 
Scioto's  monumental  mounds; 
t,  at  times,  the  musing  pilgrim  hears 
•ling  oak  fkll  with  the  weight  of  years, 

the  mass  that  Time  and  Ruin  throw 
[ky  bones  that  mouldering  lie  below^ 
es  unembalm'd,  unstain'd  by  crimes, 
hose  towering  tombs  of  other  times ; 
!re  no  bard  has  cherished  virtue's  flame, 
I  sleep  in  the  warm  sun  of  fame. 
:red  lore  this  traveller  beguiles 
7  way,  while  o'er  him  fjmcy  smiles. 
'  he  kneels  in  venerable  groves, 
gh  the  wide  and  green  savanna  roves, 
t  leaps  lightly  on  each  breeze,  that  beeurs 
test  breath  of  Idumea's  airs, 
le  recalls  the  lamentable  wail 
reed  the  shades  of  Rsuna's  palmy  vale, 
[urder  struck,  throned  on  an  infant's  bier, 
>r  Satait's  and  for  Herod's  ear. 
a  bank,  o'erhung  with  waving  wood, 
ladling  leaves  flit  o'er  Ohio's  flood, 
rim  stands ;  and  o'er  his  memory  rushes 
gled  tide  of  tears  and  blood,  that  gushes 
e  valleys  where  his  childhood  stray'd, 
nd  the  temples  where  his  fathers  pray'd. 
dly  then,  from  all  but  hope  exiled, 
s  wo  recurs  religion's  child ! 
the  tear  of  Jcoah's  captive  daughters 
n  silent  flow,  with  Babel's  waters; 
alem's  harp,  by  patriot  pride  unstrung, 
.  in  the  mist  that  o'er  the  river  hung, 
the  breeze  that  wanton'd  o'er  the  billow, 
long,  sweeping  fingers  of  the  willow, 
ould  not  music  soothe  the  captive*s  wo? 
Id  that  harp  be  strung  for  Judah's  foel 

thus  the  enthusiast  roams  along   the 
ream, 

between  a  revery  and  a  dream, 
d  he  springs ;  and  through  his  bounding 
eart 

and  curdling  poison  seems  to  dart 
be  leaves,  beneath  a  quivering  brake, 
;  his  death-note,  lies  a  coiling  snake, 
le  act,  with  greenly  venom'd  fangs, 
!  the  foot  that  heedless  o'er  him  hangs. 


''Aira  of  Paleftine." 


f  Chateaubriand. 


Bloated  with  rage,  on  spiral  folds  he  rides ;. 
His  rough  scales  shiver  on  his  spreading  sides ; 
Dusky  and  dim  his  glossy  neck  becomes, 
And  freezing  poisons  thickens  on  his  gums; 
His  parch'd  and  hissing  throat  breathes  hot  and  dry ; 
A  spaik  of  hell  ties  burning  on  his  eye : 
While,  like  a  vapour  o'er  his  writhing  rings. 
Whirls  his  light  tail,  that  threatens  while  it  sings. 

Soon  as  dumb  fear  removes  her  icy  fingers 
From  off  the  heart,  where  gazing  wonder  lingers. 
The  pilgrim,  shrinking  from  a  doubtful  fight. 
Aware  of  danger,  too,  in  sudden  flight. 
From  his  soft  flute  throws  music's  air  around, 
And  meets  his  foe  upon  enchanted  ground. 
See !  as  the  plaintive  melody  is  flung. 
The  lightning  flash  fades  on  the  serpent's  tongue; 
The  uncoiling  reptile  o'er  each  shining  fold 
Throws  changeful  clouds  of  azure,  green,  and  gold ; 
A  soi^  lustre  twinkles  in  his  eye ; 
His  neck  is  bumiah'd  with  a  glossier  dye; 
His  slippery  scales  grow  smoother  to  the  sight. 
And  his  relaxing  cifcles  roll  in  light 
Slowly  the  charm  retires :  with  waving  sides, 
Along  its  track  the  graceful  listener  glides; 
While  music  throws  her  silver  cloud  around. 
And  bears  her  votary  off  in  magic  folds  of  sound. 


OBSEQUIES  OF  SPURZHEIM. 

Straitoxr,  there  is  bending  o'er  thee 

Many  an  eye  with  sorrow  wet ; 
All  our  stricken  hearts  deplore  thee ; 

Who,  that  knew  thee,  can  forget  ? 
Who  forgot  that  thou  hast  spoken  ? 

Who,  thine  eye, — ^that  noble  firame  ? 
But  that  golden  bowl  is  broken, 

In  the  greatness  of  thy  fame. 

Autumn's  leaves  shall  fiill  and  wither 

On  the  spot  where  thou  shalt  rest; 
'TIS  in  love  we  bear  thee  thither. 

To  thy  mourning  mother's  breast 
For  the  stores  of  science  brought  us. 

For  the  charm  thy  goodness  gave 
To  the  lessons  thou  hast  taught  us. 

Can  we  give  thee  but  a  grave  ? 

Nature's  priest,  how  pure  and  fervent 

Was  thy  worship  at  her  shrine ! 
Friend  of  man,  of  God  the  servant, 

Advocate  of  truths  divine, — 
Taught  and  charm'd  as  by  no  other 

We  have  been,  and  hoped  to  be ; 
But,  while  waiting  round  thee,  brother. 

For  thy  light,— 'tis  dark  with  thee. 

Dark  with  theel — No;  thy  Creator, 

All  whose  creatures  and  whose  laws 
Thou  didst  love,  shall  give  thee  greater 

Light  than  earth's,  as  earth  withdraws. 
To  thy  God,  thy  godlike  spirit 

Back  we  give,  in  filial  trust ; 
Thy  cold  clay, — ^we  grieve  to  bear  it 

To  its  cluunber, — but  we  must. 


'    THE  SEAMAN'S  BETHEL.* 

Tbov,  wlio  on  the  whiriwind  iideit» 

At  whose  word  the  thunder  ntatf 
Who,  in  mejeety,  pre«dest 

O'er  the  oceene  and  their  dioree ; 
From  thoee  ahoree,  and  from  the  ooeuH^ 

We,  the  children  of  the  tea. 
Come  to  paj  thee  our  derotiona, 

And  to  giTe  this  houie  to  thee. 

When,  for  biumeaa  on  great  watan^ 

We  go  down  to  aea  in  ahtpa, 
And  our  weeping  wires  and  danghlOTi 

Hang,  at  parting,  on  our  lipa, 
Thia,  our  Bethel,  ahall  remind  0% 

That  there's  One  who  heareth  prayer, 
And  that  thoee  we  leare  behind  w 

Are  a  fiuthful  paator*a  care. 

Vimona  of  our  native  highlanda, 

In  our  wave-rock'd  dreams  embafan'd. 
Winds  that  come  from  spicy  ialande 

When  we  long  hare  lain  becalm'd, 
Are  not  to  our  soula  so  pleasant 

As  the  oAerings  we  shall  bring 
Hither,  to  the  Omnipresent, 

For  the  shadow  of  his  wing. 

When  in  port,  each  day  that 's  holy. 

To  this  house  we'll  press  in  throsga ; 
When  at  aea,  with  spirit  lowly, 

We'll  repeat  its  sacred  aonga. 
Outward  Ixmnd,  shall  we,  in 

Loee  its  flag  behind  the 
Homeward  bound,  well  greet  with  gladness 

Its  first  floating  on  the  breese. 

Homeward  bound ! — with  deep  eraotioo. 

We  remember,  Lord,  that  lifii 
Is  a  voyage  upon  an  ocean, 

Hfftved  by  many  a  tempest'a  striit. 
Be  thy  statutes  so  engraven 

On  our  hearts  and  minds,  that  we» 
Anchoring  in  Death's  quiet  haven. 

All  may  make  our  home  with  thaa. 


THE  8PARKLIXG  BOWL. 

TaoiT  sparkfing  bowl !  them  sparkling  bowl ! 

Though  lips  of  bards  thy  brim  may  pnaa, 
And  eyes  of  beauty  o'er  thee  roll. 

And  song  and  dance  thy  power  confraa, 
I  will  not  touch  thee ;  for  there  clings 
A  scorpioo  to  thy  side,  that  stings ! 

Thou  crystal  glass !  like  Eden's  tr««, 
Thy  melted  ruby  tempts  the  eye. 

Anil,  as  from  that,  there  comes  from  thee 
The  voice,  «  Thou  shah  not  sorely  dia." 

I  dare  not  lift  thy  liquid  gem  ;^ 

A  snake  is  twisted  found  thy 


•  Written  for  tks  deAeatkw  of  ike  Bsaasia's  BecM, 
ander  the  direetloa  of  tW  Bostoa  Port  todtty,  gtylsai- 
Wr  foonk,  18B. 


Thou  liquid  Are !  lake  that  which  glow'a 
On  Melita's  surf^watcn  Aon, 

Thou*st  been  upon  my  goests  bestow'd. 
But  thou  shalt  warm  my  hows  ■• 

For,  wheiesos'sr  thy  radiaiies  frOs, 

Fortht  fioa  thy  hsal,  a  npsr  crasrlat 


What,  thou^  of  gold  the  goblst  ha, 
Emboss'd  with  branchea  oC  ths  vtos^ 

Beneath  whose  bumish'd  laams  ws  sss 
Such  dusters  as  poured  out  ths  wins  1 

Among  those  leaves  an  adder  hanci ! 

I  fear  him ; — ibr  I  *ve  feh  hia 


The  Hebrew,  who  the  desert  trod. 
And  frit  the  fiery  serpent's  bite^ 

Look'd  op  to  that  ordain'd  of  Gov, 
And  found  that  life  was  in  the  sighL 

So,  the  troriN-bitten's  fiery  veins 

Cool,  when  he  drinks  wlut  Gos 


Te  gracious  clouds !  ye  deep,  esld  watts ! 

Ye  gems,  from  mossy  ro^  thst  drip! 
Springs,  that  from  earth's  mysterious  eafls 

Gush  o'er  your  granite  basin's  lip! 
To  you  I  look  ;^your  largess  giv% 
And  I  will  drink  of  you,  and  bvs. 


FOR  THE  FOURTH  OF  JULY. 

D4T  of  glory  I  welcome  day ! 
Freedom's  bannsn  greet  thy  ray ; 
See !  how  cheerfully  they  play 

With  thy  morning  breese. 
On  the  rocks  where  pilgrims  kassTd* 
On  the  heights  where  squadrons  wfaasTJ* 
When  a  tyrant's  thunder  peaTd 

O'er  the  trembling  aeoa» 


God  of  armies !  did  thv  «• 

In  their  courses"  smite  his  cara, 

Blast  his  arm,  and  wrest  his  ban 

From  the  heaving  tide ! 
On  our  standard,  lo !  they  bom. 
And,  when  days  like  this  rrtom. 
Sparkle  o'er  the  ooldierm'  ura 

Who  for  freedom  died. 

God  of  peace ! — whoee  spirit  fills 
All  the  echoes  of  our  hills. 
All  the  murmurs  of  our  rills, 

Now  the  storm  is  o'er ;— > 
O.  let  freemen  he  our  sons ; 
And  let  friture  Wasbi jrerovs 
Rise,  to  lesd  their  valiant  onca» 

Tin  there  *s  war  no  more. 


By  the  patriot's  halfow'd 

By  the  warrior's  gory 

Never  let  our  graves  be  presa'd 

By  a  despot's  throne; 
By  the  Pilcrims*  toils  and  carea, 
By  their  battles  and  their  prayem, 
Bt  their  ashes. — let  our  hcin 

• 

Bow  to  thee  aloas. 
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scholarship  and  argumentative  abiUties.  His 
poetical  writings  are  not  numerous. 


«^s^'^^^^'V^^MA^k^M^i^k^^^^k^ 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG 
FRIEND. 

thy  tears !  for  they  are  blest 
)  days  are  past ;  whose  toil  is  done, 
[night  care  disturbs  our  rest ; 
orrow  dims  the  noonday  sun. 

iring  Virtue's  anxious  toil, 
tient  Sorrow's  stifled  sigh, 
1  that  marks  the  conqueror's  spoil, 
1  grants  the  recompense,  to  die. 

t  are  they  whose  transient  years 
ke  an  evening  meteor's  flight ; 
with  guilt,  nor  dim  with  tears ; 
)  course  is  short,  unclouded,  bright 

eriess  were  our  lengthen'd  way, 
aven's  own  light  not  break  the  gloom ; 
swnward  firom  eternal  day, 
ist  a  glory  round  the  tomb ! 

f  thy  tears ;  the  blest  above 
lail'd  a  spirit's  heavenly  birth ; 
ew  song  of  joy  and  love, 
hy  should  anguish  reign  on  earth  1 


EN  AFTER  THE  DEATH  OF 
CHARLES  ELIOT. 


LL !  before  we  meet  again, 

«  through  scenes  as  yet  unknown, 

n  distant  years  of  pain, 

to  journey  on  alone ; 

with  griefs  thou  wilt  not  feel, 
nee  with  joys  thou  canst  not  share ; 
a  we  both  were  wont  to  kneel, 
ithe  alone  the  silent  prayer ; 

a  deeper  pang  to  know, 
vhen  I  watch'd  thy  slow  decay, 
tiy  cheek  the  hectic  glow, 
It  at  last  each  hope  give  way. 


But  who  the  destined  hour  may  tell, 
That  bids  the  loosen'd  spirit  fly  1 

E'en  now  this  pulse's  feverish  swell 
May  warn  me  of  mortality. 

But  chance  what  may,  thou  wilt  no  more 
With  sense  and  wit  my  hours  beguile, 

Inform  with  learning's  various  lore, 

Or  charm  with  fi^iend8h^>'s  kindest  smile 

Each  book  I  read,  each  walk  I  tread, 
Whate'er  I  feet  whate'er  I  see. 

All  speak  of  hopes  forever  fled, 
All  have  some  tale  to  tell  of  thee. 

I  shall  not,  should  misfortune  lower. 
Should  friends  desert,  and  life  decline, 

I  shall  not  know  thy  soothing  power, 
Nor  hear  thee  say,  «  My  heut  is  thine." 

If  thou  hadst  lived,  thy  well-eam'd  fame 
Had  bade  my  fading  prospect  bloom. 

Had  cast  its  lustre  o'er  my  name. 
And  stood  the  guardian  of  my  tomb. 

Servant  of  God  !  thy  ardent  mind. 

With  lengthening  years  improving  still. 

Striving,  untired,  to  serve  mankind. 
Had  thus  perform'd  thy  Father's  will. 

Another  task  to  thee  was  given ; 

'Twas  thine  to  drink  of  early  wo. 
To  feel  thy  hopes,  thy  friendships  riven. 

And  bend  submissive  to  the  blow ; 

With  patient  smile  and  steady  eye. 
To  meet  each  pang  that  sickness  gave, 

And  see  with  lingering  step  draw  nigh 
The  form  that  pointed  to  the  grave. 

Servant  of  God  !  thou  art  not  there ; 

Thy  race  of  virtue  is  not  run ; 
What  blooms  on  earth  of  good  anu  fiur. 

Will  ripen  in  another  sun. 

Dost  thou,  amid  the  rapturous  glow 
With  which  the  soul  her  welcome  hears. 

Dost  thou  still  think  of  us  below, 
Of  earthly  scenes,  of  human  tean^ 
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Perhaps  e*en  now  thj  thought!  retnra 
To  when  m  ■ummei'i  moonlight  walk. 

Of  all  that  now  is  thine  to  learn, 
We  framed  no  light  nor  fivitlesi  talk. 

We  spake  of  knowledge,  snch  as  soars 
From  world  to  world  with  ceaseless  flight; 

And  loTe,  that  follows  and  adores, 
As  nature  spreads  before  her 


How  vivid  still  past  scenes  appear ! 

I  feel  as  though  all  were  not  o'er ; 
As  though  't  were  strange  I  cannot  hear 

Thj  voice  of  friendship  jet  onoa 

But  I  shall  hear  it;  in  that  day 
Whose  setting  sun  I  may  not  view, 

When  earthly  voices  die  away, 
Thine  will  at  last  be  heard  anew. 

We  meet  again ;  a  little  while. 
And  where  thou  art  I  too  shall !«. 

And  then,  with  what  an  angel  smila 
Of  gladness,  thou  wilt  welooma  ma  I 


A  SUMMER  SHOWER. 

Taa  rain  is  o*er — How  dense  and  bright 
Yon  pearly  clouds  reposing  lie ! 

Cloud  alx>ve  cloud,  a  glorious  sight. 
Contrasting  with  the  deep-blue  sky ! 

In  grateful  silence  earth  receivea 

The  general  bleasing ;  fresh  and  fiur, 

Each  flower  expands  its  little  leaves, 
As  glad  the  common  joy  to  share. 

The  soften'd  sunbeams  pour  around 
A  fairy  light,  uncertain,  pale; 

The  wind  flows  cool,  the  scented  ground 
Is  breathing  odours  on  the  gale. 

Mill  yon  rich  clouds*  voluptuous  pile, 
Mcthinks  some  spirit  of  the  air 

Miffht  rfst  to  gaze  below  a  while. 
Then  turn  to  bathe  and  revel  there. 


The  sun  breaks  forth — fmm  off  the 
Itii  floating  veil  of  mist  is  flung ; 

And  all  the  wildemcM  of  green 
With  trembling  drops  of  light  b  hung. 


Now  gaze  on  nature — yet  the 

Glowing  with  life,  by  brecies  fiuu'd. 

Luxuriant,  lovely,  as  she  came. 

Fresh  in  her  youth,  fit>m  Gob*s  own  hand. 

Hear  the  rich  music  of  that  voice, 
Whirh  sounds  from  all  below,  aboive; 

She  calls  her  children  to  rejoice, 

And  round  them  throws  her  arma  of  love. 

Drink  in  her  influence— low-bom  eara^ 
And  all  the  train  of  mean  desira. 

Refuse  to  breathe  this  holv  air. 
And  mid  thb  living  light  cipirii. 


HYMN. 


Mt  Go»,  I  thank  thee !  may  no 
E*er  deem  thy  chastiseowDta  aevi 

But  may  this  heart,  by  aorroi 
Calm  each  wild  wish,  each 


Thy  merry  bids  all  nature  blooai ; 

The  sun  shines  bright,  and  maa 
Thine  equal  merry  spreads  the  _ 

That  darkens  o*er  his  little  day 


Full  many  a  throb  of  grief  and  pais 
Thy  fi^l  and  erring  child  noal 

But  not  one  prayer  is  bmthed  In 
Nor  docs  one  tear  unheeded  Boar. 

Thy  various  messengers  employ ; 

Thy  purposes  of  love  fulfil ; 
And,  mid  the  wreck  of  human  joy. 

May  kneeling  fiuth  adore  thy  wiD  I 


■  p?r» 


TO  MRS. 


ON  HER  DEPARTURE 


FOR  EUROPE. 


Fabiwill  !  farewell !  for  many  a  day 
Our  thoughts  far  o*er  the  sea  wiD  nm 

Blessings  and  prayen  attend  thy  way; 
Glad  welcomes  wait  for  thee  at  ~ 


While  gazing  upon  Alpine 
Or  lingering  near  Italian  sborea ; 

Where  Nature  all  her  grandeur 
Or  art  unveils  her  treasured  stotea; 


When  mingling  with  those  gifled 
That  shed  their  influence  on 

Thine  own  its  native  station  flnda. 
And  takes  with  them  an  honowM 


Forget  not,  then,  how  dear  thou  art 
To  many  friends  not  with  thee  tbeva; 

To  many  a  warm  antl  anxious  heart* 
Object  of  love,  and  hope,  and  fnym* 

When  shall  we  meet  again  ?     soina  dagft 
In  a  bright  morning,  when  the  gala 

Sweeps  the  blue  waters  as  in  play ; 
Then  shall  we  watch  thv  comiam  aafl  t 


When  shall  we  meet  again,  and 
We  trust  not  hope*s  oncertaia 

To  fiuth  the  friture  all  is  fair: 
She  speaks  aasured;  •'Thou 


Perhapa  our  meeting  may  be  when. 
Mid  new-bom  life's  awakeninf 

The  loved  and  lost  appeer  again, 
Heaven'a  mnsie  sounding 


ANDREWS  NORTON. 


95 


HYMN  FOR  THE  DEDICATION  OF  A 

CHURCH. 

WaxmE  ancient  forwts  round  na  spread^ 
Where  bendi  the  catancf  ■  ooean-fidl» 

On  the  lone  mountain's  silent  head. 
There  are  thy  temples,  Gon  of  all ! 

Beneath  the  daik-hlae,  midnight  arch, 

Whence  myriad  suns  pour  down  their  rays, 

Where  planets  trace  their  ceaseless  march, 
Father !  we  worship  as  we  gaze. 

The  tombs  thine  altars  are ;  for  there. 
When  earthly  loves  and  hopes  have  fled, 

To  thee  ascends  the  spirit's  prayer, 
T'aou  Goo  of  the  mmioctal  dead  I 

All  space  is  holy ;  for  all  space 

la  fill'd  by  thee ;  but  human  thou^t 

Burns  clearer  in  some  chosen  place. 

Where  thy  own  words  of  love  are  taught 

Here  be  they  taught ;  and  may  we  know 
That  faith  thy  senrants  knew  of  old ; 

Which  onward  bears  Uirougfa  weal  and  wo, 
Till  Death  the  gates  of  heaven  unfold ! 

Nor  we  alone ;  may  those  whose  brow 
Shows  yet  no  trace  of  human  cares, 

Hereafter  stand  where  we  do  now. 
And  raise  to  thee  still  holier  prayen I 


Go,  sufferer !  calmly  meet  the  woes 

Which  God's  own  mercy  bids  thee  bear; 

Then,  rising  as  thy  Sayiour  rose. 
Go !  his  eternal  victoxy  share. 


FORTITUDE. 

TAistT  not,  poor  traveller,  though  thy  way 
Be  rough,  like  that  thy  Sayxouk  trod ; 

Though  cold  and  stormy  lower  the  day. 
This  path  of  suffisring  leads  to  Gon. 

Nay,  sink  not ;  though  from  eveiy  limb 
Are  starting  drops  of  toil  and  pain; 

Thou  dost  but  share  the  lot  of  Him 
With  whom  his  followers  are  to  reign. 

Thy  friends  are  gone,  and  thou,  alone. 
Must  bear  the  sorrows  that  assail ; 

Look  upward  to  the  eternal  throne. 
And  know  a  Friend  who  cannot  folL 

Bear  firmly ;  yet  a  few  more  days. 
And  thy  hard  trial  will  b»  past ; 

Then,  vrrapt  in  glory's  opening  blaze, 
Thy  feet  will  rest  on  heaven  at  last 

Christian !  thy  Friend,  thy  Master  pray'd. 
When  dread  and  anguish  shook  his  fiwne ; 

Then  met  his  sufierings  undismay'd ; 
Wilt  thou  not  strive  to  do  the  same  1 

O!  think'st  thou  that  his  Father's  love 
Shone  round  him  then  with  fidnter  rays 

Than  now,  when,  throned  all  height  above. 
Unceasing  voices  hymn  his  praise  1 


THE  CLOSE  OF  THE  YEAR. 

AiroTBEK  year !  another  year ! 

The  unceasing  rush  of  time  sweeps  on ; 
Whelm'd  in  its  surges,  disappear 

Man's  hopes  and  fears,  forever  gone ! 

O,  no !  forbear  that  idle  tale  I 

The  hour  demands  another  strain. 

Demands  high  thoughts  that  cannot  quail. 
And  strength  to  conquer  and  retain. 

'T  is  midnight — ^from  the  dark-blue  sky. 
The  stars,  which  now  look  down  on  earth. 

Have  seen  ten  thousand  centuries  fly. 
And  given  to  countless  changes  birth. 

And  when  the  p3rTamid8  shall  fall. 
And,  mouldering,  mix  as  dust  in  air. 

The  dwellers  on  this  alter'd  ball 
May  still  behold  them  glorious  there. 

Shine  on !  shine  on !  with  you  I  tread 
The  march  of  ages,  orbs  of  light ! 

A  last  eclipse  o'er  you  may  spread. 
To  me,  to  me,  there  comes  no  night 

O !  what  concerns  it  him,  whose  way 
Lies  upward  to  the  immortal  dead. 

That  a  few  hairs  are  turning  gray. 
Or  one  more  year  of  life  has  fled  1 

Swift  years !  but  teach  me  how  to  bear, 
To  feel  and  act  with  strength  and  skill. 

To  reason  wisely,  nobly  dare. 

And  speed  your  courses  as  ye  will. 

When  life's  meridian  toils  are  done. 
How  calm,  how  rich  the  twilight  glow ! 

The  morning  twilight  of  a  sun 

MThich  shines  not  here  on  things  below. 

But  sorrow,  sickness,  death,  the  pain 
To  leave,  or  lose  wife,  children,  friends ! 

What  then — shall  we  not  meet  again 
Where  parting  comes  not,  sorrow  ends  1 

The  fondness  of  a  parent's  care, 

The  changeless  trust  which  woman  gives. 
The  smile  of  childhood, — ^it  is  there 

That  all  we  love  in  them  still  lives. 

Press  onward  through  each  varying  hour; 

Ijct  no  weak  fears  thy  course  delay ; 
Immortal  being !  feel  thy  power, 

Pursue  thy  bright  and  endless  way. 
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TO  MRS. 


s  JUST  AFTER  HER  BfAR. 
RIAGE. 


Nir !  tik  me  not  now  for  loine  proof  Uut  my 

tmrt 

Has  lemrnM  the  detr  leaon  of  friendihip  §ot 

thee; 

Nay !  auk  not  for  words  that  might  ieeblj  impart 

The  feelings  and  thoughts  which  thj  glance 

cannot 


WhatoVr  I  coukl  wish  thee  already  is  thine ; 
The  fiur  sunshine  within  sheds  its  heams  through 
tliine  eye ; 
And  Plcanure  stands  near  thee,  and  waits  bat  a 
sign 
To  all  whom  ffum  lorest  at  thy  bidding  to  fly. 

Yet,  hereafter,  thy  bosom  some  sadness  may  feel, 

8ome  cloud  oVr  thy  heart  its  chill  shadow  may 

throw; 

Then,  a^k  if  thou  wilt,  and  my  words  shall  rereal 

The  feclinffi  and  thoughts  which  thou  now 

canst  not  know 


FUNERAL  HYMN. 

Hb  has  gone  to  his  Gon ;  he  has  gone  to  his  home; 
No  more  amid  peril  and  error  to  roam ; 
Hill  eyes  are  no  longer  dim; 

His  feet  will  no  more  Alter; 
No  gn**f  <'ui  follow  him ; 
No  pang  his  cheek  can  alter. 

There  are  paleness,  and  weeping,  and  stghs  below; 
For  our  fstth  is  faint,  and  our  tears  will  flow; 
But  the  harps  of  hearen  are  ringing; 

(f lad  angels  come  to  greet  him, 
And  hymns  of  joy  are  singing. 
While  old  friends  press  to  meet  him. 

O !  honour*d,  beloTvd,  to  earth  unconfined. 
Thou  hast  soared  on  high,  thou  hast  left  ua  briiind. 
But  our  parting  is  not  foreirer, 

We  will  follow  thee  by  heaTen*s  light. 
Where  the  grave  cannot  diasrfer 
The  souls  whom  Gud  will  unite. 


A  WINTER  MORNING. 

Tai  keen,  clev 

We  waken  to  a  world  of  ire; 
Whero  all  things  are  *Miriiifil  in  K^lp 

As  by  some  genista  ^oaint 


T  is  winter's  jubtke^—thb  day 

Hb  stores  their  tmuitieas 
See  how  the  diamond  ghaees  play. 

In  oeaselces  blaie,  from  tree  and  Md. 


yfaUt 


The  cold,  bare  spot  where  ble  we 

The  naked  woods,  are  aeen  no 
Thu  earth  to  fiury  land  b  changed. 

With  guttering  sUter  sheeted  o*cr. 

A  shower  of  gems  b  sirew'd  annaid ; 

llie  floweis  of  winter,  rich  and 
Rubies  and  sapphires  deck  the  groand* 

The  topai,  emerald,  all  an  tfaera. 

The  morning  son,  with  doodleas  nj% 
Hb  powerless  splendour  rwuid  as 

From  crusted  boughs,  and  twinkfing  apray% 
Fly  bark  unloosed  the  rmbow 


With  more  than  somuiei  beauty  Ur, 
The  trees  in  winter's  gaih  are 

What  a  rich  halo  mehi  in  air, 
Aroond  their  crytlal  branches 


And  yesterday — how  changed  the 

From  what  then  charm*d  as ;  when  the  ^ 
Hung,  with  its  dim  and  watery  hne. 

O'er  all  the  soft,  still  piuspect  nig  a. 

The  distant  grofves,  array'd  fai  white. 

Might  then  like  things  unreal 
Just  shown  a  whib  in  sflveiy  lighs« 

The  fictions  of  a  poet's  dreaa ; 


Like  shadowy  grarea  upon  that 
0*er  which  Elysium's  twilight  ky. 

By  bards  and  sages  feign'd  of  yore. 
Ere  brake  on  earth  heaven's  biightei  dqr« 


O  God  of  Nature !  with  what  miffat 
Of  beanty,  shower'd  on  all  belotr. 

Thy  guiding  power  woqU  lead  aright 
Earth's  wanderer  all  thy  love  to 
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.■•  ^'Ma-  — 


RICHARD  H.  DANA. 


(BomllSy.] 


lAX  Daita,  Esquire,  was  sheriff  of  Mid- 
aring  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabstb. 

descendant  at  that  time  living,  Richa&d 
ame  to  America  about  the  middle  of  the 
nth  century,  and  settled  at  Cambridge, 
ed  Newtown,  near  Boston.  A  grandson 
gentleman,  of  the  same  name,  was  the 
andfather.  He  was  an  eminent  member 
ar  of  Massachusetts,  and  an  active  whig 
le  troubles  in  Boston  immediately  before 
»lution.  He  married  a  sister  of  Edmukd 
iiDes,  who  was  one  of  the  king's  judges, 

first  bwyer  in  the  colony.  Frakcis 
lie  ^ther  of  Richard  H.  Di^ta,  after 
aduatied  at  Harvard  College,  studied  law 

uncle.  Judge  Trowbridge,  and  became 
tistinguished  for  his  professional  abilities. 

^>pointed  envoy  to  Russia  during  the 
on,  was  a  member  of  Congress,  and  of 
■achusetts  Convention  for  adopting  the 

constitution,  and  afterward  Chief  Jus- 
.at  Commonwealth.  He  married  a  daugh- 
he  Honourable  William  Ellert,  of 
fland,  one  of  the  signers  of  the  Declara- 
adependence,  and  through  her  the  subject 
iketch  is  lineally  descended  from  A  nice 
BEET,  the  wife  of  Governor  Br  adstreet, 
rhter  of  Grovemor  Dudley,  who  was  the 
lebrated  poet  of  her  time  in  America, 
will  be  seen,  our  author  has  good  blood 
ins :  an  honour  which  no  one  pretends  to 
vho  is  confident  that  his  grandfather  was 
on  or  a  boor. 

iRO  Henrt  Daita  was  bom  at  Cam- 
on  the  fifteenth  of  November,  1787. 
bout  ten  years  old  he  went  to  Newport, 
iland,  where  he  remained  until  a  year  or 
ore  he  entered  Harvard  College.  His 
lUring  his  boyhood,  was  too  poor  to  admit 
x>nstant  application  to  study;  and  much 
ne  was  passed  in  rambling  along  the  rock- 
oast,  listening  to  the  roar  and  dashing  of 
an,  and  searching  for  the  wild  and  pio- 
'■ ;  indicating  thus  early  that  love  of  na- 
tch is  evinced  in  nearly  all  his  subsequent 
,  and  acquiring  that  perfect  knowledge  of 
lery  of  the  sea  which  is  shown  in  the 
neer,"  and  some  of  his  minor  pieces.  On 
college,  in  1807,  he  returned  to  Newport, 
$ed  nearly  two  years  in  studying  the  Latin 
e  and  literature,  after  which  he  went  to 
re,  and  entered  as  a  student  the  law  office 
ral  Robert  Goodhue  Harper.  The  ap- 
>f  the  second  war  with  Great  Britain,  and 
erne  unpopularity  of  all  persons  known  to 
o  the  federal  party,  induced  him  to  return 
bridge,  where  he  finished  his  course  of 
id  opened  an  ofilce.  He  soon  became  a 
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member  of  the  legislature,  and  was  for  a  time  a 
warm  partisan. 

Feeble  health,  and  great  constitutional  sensi- 
tiveness, the  whole  current  of  his  mind  and  feel- 
ings, convinced  him  that  he  was  unfitted  for  his 
profession,  and  he  closed  his  office  to  assist  his 
relative,  Professor  Edward  T.  Chank^ikc:,  in  the 
management  of  the  **  North  American  Review," 
which  had  then  been  established  about  two  years. 
While  connected  with  this  periodical  he  wrote 
several  articles  which  (particularly  one  upon 
Hazlitt's  British  Poets)  excited  much  atten- 
tion among  the  literaiy  men  of  Boston  and  Cam- 
bridge. The  Pope  and  Queen  Anne  school  was 
then  triumphant,  and  the  dicta  of  Jeffret  were 
law.  Dana  praised  Wordsworth  and  Cole- 
BiDOB,  and  saw  much  to  admire  in  Btbon  ;  he 
thought  poetry  was  something  more  than  a  recrea- 
tion ;  that  it  was  something  superinduced  upon  the 
realities  of  life;  he  believed  the  ideal  and  the 
spiritual  might  be  as  real  as  the  visible  and  the 
tangible;  thought  there  were  truths  beyond  the 
understanding  and  the  senses,  and  not  to  be 
reached  by  ratiocination;  and  indeed  broached 
many  paradoxes  not  to  be  tolerated  then,  but 
which  now  the  same  community  has  taken  up 
and  carried  to  an  extent  at  that  time  unthou^ht  of. 

A  strong  party  rose  against  these  opinions,  and 
Daxa  had  the  whole  influence  of  the  university, 
of  the  literary  and  fashionable  society  of  the  city, 
and  of  the  press,  to  contend  against.  Being  in  a 
minority  with  the  "  North  American  Club,"  he  in 
1819  or  1820  gave  up  all  connection  with  the 
Review,  which  passed  into  the  hands  of  the  Eve- 
RETTs  and  others,  and  in  1821  began  "The  Idle 
Man,"  for  which  he  found  a  publisher  in  Mr. 
Charles  Wilet,  of  New  York.  This  was  read 
and  admired  by  a  class  of  literary  men,  but  it  was 
of  too  high  a  character  for  the  period,  and  on  the 
publication  of  the  first  number  of  the  second  vo- 
lume, Dana  received  from  Mr.  Wieet  informa- 
tion that  he  was  « writing  himself  into  debt,"  and 
gave  up  the  work. 

In  1825,  he  published  his  first  poetical  produc- 
tion, '*  The  Dying  Raven,"  in  the  « New  York 
Review,"  then  edited  by  Mr.  Brtakt;*  and  two 


*^  While  Dana  was  a  member  of  the  *'  North  American 
Club,"  the  poem  entitled  '*  Thanatnpsia"  wat  offered  for 
publication  In  the  Review.  Our  critic,  with  one  or  two 
olhen,  read  it,  and  concurred  in  the  belief  that  it  could 
not  have  been  written  by  an  American.  There  wag  a 
finish  and  completeness  about  it,  added  to  the  grandeur 
and  beauty  of  the  ideas,  to  which,  it  was  supposed,  none 
of  our  own  writers  had  attained.  Dana  was  informed, 
however,  that  the  author  of  it  was  a  member  of  the  Ma*. 
sachusetts  Senate,  then  in  session,  and  he  walked  imme- 
diately from  Cambridge  to  the  State  House  in  Boston  to 
obtain  a  view  of  the  remarlcable  man.  A  friain,  middle- 
aged  gentleman,  with  a  business-like  aspect,  was  pointed 
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yemra  after  gave  to  the  public,  in  •  siiibII  Tolaizie, 
**The  Buccaneer,  and  other  Poema."  This  was 
well  n.'ccived,  the  popular  taste  having,  in  the  five 
yearn  which  hail  clapaoJ  nnce  the  publication  of 
the  **  Idle  Man."  been  considerably  improved ;  but 
as  his  publishers  failed  soon  after  it  was  printed, 
the  poi*t  was  not  matle  richer  by  his  toil.  In  1833 
ho  pul>liiihed  his  **  Poems  and  Prose  Writings,** 
including  *<  The  Buccaneer,**  and  other  pieces  em- 
braced in  his  previous  volume,  with  some  new 
liorinM,  and  the  *«  Idle  Man/*  except  the  few  papers 
writti'u  for  it  liy  his  ftiends.  For  this  he  received 
from  his  liooksellcr  about  enough  to  make  up  for 
the  loss  ho  had  sustaintnl  by  the  **  Idle  Man.'*  His 
case  illuHtmtes  the  usual  extent  of  the  rewards  of 
exertion  in  the  higher  departments  of  literature  in 
thi4  country.  Had  his  first  work  been  sucoeasful, 
ho  would  prolKibly  have  been  a  voluminous  writer. 

In  1  h:I9,  he  delivered  in  Boston  ami  New  York 
a  series  of  lectures  on  English  poetry,  and  the 
great  maHters  of  the  art,  which  were  warmly  ap- 
plaudcil  by  the  educated  and  judicious.  These 
have  not  yet  U'en  printetL 

The  longest  and  most  remarkable  of  Daiva's 
poemw  in  the  **  Buccaneer,**  a  story  in  which  he 
h»M  depirte«l  with  singular  power  the  stronger  and 
darker  lumxionn.  It  is  based  on  a  trailition  of  a 
munler  committed  on  an  island  on  the  coast  (^ 
New  Englajid,  by  a  pirate,  whote  guilt  in  the  end 


THE  BUCCANEER. 


"  Roy  with  Ihy  blac  berd, 
I  redf  thst  thou  blio. 
And  aone  act  th«>  In  vhrlve. 
With  litrrow  of  thi  ayn ; 
Zi*  rn«t  with  th«  merrbandes 
And  msd^  tham  ful  bare  : 
It  e«  ffud«  reaaon  and  rif  ht 
That  s«  evill  mlRfkre." 

Lal'bimci  Misot. 

Thk  island  lies  nine  leamies  away. 

Along  its  solitary  nhtire. 
Of  crai;irv  nirk  and  sandv  bar, 
Ni>  Hoiiiid  but  ocean's  n>ar. 
Rave,  where  the  b<dd.  wild  Hra-liinl  makes  her  home. 
Her  shrill  cry  coining  through  the  Hparkling  (bam. 

But  when  the  li^^ht  wind^  He  at  re<it. 

And  on  the  i»l.ii«v,  hr.ivinu  •»••«, 
The  Miu'k  diirk,  with  h«'r  «lii**y  ltnM*t, 
Sits  swinging  silently  ; 
How  bi'autiful !  no  ripplrt  bn*:ik  the  reirh. 
.\nd  nil  very  wav«»^  gi>  nui-MMe-i-*  up  t!je  licaeh. 


nat  In  hint ;  a  ainfle  f  Uarr  wai  auflrknt ;  lb#  l^f  laiatnr 
ciiul-l  mil  b«  the  author  of  Than«|i>p«ts ;  ami  lir  rrturard 
»iih'>tit  ••'•fkinc  an  InlriMiudlnn.  A  slirht  and  ntiural 
uiiatJikr  •>f  n.-imea  tiad  mUled  hi«  lnfi>nnanl.  The  real 
BuilMir  brtn(  at  Irnfth  dlacoverrd,  a  rnrmpnad^nre  ea- 
■iirj :  and  Ubtamt  brinf  Invrti^d  m  dHiter  the  Phi  Beta 
Kj,ip«i  iHtem  at  (^Smbrldge,  thejr  becaaic  peraimaiijr  ac- 
qujinied,  and  a  frivndship  spfUBg  np  ahkh  has  laals4 
until  the  preacBl  IIms. 


meets  with  strange  and  terrible  ivirihatioa.     !■ 

attempting  to  compress  hia  language  he  is 

times  slightly  obsi'ure,  and  his  vcne  ii 

hanh,  but  never  Creble,  never  witboat 

The  ••Buccaneer**  is  followed  bj  a  poem  id  « 

diflbrent  character,   entitled   ••The   Chandra  if 

Home,**  in  which  is  n'lated  the  afSectioa  ttf  two 

young  persons,  in  huinlde  lite,  whoae 

defemd   tmtil  the  lover  shall   have 

means  of  sulisistence ;   hia  departme  ia 

of  gain ;  liis  return  in  disappointmcnC ;  his 

departure,  and  death  in  absence— «  md 

and   one   Uiat   is  too  often   lived.     ••Fi 

Lifi*,**  -Tlioughu  on  the  Soul,**  and  -The  Has- 

band*s  and  Wife's  (Srave.**  are  the  kmgcec  of  hM 

other  poems,  and,  as  well  as  his  shorter 

they  are  distinguished  for  high  religioua 

profound  philosi>phy,  simple  sentiment,  and 

and  vigorous  diction. 

All  the  writings  of  Di^rs  belong  to  the 
nent  literature  of  the  country.  Hia 
poetry  will  find  every  year  more  and  more 
Something  resi>uibling  {Mietiy  ••  is  oAenti 
into  instant  and  turi»ulent  popularity,  while  a 
of  genuine  character  may  be  lying  neglecVd  by 
all  except  tlie  poets.  But  the  tide  of  time  flofvi 
on,  anil  the  fonner  begins  to  settle  to  the  boltem, 
while  the  latter  rines  slowly  and  iteadilT  to  iht 
surface,  and  goes  forward,  for  a  spirit  is  m  IL** 


And  inland  rests  the  green,  warm  detl ; 

The  brook  comes  tinkling  down  ita 
From  out  thi'  trees  the  Sabbath  bell 
Rings  cheerful,  far  and  wide. 
Mingling  its  sound  with  bleatinga  oC  the 
That  (eed  about  the  vsle  among  the 


Nor  holy  bell  nor  pastoral  Meat 

In  former  dsvs  within  the  vale  ; 
FlappM  in  the  Iwy  the  pirate's  sheet ; 
Curses  were  on  the  i;ale ; 
Rich  gooda  lay  on  the  wiiid.  and  murdered 
Pirste  and  wrtvker  kept  their  revels 

But  calm.  low  voiii'*,  wonls  of 

Now  itli>wly  f.dl  u)Min  the  ear ; 
A  quift  liMtk  i<i  in  ent'h  face, 
SuMiif<l  sni!  hilly  fiar: 
Each  motiiin  s«-ntle ;  all  it  Windly  d< 
Come,  listen,  hi>w  fr<>m  rriiiie  this  isle 


Twelve  year^  are  e.^ie  *inre  Matthsv  Lu 

Hi'Id  in  i\u*  :«le  liiiipii-^tinnM  sway; 
A  d.-irk.  low.  briwny  man  was  he; 
His  law — "  It  i«  m%  wav." 
Beneath  hia  thirk-<4't  l^r  >ws  a  sharp  light 
■  Fnmi  sm^ill  cray  tyes  ;  hi4  laugh  ath 


II. 


Cniel  of  hrsri.  and  *tronx  of 

I«<>ud  in  hi«  «|Mirt,  snd  keen  for  spoilt 
He  little  rerk'il  **f  ir-w^l  or  harm, 
Fierre  !«i(h  iM  nii'th  and  t«»il ; 
Yet  like  a  dm:  roiiM  faun,  if  need  theve 
Speak  mildly,  when  he  would,  or  look  ia 
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III. 
1  the  uproar  of  the  storm, 
kd  by  the  Hgfatning's  sharp,  red  glare, 
)  seen  Lie's  face  and  sturdy  form; 
s  axe  glanced  quick  in  air; 
corpse  at  mom  is  floating  in  the  sedge  ? 
blood  and  hair,  Mat,  on  thy  axe's  edge. 

IT. 

f,  ask  him  yonder ;  let  him  tell ; 
lake  the  bmte,  not  man,  my  mark, 
walks  these  clifis,  needs  heed  him  well ! 
St  night  was  fearful  dark. 
^e  the  lashing  waves  will  spare  or  feel  1 
•  gash ! — These  rocks — they  cut  like  steel. 


V. 

iped  his  axe ;  and,  turning  round, 
d,  with  a  cold  and  harden'd  smile, 
>  hemp  is  saved-^the  man  is  drown'd. 
ilt  let  him  float  a  while  ? 
him  Christian  burial  on  the  strand  1 
id  his  fellows  peaceful  'ncath  the  sand. 


»» 


f» 


71. 

I  waste  wza  greater  than  his  gam. 
*11  try  the  merchant's  trade,"  he  thought, 
•ugh  less  the  toil  to  kill,  than  feign — 
uigs  sweeter  robb'd  than  bought — 
n,  to  circumvent  them  at  their  arts !" 
Jin'd,  and  spoils  for  cargo,  Lkb  departs. 

TII. 

fearful,  on  the  broad-bstck'd  waves, 
feel  them  shake,  and  hear  them  roar; 
ith,  unsounded,  dreadful  caves: 
mnd,  no  cheerful  shore, 
this  solemn  world  what  deeds  are  done  ? 
le  goes  up,  the  deadly  sea-fight's  won ; 

VIII. 

canton  talk,  and  laughter  heard, 

lere  speaks  God's  deep  and  awful  voice. 

I's  awe  from  that  lone  ocean-bird ; 

y  ye»  when  ye  rejoice ! 

prayers  to  priests,"  cries  Lss;  ^Fm  ruler 

lere! 

sUows  know  full  well  whom  they  should 


ear!" 


iz. 


hip  works  hard ;  the  seas  run  high ; 

sir  white  tops,  flashing  through  the  night, 

lo  the  eager,  straining  eye, 

vild  and  shifting  light 

t  the  pumps ! — The  leak  is  gaining  fast ! 

the  ship!-— The  devil  rode  that  blast !" 

I  has  swallow 'd  for  its  food 

»ils  thou  didst  gain  in  murderous  glee ; 

could  its  waters  wash  out  blood, 

lad  been  well  for  thee. 

ts  ibr  crime.    And  no  repentant  tear 

m  for  sin? — ^Then  wait  thine  hour  of  fear. 


zi. 
The  sea  has  like  a  plaything  toss'd 

That  heavy  hull  the  livelong  night 
The  man  of  sin — ^he  is  not  lost ; 
Sofl  breaks  the  morning  light 
Tom  spars  and  sails — ^her  cargo  in  the  deep— • 
The  ship  makes  port  with  slow  and  labouring 
sweep. 

XIT. 

Within  a  Spanish  port  she  rides. 

Angry  and  sour'd,  Lbe  walks  her  deck. 
«  Then  peaceful  trade  a  curse  betides  ? — 
And  Aou,  good  ship,  a  wreck ! 
ni  luck  in  change ! — Ho!  cheer  ye  up,  my  men! 
Rigg'd,  and  at  sea,  we'll  to  old  work  again!" 

XIII. 

A  sound  is  in  the  Pjrrenees ! 

Whirling  and  dark,  comes  roaring  down 
A  tide,  as  of  a  thousand  seas. 
Sweeping  both  cowl  and  crown. 
On  field  and  vineyard,  thick  and  red  it  stood. 
Spain's  streets  and  palaces  are  wet  with  blood, 

XIV. 

And  wrath  and  terror  shake  the  land ; 

The  peaks  shine  clear  in  watchfire  lights ; 
Soon  comes  the  tread  of  that  stout  band — 
Bold  Arthur  and  his  knights. 
Awake  ye,  Merliit  !    Hear  the  shout  from  Spain ! 
The  spell  is  broke ! — Arthur  is  come  again ! 

XV. 

Too  late  for  thee,  thou  young  fair  bride: 

The  tips  are  cold,  the  brow  is  pale. 
That  thou  didst  kiss  in  love  and  pride : 
He  cannot  hear  thy  wail. 
Whom  thou  didst  lull  with  fondly  murmur'd 

sound: 
His  couch  is  cold  and  lonely  in  the  ground. 

XVI. 

He  fell  for  Spain — ^her  Spain  no  more ; 
For  he  was  gone  who  made  it  dear ; 
And  she  would  seek  some  distant  shore, 
At  rest  from  stiife  and  fear. 
And  wait,  amid  her  sorrows,  till  the  day 
His  voice  of  love  should  call  her  thence  away. 

XVII. 

Lks  feign'd  him  grieved,  and  bow'd  him  low. 

'T  would  joy  his  heart  could  he  but  aid 
So  good  a  lady  in  her  wo, 
He  meekly,  smoothly  said. 
With  wealth  and  servants  she  is  soon  aboard. 
And  that  white  steed  she  rode  beside  her  lord. 

XVIII. 

The  sun  goes  down  upon  the  sea ; 

The  shadows  gather  round  her  home. 
"  How  like  a  pall  are  ye  to  me ! 
My  home,  how  like  a  tomb ! 
O !  blow,  ye  flowers  of  Spain,  above  his  head. 
Ye  will  not  blow  o'er  me  when  I  am  dead." 
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SIX. 

And  now  die  fttn  an  barninf  bright; 

Tet  itUl  ihe'f  looking  toward  the  wbon 
Beyond  the  waters  black  in  night. 
** I  ne'er  ihall  aee  thee  nkore! 
Te  'n  man  J,  wa^ee,  yet  lonely  aeema  your 
And  I'm  alone    acarce  know  I  where  to  go." 

XX. 

Sleep,  sleep,  tboo  sad  one,  on  the  sea ! 
The  wash  of  waters  lulls  thee  now ; 
His  arm  no  more  will  pillow  thee, 
Thy  fin^pers  on  his  brow. 
He  is  not  near,  to  hush  thee,  or  to  save. 
The  ground  is  his — the  sea  must  be  thy  grave. 

XXI. 

The  moon  comes  up ;  the  night  goes  on. 

Why,  in  the  shadow  of  the  mast, 
8tan4ls  that  dark,  thoui^htful  man  alone  ? 
Thy  pledge,  man ;  keep  it  fast ! 
Bethink  thee  of  her  youth  and  sorrows,  Lii ; 
Helpless,  alone — and,  then,  her  trust  in  theeu 

XZII. 

When  told  the  hardships  thou  hadst  borne. 

Her  words  to  thee  were  like  a  charm. 
With  uncheer'd  grief  her  heart  is  worn ; 
Thou  wilt  not  do  her  harm ! 
He  looks  out  on  the  sea  that  sleeps  in  light. 
And  growls  an  oath— *<  It  it  too  still  to-night  !** 

XZIII. 

He  sleeps ;  but  dreams  of  massy  gold. 

And  heaps  of  pearl.     He  stretch'd  his  hands. 
He  hears  a  voice — *«  HI  man,  withhold  V* 
A  pale  one  near  him  stands. 
Her  brpath  comes  deathly  cold  upon  his  cheek ; 
Her  touch  is  cold. — He  wakes  with  piercing  shriek. 

xxir. 

He  wakes ;  but  no  relentinifs  wake 

Within  his  aniny*  rmtlcss  souL 
••  What,  shall  a  dream  Mat's  purpose  diake? 
The  Ko\d  will  make  all  whole. 
Thy  merchant  tnule  ha<l  nigh  unmann'd  thee,  lail ! 
What,  balk  my  chance  because  a  woman's  aad !" 

xxr. 

He  cannot  look  on  her  mild  eve ; 

Her  patirnt  wonls  his  spirit  queU. 
Within  that  e^il  heart  there  lie 
The  hates  and  ftnim  of  hell. 
His  speech  is  short ;  he  wears  a  surly  brow. 
There  *s  none  will  hear  her  shriek.    What  fear 
ye  now  1 

XZVI. 

The  workings  of  the  soul  ye  fear ; 

Ve  fear  the  power  that  goodneas  hath ; 
Ye  fear  the  f 'naeen  One,  ever  near. 
Walking  his  ocean  path. 
From  out  the  silent  void  there  eomes  a  cry— 
"  Vengrance  is  mine !    Thou,  manferer,  too,  ahalt 
die!" 


xxnt. 

Nor  dread  of  rrw^uriif  wo^ 

Nor  the  aea'a  swfcl  aoitada* 
Can  make  thee,  wn«ch»  thy  cHom 
Then,  bloody  handy— to  Uood ! 
The  scud  b  driving  wildly  ovarhoid; 
The  stars  bom  dim;  the  oeaan 


XXTIIT. 

Moan  for  the  living ;  moan  oor 

The  wrath  of  man,  more  fierce  thantfMna. 
Hark !  still  thv  waves !— The  work 
Lki  makes  the  deadly  sign. 
The  crew  glide  down  like  shadows^  Eje 
8peak  fearful  meanings  through  that  sttotf 


XXIX. 

They  're  gone.— The  helmsman  stands 
'    And  one  leans  idly  o'er  the  bow. 

m 

Still  as  a  tomb  the  ship  keeps  oo ; 
Nor  sound  nor  stirring  now. 
Hush,  hark !  as  from  the  centre  oC  the 
Shrieks— fiendish  yells!     They  stab 
sleep! 

xxz. 

The  scream  of  rage,  the  groan,  the  alrifiit 

The  Mow,  the  gasp,  the  horrid  cry. 
The  panting,  throttled  prayer  for  life. 
The  dying's  heaving  siffh. 
The  murderer's  curse,  the  dead  maa*a  iz'J» 

glare, 
And  fear's  and  death's  cold  sweat     tliey  aO 
there! 

XXXI. 

On  pale,  dead  men,  on  Imming  ehcik. 

On  quick,  fierce  eyes,  brows  hot 
On  hands  that  with  the  warm  Mood 
Shines  the  dim  caliin  lamp. 
Lbi  look'd.  ••They  sleep  ao  aoond,"  km, 
said. 
They  '11  scarcely  wake  for  mistress  or  fer 


t« 


XXXIf. 

A  crash  !    Thnr  've  forced  the 

One  lonir.  lonv.  shrill,  and  piereiaf 
Comes  thrillinir  through  the  cmwl  of 
'T  is  hers  ! — O  Cion,  re«leem 
From  worse  than  death,  thy  suflehnc  1 
That  dreadful  shriek  a)^n — sharp,  shai]p,Mkl«iU! 

XXXIII. 

It  ceased.— With  •\n^\  o' th*  KchtniBff'a 

A  loose-n)bed  form,  with  •trramti 
Shoots  by. — A  leap— a  qui«*k«  short 
'T  is  gone ! — There  *s  nothing  thees ! 
The  wares  have  swqit  away  the  bubhliBg 
Bright-cnwted  waves,  how  calmly  on  tiMy 

XXXIV. 

She's  slee{iinx  in  her  silent  cava. 

Nor  beam  the  stem,  hfud  mar  abovi^ 
Nor  strife  of  man  on  land  or  wave 
Vounx  thins!  her  h<iroe  of  love 
She  soon  has  rearh*d !— Fair,  unpoQaled 
They  harm*d  her  not ! — Was  dying      ~ 
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xxxr, 

—To  live  when  joy  wis  dead ; 
0  with  one  lone,  pining  though^-* 
tmful  love  her  being  wed — 
Qg  what  death  had  wrought ; 
e  child  of  wo,  jet  shed  no  tear, 
oess,  and  yet  share  no  joy  nor  fear ; 

ZXXYI. 

:  on  man,  and  deem  it  strange 

he  on  things  of  earth  should  brood, 

ill  its  throng'd  and  busy  range 

er  was  solitude — 

s  bitterness !     Death  came  and  preas'd 

ed  lids,  and  brought  her  sick  heart  rest. 

XXXVII. 

>ok  ye  on  each  other  so, 

speak  no  word  1 — Ay,  shake  the  head ! 

one  where  ye  can  never  go, 

t  fear  ye  from  the  dead  1 

no  tales;  and  ye  are  all  true  men ; 

away  that  blood ;  then,  home  again ! — 

XXXVIII. 

your  souls ;  it  will  not  out! 
why  so  lost  ?     'Tis  not  like  thee! 
nrhere  thy  revel,  oath,  and  shout  1 
It  pale  one  in  the  sea ! — 
t  blood. — But  she — I  cannot  tell ! 
as't?— it  flashM  like  fires  of  hell  !— 

XXXIX. 

rhen  it  passM  there  was  no  tread ! 

p'd  the  deck. — Who  heard  the  sound? 

none! — Say,  what  was  it  fledl — 

girl ! — And  is  she  drown'd  1 — 

vn  these  depths?  How  dark  they  look, 

Icold! 

ider!   stop  her! — Now! — there! — ^hold 

r,  hold !" 

XL. 

Bzed  upon  his  ghastly  face. 

lat  ails  thee,  Lss ;  and  why  that  glare?*' 

ha,  *tis  gone,  and  not  a  trace! 
lo,  she  was  not  there ! —         • 
ou  said  ye  heard  her  when  she  fell  ? 
inge — ^I'U  not  be  fooPd — Will  no  one 
I? 


»» 


xti. 

!4cd.     And  soon  the  wildncss  passM. 

I  came  the  tingling  flush  of  shame. 

e  and  fear  are  gone  as  fast. 

5  silly  thing  *s  to  blame 

3  so.     Tis  plain  she  loved  us  not; 

lave  stay*d  a  while,  and  shared  my  cot" 

XLIT. 

en  the  ribald  lauijhM.     The  jest, 

ic:h  old  and  foul,  loud  laughter  drew; 

iler  yet  came  from  the  rest 

lat  infernal  crew, 

ren,  their  blasphemy, their  broken  trust! 

lers  murder— murder  panders  lust! 


XLIII. 

Now  slowly  up  they  bring  the  dead 
From  out  that  silent,  dim-lit  room. 
No  prayer  at  their  >qmek  burial  said ; 
No  friend  to  weep  their  doom. 
The  hungry  waves  have  seized  them  one  by  one ; 
And,  swallowing  down  their  prey,  go  roaring  on. 

XLIV. 

Cries  Lbb,  «  We  must  not  be  betray 'd. 

'T  is  but  to  add  another  corse ! 
Strange  words,  'tis  said,  an  ass  once  bray'd : 
I  '11  never  trust  a  horse ! 
Out!  throw  him  on  the  waves  alive !    He'll  swim; 
For  once  a  horse  shall  ride ;  we  all  ride  him." 

XLV. 

♦ 

Such  sound  to  mortal  ear  ne'er  came 

As  rang  far  o'er  the  waters  wide. 
It  shook  with  fear  the  stoutest  firame: 
The  horse  vb  on  the  tide ! 
As  the  waves  leave,  or  lift  him  up,  his  cry 
Comes  lower  now,  and  now  'tis  near  and  high. 

XLVI. 

And  through  the  swift  wave's  yesty  crown 

His  scared  eyes  shoot  a  fiendish  light. 
And  fear  seems  wrath.    He  now  sinks  down. 
Now  heaves  again  to  sight. 
Then  drifts  away ;  and  through  the  night  they  hear 
Far  off  that  dreeidful  cry. — But  mom  is  near. 

XLVII. 

O  hadst  thou  known  what  deeds  were  done. 

When  thou  wast  shining  far  away, 
Would'st  thou  let  fall,  calm-coming  sun, 
Thy  warm  and  silent  ray  ? 
The  good  are  in  their  graves ;  thou  canst  not  cheer 
Their  dark,  cold  mansions:  Sin  alone  is  here. 

XLVIII. 

«The  deed's  complete!     The  gold  is  ours! 

There,  wash  away  that  bloody  stain! 
Pray,  who'd  refuse  what  fortune  sbowers  ? 
Now,  lads,  we'll  lot  our  gain. 
Must  &irly  share,  you  know,  what's  fairly  got? 
A  truly  good  night's  work !   Who  says  'twas  not ?" 

XLIX. 

There's  song,  and  oath,  and  gaming  deep. 
Hot  words,  and  laughter,  mad  carouse ; 
There's  naught  of  prayer,  and  little  sleep; 
The  devil  keeps  the  house ! 
«Leb  cheats!*'  cried  Jack.    Lee  struck  him  to 

the  heart. 
"That's  foul!"  one  mutter'd. — ««Fool!  you  take 
your  part ! — 

L. 

"The  fewer  heirs  the  richer,  man ! 

Hold  forth  thy  palm,  and  keep  thy  prate! 
Our  life,  we  read,  is  but  a  span. 
What  matters,  soon  or  late?" 
And  when  on  shore,  and  asked,  Did  many  die  ' 
"  Near  half  my  crew,  poor  lads !"  he  'd  say,  and  sigh. 
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Within  our  bftj,  one  itormy  night, 

The  uftlo-men  mw  boats  malie  far  ihon, 
With  here  ami  there  a  dandng  light, 
ThiU  flatfh*d  on  man  and  oar. 
When  hail'd,  the  rowing  stopped,  and  all  was  dark. 
•«  Ua !  lantern-work !— We  'U  home !  They  're  pUj- 
ing  shark !" 

Next  daj,  at  noontime,  toward  the  town. 

All  stared  and  wonder*d  much  to  aee 
Mat  and  his  men  come  strolling  down. 
The  boys  shout,  **  Here  comes  Lit !' 
^  Thy  ship,  good  Lib  V*  **  Not  many  leagues  from 

shore 
Our  ship  by  chance  took  fire." — They  leam'd  no 
more. 

LIIT. 

He  and  his  crew  were  flush  of  gold. 

**  You  did  not  lose  your  cargo,  then  t'* 
**  Learn,  where  all  *s  fairly  bought  and  sold, 
Heaven  prospers  those  true  men. 
Foniakc  your  evil  wttys,  as  we  forsook 
Our  ways  of  sin,  and  honest  courses  took ! 

LIT. 

*«  Wouldst  see  my  log-book  t     Fairly  writ 

With  pen  of  steel,  and  ink  of  blood ! 
How  lightly  doth  the  conscience  sit ! 
Learn,  truth 's  the  only  good." 
And  thus,  with  flout,  and  cokl  and  impious  jeer, 
He  fled  repentance,  if  he  'scaped  not  fear. 


Remorse  and  fear  he  drowns  in  drink. 

*'  Come,  pass  the  bowl,  my  jolly  crew! 
It  thicks  the  blood  to  mope  and  think. 
Here's  merry  days,  though  few!" 
And  then  he  quaffs.— -80  riot  reigns  within ; 
80  brawl  and  laughter  shake  that  house  of  sin. 

LTI. 

M  %T  lords  it  now  throughout  the  isle. 
His  haiiil  falls  heavier  than  before. 
All  dreail  alike  his  frown  or  smile. 
None  come  within  his  door, 
8svc  those  who  dipp'd  their  hands  in  blood  with  him ; 
Save  those  who  Uugh'd  to  M>e  the  white  horse  swim. 

LYIt. 

"  To-night 's  our  annix-ersary ; 

And.  mind  me,  lads  well  have  it  kept 
With  royal  state  and  special  glee ! 
Better  with  those  who  slept 
Their  sleep  that  nii^ht,  had  he  lie  now,  who  slinks ! 
And  health  and  wealth  to  him  who  bravely  drinks !" 

LTIll. 

The  words  they  speak,  we  may  not  speaL 

The  tales  they  tell,  we  may  not  tcU. 
Mere  mortal  man,  forbear  to  seek 
Tlie  secreU  of  that  hell ! 
Tht'ir  sliouu  grow  loud : — Tis  near  mid-hour  of 

night: 
vVhat  miHuis  upon  the  waters  that  red  light  t 


Not  biggw  than  a  slw  ii 

And,  now,  'tis  like  the  fatoodj 
And,  now,  it  shoots  in  h 
lu  light!— 'twiU  leach us  sooa  I 
A  ship !  and  all  on  firs ! — ^hull«  yuds^ 
Her  sheets  are  sheets  of  flame!    Hkm*m 
fitft! 

And  now  she  rides,  upright  and  stilly 

Shedding  a  wild  and  lurid  fight 
Around  the  cove,  on  inland  hill. 
Waking  the  gloom  of  night 
All  breathes  of  terror !  men,  in  dumb 
Gaze  on  each  other  'neath  the  horrid 


LTI. 

It  scares  the  sea-birds  from  their 

They  dart  and  wheel  with  deafiminf 
Now  dark — and  now  their  wings  ami 
Flash  l«rk  disastrous  gleams. 
O,  sin,  what  hast  thou  done  on  this  fiur 
The  world,  O  man,  is  wailing  o'er  thy  birth. 

LXII. 

And  what  comes  up  above  the  wav«. 

So  ghastly  white  !— A  spectra]  bettdS^ 
A  horse's  heail ! — (May  Heaven  mw 
Those  looking  on  the  dead — 
The  waking  dead!)  There,  on  the  sea,  he 
The  Spectre-Horse! — He  moves;   he  gaine  ifat 


LXIII. 

Onward  he  speeds.     His  ghostly 

Are  streaming  with  a  cold,  blue  li((hL 
Heaven  keep  the  wiu  of  him  who 
The  Spectre-Horse  to-nicht ! 
His  path  is  shining  like  a  swift  ship's 
Before  Lib's  door  he  gleams  like  day's  gmy 

LTtV. 

The  revel  now  is  hijrh  within ; 

It  breaks  upon  the  nii<lnight  air. 
Thev  little  think,  mid  mirth  and  din. 

What -spirit  waits  them  there. 
As  if  the  skv  became  a  voice,  there 

w 

A  sound  to  appal  the  hving,  stir  the 

LIT. 

The  spirit-Hteed  s<^t  up  the  neigh. 

It  seem'd  the  living  trump  of  hell. 
Sounding  Ut  call  the  damn'd  away. 
To  j«>iii  the  ho»t  that  frlL 
It  rang  al«mg  the  vaulted  sky :  the 
Jarr'd  hard,  as  when  the  thronging 

ITTI. 

It  rang  in  ean  that  knew  the  sound ; 
I  And  hot,  flush'd  cheek*i  are  blanrh'd  wttt  Irar 

I       And  why  does  Lkk  look  wildly  round  f 
I'hinks  he  the  drown'd  horse  near? 
He  drofM  his  cup— his  b|»s  are  stiff  with  fright. 
Nay,  sit  thee  down !     It  iji  thy  banquet  nighL 
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LZTII. 

not  nt    I  needs  most  go : 

■peU  is  on  m j  spirit  now. 

diead — ^I  go  to  wo !" 
rho  80  weak  m  thou, 
lan! — ^His  hoof  upon  the  door-stone,  see, 
ow  stands ! — His  eyes  are  on  thee,  Lsb  !— 

LXTIII. 

m  pricks  up ! — «  O,  I  must  bear 

damp,  cold  breath !     It  chills  mj  frame ! 

es — their  near  and  dreadful  glare 

ik  that  I  must  not  name !" 

mad  to  mount  that  horse! — ^A  power 

ithin, 

>ey— cries,  <  Mount  thee,  man  of  sin !' " 

LXIT. 

low  upon  the  spectre's  back, 

h  rein  of  silk,  and  curb  of  gold. 

arful  speed ! — the  rein  is  slack 

hin  his  senseless  hold ; 

by  an  unseen  power,  he  onward  rides, 

les  not  the  shaidow-beast  he  strides. 

LXZ. 

»  with  speed ;  he  goes  with  dread  ! 
now  they're  on  the  hanging  steep  I 
low !  the  living  and  the  dead, 
y '11  make  the  horrid  leap ! 
e  stops  short : — his  feet  are  on  the  Terge. 
s,  like  marble,  high  above  the  surge. 

LXXI. 

igh,  the  tall  ship  yet  bums  on, 

h  red,  hot  spars,  and  crackling  flame. 

lull  to  gallant,  nothing 's  gone. 

bums,  and  yet's  the  same ! 

red  flame  is  beating,  all  the  night, 

ind  horse,  in  their  cold,  phosphor  light 

LXXII. 

^h  that  cold  light  the  fearful  man 

looking  on  the  burning  ship. 

er  again  will  curse  and  ban. 

r  fast  he  moves  the  lip ! 

be  does  not  speak,  or  make  a  sound ! 

)  you,  Les  ?  the  bodies  of  the  drown'd  t 

LXXIII. 

If  where  mortal  man  may  notr^ 
the  chambers  of  the  deep, 
ie  dead,  long,  long  forgot ; 
i  them  in  their  sleep, 
il  power  is  mine,  which  none  can  know, 
rho  leagues  his  soul  with  death  and  wo." 

LXXIT. 

mild,  sad  mother — waning  moon, 

last,  low,  melancholy  ray 

toward  him.    Quit  him  not  so  soon ! 
ber,  in  mercy,  stay ! 

ind  death  are  with  him ;  and  canst  thou, 
t  kind,  earthward  look,  go  leave  him  now  1 


LXXT. 

O,  thou  wast  bom  for  things  of  love ; 

Making  more  lovely  in  thy  shine 
Whate'er  thou  look'st  on.    Hosts  above, 
In  that  soft  light  of  thine. 
Bum  softer :— earth,  in  silvery  veil,  seems  heaven. 
Thou'rt  going  down ! — ^hast  left  him  unforgiven ! 

LXXYI. 

The  far,  low  west  is  bright  no  more. 

How  still  it  is !     No  sound  is  heard 
At  sea,  or  all  along  the  shore, 
But  cry  of  passing  bird. 
Thou   living  thing — and  dar'st   thou  come  so 

near 
These  wild  and  ghastly  shapes  of  death  and  fear  t 

LXXYII. 

Now  long  that  thick,  red  light  has  shone 

On  stem,  dark  rocks,  and  deep,  still  bay. 
On  man  and  horse,  that  seem  of  stone, 
8o  motionless  are  they. 
But  now  its  lurid  fire  less  fiercely  bums : 
The  night  is  going — ^faint,  gray  dawn  returns. 

LXXTIII. 

That  spectre-steed  now  slowly  pales ; 

Now  changes  like  the  moonlit  cloud ; 
That  cold,  thin  light,  now  slowly  fitils. 
Which  wrapp'd  them  like  a  shroud. 
Both  ship  and  horse  are  fading  into  air. — 
Lost,  mazed,  alone— see,  Lsk  is  standing  there ! 

LXXIX. 

The  moming  air  blows  firesh  on  him : 

The  waves  dance  gladly  in  his  sight ; 
The  sea-birds  call,  and  wheel,  and  skim — 
O,  blessed  moming  light ! 
He  doUi  not  hear  their  joyous  call ;  he  sees 
No  beauty  in  the  wave ;  nor  feels  the  breeze. 

LXXX. 

For  he's  accursed  from  all  that's  good ; 

He  ne'er  must  know  its  healing  power ; 
The  sinner  on  his  sins  must  brood. 
And  wait,  alone,  his  hour. 
A  stranger  to  earth's  beauty — ^human  love ; 
There's  here  no  rest  for  him,  no  hope  above ! 

LXXXI. 

The  hot  sun  beats  upon  his  head ; 

He  stands  beneath  its  broad,  fierce  blaze. 
As  stiff  and  cold  as  one  that's  dead : 
A  troubled,  dreamy  maze 
Of  some  unearthly  horror,  all  he  knows — 
Of  some  wild  horror  past,  and  coming  woes. 

LXXXII. 

The  g^  has  found  her  place  on  shore ; 

The  sun  gone  down  again  to  rest ; 
And  all  is  still  but  ocean's  roar : 
There  stands  the  man  unbless'd. 
But,  see,  he  moves-— he  turns,  as  asking  where 
His  mates ! — Why  looks  he  with  that  piteous  stare  1 


Go,  get  tiiee  home,  and  end  th j  mifth ! 

Go,  call  the  rerellera  again ! 
They  're  fled  the  Ule ;  and  o'er  the  earth 
Are  wanderen  like  Cain. 
At  he  his  door-stone  pass'd,  the  air  blew  chilL 
The  wine  is  on  the  board ;  Lst,  take  thy  fill ! 

LXXXIT. 

•* There's  none  to  meet  me,  none  to  cheer; 
The  seats  are  empty — lights  burnt  out ; 
And  I,  alone,  must  sit  me  here: 
Would  I  could  hear  their  shout  !*' 
He  ne'er  shall  hoar  it  more — more  taste  his  wine ! 
Silent  he  uU»  witliin  the  still  moonshine. 

LIXXT. 

Day  came  again ;  and  up  he  rose, 

A  weary  man  from  his  lone  board ; 
Nor  merry  feast,  nor  sweet  repose 
Did  that  long  night  aflford. 
No  shadowy-coming  niglit,  to  bring  him  rest— 
No  dawn,  to  chase  the  darkness  of  his  breast  I 

LTXXri. 

He  walks  within  the  day's  full  glare 

A  darken'd  man.     Where'er  he  comes, 
All  shun  him.    Children  peep  and  stare ; 
Then,  frighten'd,  seek  their  homes. 
Thmuf^h  all  the  crowd  a  thrilling  horror  ran. 
They  point,  and  say, — *«  There  goes  the  wicked 


man 


i»» 


LTXTTfl. 

He  turns  and  curses  in  his  wrath 

Both  man  and  child ;  then  hastes  away 
^horewanl,  or  takes  some  gloomy  path ; 
But  there  he  cannot  stay : 
Termr  and  madness  drive  him  back  to  men; 
His  hate  of  man  to  solitude  i^ain. 

LXXXTfll. 

Time  passes  on,  and  he  grows  hold— 

His  eye  is  fierce,  his  oaths  are  loud ; 
None  dare  from  Lti  the  hand  withhold ; 
Fie  rules  and  scofls  the  crowd. 
Dut  still  St  heart  there  lies  a  nerret  fear; 
For  now  the  year's  dread  round  it  drawing 


LXXXIX. 

He  swears,  but  he  is  sick  at  heart ; 

He  laughs,  but  he  turns  deailly  pale ; 
His  restless  eye  and  suiUlen  start — 
These  tell  the  dreadful  tale 
Tliat  will  be  told:  it  needs  no  wonls  from  thee. 
Thou  aelf-sold  slave  to  fear  and  misery. 

xr. 

Bimd-sIaTe  of  sin,  sre  there— that  light ! 

••Ha!  Uke  me— take  roe  from  its  blase !" 
Nay,  thou  must  ride  the  steed  to-night ! 
Dut  other  weary  days 
And  iiightii  mu»t  shine  and  darken  o*er  thy  head. 
Ere  tliou  shall  go  with  him  to  meet  die  dead. 


! 


Again  the  ship  fights  all  Ibt  bad ; 

Again  Lsi  strides  the 
Again  upon  the  cliff  they 
This  once  he'll  be 
Gone  horse  and  ship;  bat  L»*t  kM 
Nor  laugh,  nor  scoff,  nor  rage  can  help 

XCII. 

His  si>irit  heani  that  spirit  «y, 

**  Listen ! — 1  twice  have  cone  to  tlwtu 
Once  more— and  then  a  dreadfol  wmj  ! 
And  thou  must  go  with  me!** 
Ay.  cling  to  earth,  as  sailor  to  the  roek! 
Sea-swept,  suck*d  down  in  the 


xriti. 

He  goes ! — So  thou  must  loose  thy  lioU, 

And  go  with  Death;  nor  brfthe  Ifaa 
Of  early  air,  nor  light  behold. 
Nor  sit  thee  in  the  calm 
Of  gentle  thoughts,  where  good  mm 

dose. 
In  life,  or  death,  where  look'st  thou  for  ivpow 

TCIT. 

Who's  sitttnflT  on  that  long.  Mack  MgOt 

Which  makes  so  far  out  in  the  aeo; 
Feeling  the  krlp-weed  on  its  edge! 
Poor,  idle  Mattbiw  Lbi! 
80  weak  and  pale  ?    A  year  and  little  mora* 
And  bravely  did  he  lord  it  round  this  abonl 


xcv. 
And  on  the  shingles  now  he  sita. 

And  rolls  the  peltbles  'neath  his  han^aj 
Now  walks  the  beach ;  then  stops  by  ili^ 
And  scores  the  smooth,  wet  sands; 
Then  tries  each  difl^  and  cove,  and  jut,  that 
The  isle ;  then  home  from  many  weary  roamik 

XCTI. 

Ther  ask  him  why  he  waixlert  so. 

From  dav  to  dav.  the  uneven  strand  1 
•<l  wi»h,  I  wti»h  that  I  might  go! 
Dut  1  would  go  by  land ; 
Ami  there's  no  wsv  thst  I  can  find— f  'w  triad 
AU  day  and  night !"— He  seaward  looked,  m 
I'd. 


XCVIf. 

It  brouzht  the  tear  to  nuinv  an  eve 
Thst,  onre,  his  eye  had  made  to 
**  Lkk,  eo  with  us;  our  sUiop  is  nigh; 
(\mM!%  Ikelp  u»  hot»t  her  saiL" 
He  shi>ok.     *•  ViHi  know  the  spiht-horae  I  lida! 
He  '11  let  me  on  the  wa  with  nooe  beaidaf* 

XCVtll. 

He  views  the  shi[is  that  come  and  go^ 

I^ooking  flo  like  to  living  thing*. 
O !  *t  is  a  priMid  and  gallant  show 
Of  briirht  snd  broad-spread  wingai 
Making  it  licht  around  theia  as  they  kMp 
Their  course  nght  onward  through  the 
deep. 


\ 
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XCIX. 

And  where  the  ikr-off  nnd-btn  lift 

Their  bedu  in  long  and  nanow  line. 
The  breakers  Aont,  and  leap,  and  ihif  t, 
And  aend  the  qwrkling  brine 
Into  the  air;  then  roah  to  mimic  ftrife— 
Glad  creatoiea  of  the  lea,  and  full  of  lifi^^ 


But  not  to  Lib.     He  aita  alone; 
No  fellowship  nor  joy  for  him. 
Borne  down  by  wo,  he  makea  no  moan, 
Though  tears  will  sometimes  dim 
That  asking  eye.     O,  how  his  worn  thoughta 

crave- 
Not  joy  again,  but  rest  within  the  graye. 

CI. 

The  rocks  are  dripping  in  the  nust 
That  lies  so  heavy  off  the  shore ; 
Scarce  seen  the  running  breakers; — ^list 
Their  dull  and  smother'd  roar! 
Lbs  hearkens  to  their  voice. — "  I  hear,  I  hear 
Your  calL — ^Not  yet ! — ^I  know  my  time  is  near  I" 

CII. 

And  now  the  mist  seems  taking  shape, 

Forming  a  dim,  gigantic  ghost, — 
Enormous  thing! — ^There's  no  esc^w; 
'T  is  close  upon  the  coast 
Lbb  kneels,  but  cannot  pray. — Why  mock  him  so  1 
The  ship  has  clear'd  the  fog,  Lbb,  see  her  go ! 

cm. 
A  sweet,  low  voice,  in  starry  nighta, 
Chants  to  his  ear  a  plaining  song ; 
Its  tones  come  winding  up  the  heights. 
Telling  of  wo  and  wrong; 
And  he  must  listen,  till  the  stars  g^w  dim. 
The  song  that  gentle  voice  doth  sing  to  him. 

CIT. 

O,  it  is  aad  that  aught  so  mild 

Should  bind  the  soul  with  banda  of  fear; 
That  strains  to  soothe  a  little  child. 
The  man  should  dread  to  hear ! 
But  sin  hath  broke  the  world's  sweet  peace— un- 
strung 
The  harmonious  chonis  to  which  the  angela  flings 

cv. 

In  thick,  dark  nights  he  'd  take  his  seat 

High  up  the  clifis,  and  feel  them  shake. 
As  swung  the  sea  wiUi  heavy  beat 
Below — and  hear  it  break 
With  savage  roar,  then  pause  and  gather  strength. 
And  then,  come  tumbling  in  its  swollen  length. 

CTI. 

But  he  no  more  shall  haunt  the  beach. 

Nor  sit  upon  the  tall  cliff's  crown, 
Nor  go  the  round  of  all  that  reach. 
Nor  feebly  sit  him  down. 
Watching  the  swaying  weeds : — another  day, 
And  he  '11  have  gone  far  hence  that  dreadful  way. 

U 


CTIt. 

To4ught  the  charmed  number 's  told. 

« Twice  have  I  come  for  thee,"  it  said. 
«Once  more,  and  none  shall  thee  behold. 
Come !  live  one,  to  the  dead  !"— 
So  hears  his  soul,  and  fears  the  coming  night ; 
Tet  sick  and  weary  of  the  soft,  calm  light 

CTIII. 

Again  he  sits  within  that  room : 

All  day  he  leans  at  that  still  board ; 
None  to  bring  comfort  to  his  gloom. 
Or  speak  a  friendly  word. 
Weaken'd  with  fear,  lone,  haunted  by  remorse, 
Poor,  shattered  wretch,  there  waits  he  that  pale 
horse. 

CIS. 

Not  long  he  waits.    Where  now  are  gone 

Peak,  citadel,  and  tower,  that  stood 
Beautiful,  while  the  west  sun  shone 
And  bathed  them  in  his  flood 
Of  airy  glory  ? — Sudden  darkness  fell ; 
And  down  they  went,  peak,  tower,  citadeL 

ex. 

The  darkness,  like  a  dome  of  stone. 

Ceils  up  the  heavens.— T  is  hush  as  death- 
All  but  the  ocean's  dull,  low  moan. 
How  hard  Lbb  draws  his  breath! 
He  shudders  aa  he  feels  the  working  Power. 
Arouse  thee,  Lbb  !  up !  man  thee  for  thine  hour! 

CXI. 

rr  is  close  at  hand ;  for  there,  once  more, 

The  burning  ship.    Wide  sheets  of  flame 
And  shafts  of  fire  she  show'd  before  ^^> 
Twice  thus  she  hither  came  ;— 
But  now  she  rolls  a  naked  hulk,  and  throws 
A  wasting  light !  then,  settling,  down  she  goes. 

CXII. 

And  where  she  sank,  up  alowly  came 

The  Spectre-Horse  from  out  the  sea. 
And  there  he  stands  I     His  pale  sides  flame. 
He  '11  meet  thee  shortly,  Lbb. 
He  treads  the  waters  aa  a  solid  floor; 
He 's  moving  on.    Lbb  waits  him  at  the  door. 

OXIII. 

They  're  met — "  I  know  thou  comeat  for  me, 

Lbb's  spirit  to  the  spectre  said ; 
« I  know  that  I  must  go  with  thee— 
Take  me  not  to  the  dead. 
It  waa  not  I  alone  that  did  the  deed !" 
Dreadfril  the  eye  of  that  still,  spectral  steed. 

CXIT. 

Lbb  cannot  turn.     There  is  a  force 

In  that  fixM  eye,  which  holds  him  faat 
How  still  they  stand ! — ^the  man  and  horse. 
«  Thine  hour  is  almost  past" 
«0,  spare  me,"  cries  the  wretch,  «thoii  feazfiil 

one !" 
«  My  time  is  full — ^I  must  not  go  alone." 


^r^ 
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CZT. 

<«  I  *m  weak  and  fiiint    O*  let  me  stay !" 

**  Nay,  murderer,  rent  nor  atay  for  thet  P 
The  horse  and  man  are  on  their  way ; 
He  beam  him  to  the  aea. 
Hark !  how  the  spectre  breathes  through  this  still 

night : 
See,  from  his  nostrils  streams  a  deathly  light ! 

CXTI. 

He  *8  on  the  beach ;  l>ut  stops  not  there ; 

He  *s  on  tlie  sea ! — that  dreadful  horse ! 
Lkb  flings  and  writhes  in  wild  despair  !— 
In  vain !     The  spirit-corse 
Holds  him  by  fearful  spell ; — he  cannot  leap. 
Within  that  horrid  light  he  rides  the  deepi 

CZTII. 

It  lights  the  sea  around  their  track — 

The  curling  comb,  and  <I>trk  steel  wave ; 
Th«Te,  yft»  nits  Lke  the  sjicctre's  back — 
(tone  !  gone !  and  none  to  save  ! 
They  *re  iieen  no  more ;  the  night  has  shut  them  in. 
May  Heaven  have  pity  on  thee,  man  of  sin ! 


CZTIII. 

The  earth  has  washM  away  its  stain ; 

The  st*aled-up  sky  is  breaking  forth. 
Mustering  its  glorious  hosts  afiruin, 
From  the  far  south  and  north ; 
The  climbing  moon  plays  on  the  rippling 
— O,  whither  on  its  waters  rideth  Lbb  1 


THE  OCEAN.* 

Now  stretch  vour  eve  off  shore,  o*er  waters  made 
To  cleanse  the  air  and  bear  the  world's  great  trade, 
To  riiM\  and  wet  the  mountains  near  the  sun. 
Then  bat'k  into  th<*miielvrs  in  rivers  run. 
Fulfilling  mighty  uses  far  and  wide, 
Through  earth,  in  air,  or  here,  as  ocean-tide. 

Ho !  how  the  giant  heaves  himself,  and  strains 
And  flings  to  break  his  strong  and  viewless  chains ; 
Foams  in  his  wrath ;  and  at  his  prison  doors. 
Hark  !  hear  him !  how  he  beats  and  tugs  and  roars, 
As  if  he  would  break  forth  a^ain  and  sweep 
Each  livinir  thing  within  his  lowest  deep. 

Type  of  the  Infinite!    I  look  away 
Over  thy  billows,  and  I  cannot  stay 
My  thought  upon  a  resting-plsce,  or  make 
A  shore  lieyonil  my  visi«)n,  where  they  break; 
But  on  my  spirit  stretches,  till  it*s  |>ain 
To  think ;  then  rests,  and  then  puts  forth  again. 
Thou  hold*st  me  by  a  spell ;  and  on  thy  beach 
I  feel  all  soul ;  and  thoughts  unmeasured  mch 
Far  back  lieyond  all  date.     And,  O  !  how  ok! 
Thou  art  to  me.     For  coantlcM  years  thou  hast 

rollU 
Before  an  ear  did  hear  thee,  thoa  didst  moam. 
Prophet  of  sorrows,  o*er  a  rac«  anbom  \ 
Waitinic.  thou  mighty  minister  of  death, 
Loiielv  thT  work,  ere  man  had  drawn  his  breath. 

*  FruB  **  Psrtiilous  Life/* 


At  laat  thoa  didat  it  wcU !    Thadrnd 
Came,  and  thou  swept'st  to  death  the  bRsthiiif  kai ; 
And  then  coca  more,  unto  the  «kst  hcsvaa 
Thy  lone  and  melancholy  voioe  waa  gbco. 

And  though  the  land  ia  thronged  again*  O 
Strange  sadness  touches  all  that  goea  with 
The  small  bird's  plaining  note,  the  wild,  ahaipo^ 
Share  thy  own  spirit :  it  is  aadneas  all ! 
How  dark  and  stem  upon  thy  wave*  kwka 
Yonder  tall  cliiT— he  with  the  iron  cruwii. 
And  see !  those  sable  pines  along  the  stec|i. 
Are  come  to  join  thy  requiem,  gloomy  deep ! 
Like  stoled  monks  they  stand  and  chant  the 
Over  the  dead,  with  thy  low  beating  surge 


;i 


DAYBREAK. 


"  The  Pllfrim  ihty  laid  In  a  Urge  upper  rl»v«v<,^ 
wlndnw  opened  tnwsrdt  lbs  lun-rblnf :  the  naae  <if  iks 
chamber  wis  Peace ;  where  he  slept  ttU  brvak  <if  ^f, 
sad  then  he  swoke  sad  sang/*— Tie  Ptlgrtm't 


Now,  brighter  than  the  host  that  all  night 

In  6ery  armour,  far  up  in  the  sky 

Stood  watch,  thou  contest  to  wait  the  DonuBg^s 

song. 
Thou  coouttt  to  tell  me  day  a^nin  is  nigh. 
Star  of  the  dawning !    Cheerful  is  thine  eye ; 
And  yet  in  the  broad  day  it  must  irrow  dim. 
Thou  semrst  to  look  on  me,  as  a»king  why 
My  mourning  eyes  with  silent  tears  do  swim ; 
Thou  bid*st  me  turn  to  Goi>,  and  seek  my 
Him. 


Canst  thou  grow  aad,  thou  say'st,  aa  earth 

bright  1 
And  sii(h.  when  little  birds  begin  discoame 
In  quick,  low  voices,  ere  the  streaming  light 
Pours  on  their  nests,  from  out  the  day'a 

source? 

With  creatures  innocent  thou  must  prrforee 
A  sharer  lie,  if  that  thine  heart  be  pure. 
And  holy  hour  like  this,  save  sharp  rrmoiH^ 
Of  ills  and  pains  of  life  must  Iv  the  mre. 
And  breathe  in  kindred  calm,  and  teach 

endure. 


I  feel  its  calm.     But  there's  a  aombrova  hMb 
Edging  that  eastern  cloud,  of  deep,  dull  red ; 
Nor  glitt«*rs  yet  the  coM  and  hra^y  d 
And  all  the  woods  and  hill-ti>ps  stand 
With  dusky  lights,  which  warmth  nor 

shetl. 
Still— savr  the  Urd  that  scarcely  lifts  iu 
The  vast  world  seems  the  tomb  of  all  the 
The  silent  city  em|itied  of  iu  throng. 
And  emied,  all  alike,  grieC  mirth,  love.  halVt 

wrong. 


But  wrong,  and  hate,  and  lore,  and  grief,  and 
Will  quii-ken  soon ;  and  hard,  hot  toil  and 
With  heatllong  purpose,  shake  this  sleeping  cvth 
With  discoril  stranee.  and  all  that  man  ealla  b^L 
With  thousand  scalter'd  beauties  nature  *a  lifr; 
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And  aira  and  woods  and  streams  breathe  haimonies : 
Man  weds  not  these,  but  taketh  art  to  wife ; 
Nor  binds  his  heart  with  soft  and  kindly  ties : — 
He,  fererish,  blinded,  liyes,  and,  feveiiah,  sated,  dies. 

It  is  because  man  useth  so  amiss 

Her  dearest  blessings,  Nature  seemeth  sad ; 

Else  why  should  she  in  such  fresh  hour  as  this 

Not  lifl  the  yeil,  in  revelation  glad. 

From  her  fair  &ce  ? — ^It  is  that  man  is  mad ! 

Then  chide  me  not,  clear  star,  that  I  repine 

When  nature  grieves ;  nor  deem  this  heart  is  bad. 

ThoQ  look'st  toward  earth ;  but  yet  the  heavens 

are  thine; 
While  I  to  earth  am  bound: — When  will  the 

heavens  be  mine  1 

If  man  would  but  his  finer  nature  learn. 
And  not  in  life  fentastic  lose  the  sense 
Of  ampler  things;  could  nature's  features  stem 
Teach  him  be  thoughtful,  then,  with  soul  intense 
I  should  not  yearn  for  God  to  take  me  hence. 
But  bear  my  lot,  albeit  in  spirit  bow'd. 
Remembering  humbly  why  it  is,  and  whence : 
But  when  I  see  cold  man  of  reason  proud. 
My  solitude  is  sad — I*m  lonely  in  the  Crowd. 

But  not  for  this  alone,  the  silent  tear 
Steals  to  mine  eyes,  while  looking  on  the  mom, 
Nor  for  this  solemn  hour:  fresh  life  is  near; — 
But  all  my  joys ! — they  died  when  newly  bom. 
Thousands  will  wake  to  joy ;  while  I,  forlorn. 
And  like  the  stricken  deer,  with  sickly  eye 
Shall  see  them  pass.    Breathe  calm — my  spirit's 

torn; 
Ye  holy  thoughts,  lifl  up  my  soul  on  high ! — 
Ye  hopes  of  things  unseen,  the  far-off  world  bring 

nigh. 

And  when  I  grieve,  O,  rather  let  it  be 
That  I — whom  nature  taught  to  sit  with  her 
On  her  proud  mountains,  by  her  rolling  sea — 
Who,  when  the  winds  are  up,  with  mighty  stir 
Of  woods  and  waters — feel  the  quickening  spur 
To  my  strong  spirit; — who,  as  my  own  child. 
Do  love  the  flower,  and  in  the  ragged  bur 
A  beauty  see — that  I  this  mother  mild 
Should  leave,  and  go  with  care,  and  passions  fierce 
and  wild! 

How  suddenly  that  straight  and  glittering  shaft 
Shot  'thwart  the  earth !    In  crown  of  living  fire 
Up  comes  the  day !  As  if  they  conscious  quaff'd— 
The  sunny  flood,  hill,  forest,  city  spire 
Laugh  in  the  wakening  light — Go,  vain  desire ! 
The  dusky  lights  are  gone ;  go  thou  thy  way ! 
And  pining  discontent,  like  them,  expire ! 
Be  caird  my  chamber.  Peace,  when  ends  the  day ; 
And  let  me  with  the  dawn,  like  Pilobim,  sing  and 
pray. 


INTIMATIONS  OF  IMMORTALITY.* 


O,  LisTBir,  man ! 
A  voice  within  us  speaks  the  startling  word, 
**  Man,  thou  shalt  never  die !"     Celestial  voices 


*  From  tiM  *'Hust»aDd*s  and  Wife's  Grave." 


Hjrmn  it  around  our  souls :  according  harps, 
By  angel  fingers  touch'd  when  the  mild  stars 
Of  morning  sang  together,  sound  forth  still 
The  song  of  our  great  immortality ! 
Thick,  clustering  orbs,  and  this  our  fair  domain. 
The  tall,  dark  mountains,  and  the  deep-toned  seas. 
Join  in  this  solemn,  universal  song. 
— O,  listen,  ye,  our  spirits !  drink  it  in 
From  all  the  air!     Tis  in  the  gentle  moonlight; 
'TIS  floating  in  day's  setting  glories;  night, 
Wrapp'd  in  her  sable  robe,  with  silent  step 
Comes  to  our  bed  and  breathes  it  in  our  ears ; 
Night  and  the  dawn,  bright  day  and  thoughtful  eve, 
All  time,  all  bounds,  the  timitless  expanse. 
As  one  vast,  mystic  instrument,  are  touch'd 
By  an  unseen,  living  Hand,  and  conscious  chords 
Quiver  with  joy  in  this  great  jubilee : 
-~The  dying  hear  it ;  and  as  sounds  of  earth 
Grow  dull  and  distant,  wake  their  passing  souls 
To  mingle  in  this  heavenly  harmony. 


THE  LITTLE  BEACH-BIRD. 


I. 

Thou  little  bird,  thou  dweller  by  the  sea. 
Why  takest  thou  its  melancholy  voice  1 
Aiid  with  that  boding  ciy 
O'er  the  waves  dost  thou  fly  1 
O !  rather,  bird,  with  me 
Through  the  Mr  land  rejoice ! 

IT. 

Thy  flitting  form  comes  ghostly  dim  and  pale, 
As  driven  by  a  beating  storm  at  sea ; 
Thy  ciy  is  weak  and  scared. 
As  if  thy  mates  had  shared 
The  doom  of  us :  Thy  wail — 
What  does  it  bring  to  me  1 

III. 

Thou  call'st  along  the  sand,  and  haunt'st,the  surge, 
Restless  and  sad :  as  if,  in  strange  accord 
With  the  motion  and  the  roar 
Of  waves  that  drive  to  shore. 
One  spurit  did  ye  urge — 
The  Mystery— the  Word. 

IT. 

Of  thousands,  thou  both  sepulchre  and  pall. 
Old  ocean,  art !    A  requiem  o'er  the  dead. 
From  out  thy  gloomy  cells 
A  tale  of  mourning  tells — 
Tells  of  man's  wo  and  fall. 
His  sinless  glory  fled. 

T. 

Then  turn  thee,  little  bird,  and  take  thy  flight 
Where  the  complaining  sea  shall  sadness  bring 
Thy  spirit  never  more. 
Come,  quit  with  me  the  shore. 
For  gladness  and  the  light 
Where  birds  of  summer  sing. 
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THE  MOSS  SUPPLTCATETH  FOR  THE 

POET. 

Tiouaa  I  tm  humble,  dight  me  noC, 

Bat  loye  me  for  the  Poet*e  Mke ; 
Forget  me  not  till  lie*e  forgot; 

I,  care  or  ■light,  with  him  would  take. 

For  oft  he  paM*d  the  UoaMMns  by, 
And  gaxfd  on  roe  with  kindly  look ; 

Left  ftamiting  flowera  and  open  nky, 
And  woo*d  me  by  the  riiady  brooL 

And  like  the  brook  hia  Toice  waa  low : 
Ho  soft,  eo  Had  the  words  he  apoke, 

That  with  the  ftrram  thry  trem'd  to  (low : 
They  told  me  that  his  heart  waa  broke  ;— 

They  aaid,  the  world  he  fiiin  would  shun. 
And  seek  the  still  and  twilight  wood— ^ 

His  spirit,  weary  d  the  sun. 

In  humblest  things  found  chiefrat  good  ;«- 

That  I  was  of  a  lowly  frame, 

AikI  far  more  constant  than  the  flower, 

^'hich,  vain  with  many  a  boastful  name, 
But  flutter *d  out  its  idle  hour ; 

That  I  waa  kind  to  old  decay, 

And  wrapt  it  softly  round  in  green. 

On  naked  root  and  trunk  of  gray 

Spread  out  a  garniture  and  screen  :— 

They  saiil,  that  he  was  withering  fast. 
Without  a  sheltering  friemi  like  me ; 

That  on  his  manhood  fell  a  blast. 
And  left  him  bare,  like  yonder  tree ; 

That  spring  would  clothe  ^ti  boughs  no  more. 
Nor  ring  his  boughs  with  song  d  bird— 

8oundM  like  the  melancholr  shore 

Alone  were  through  his  branchea  heard. 

Methought,  as  then,  he  stood  to  trace 
The  wither*d  stems,  there  stole  a  tear*- 

That  I  could  read  in  hit  sad  face. 
Brother,  our  sorrows  make  us  near. 

And  then  he  stretch*d  him  all  along, 
And  laifl  his  head  upon  my  breasC, 

Listening  the  water's  peaceful  song,— 
How  glad  was  I  to  tand  his  rest ! 

Then  happier  grew  his  soothed  souL 
He  tuniM  and  watrhM  the  sunlight  play 

Upon  my  fiMre,  as  in  it  stole. 

Whispering,  Above  is  brighter  day  I 

He  praised  my  varied  hue«»— the  green. 
The  silver  hoar,  the  golden,  brown ; 

8ai«l,  IjOveUer  hnea  were  never  seen : 
Then  gently  pieas'd  my  tender  down* 

And  where  I  sent  up  little  shoots. 
He  caird  them  treea,  in  fond  conceit : 

Like  silly  lovers  in  their  suits 

He  talked,  hii  care  awhile  to  cheat. 

I  said,  rd  deck  me  in  the  dewa, 
(\Hikl  I  but  chase  awaf  his  care. 

And  clothe  me  in  a  thousand  huea, 
To  bring  him  joys  that  I  might 


He  answered,  earth  no  Miarim  bad 
To  cure  his  lone  and  aching 

That  I  waa  one,  when  he  waa  and. 
Oft  stole  him  from  hia  pain,  ia  pert. 

But  e>n  from  thee,  he  aaid,  I  go^ 
To  meet  the  world,  ita  eaie  and 

No  more  to  watch  this  ({uieC  flow, 
Or  spend  with  thee  a  gealie  life. 

And  yet  the  brook  ia  gliding  on. 
And  I,  without  a  care,  at  lert. 

While  hack  to  toiling  life  he'a  gooa 
Where  finds  hit  head  no  fiuthlbl 

Deal  gently  with  him,  world.  T  prey ; 

Ye  cares,  like  soften *d  shadow 
His  spirit,  wellnigh  worn  away. 

Asks  with  ye  but  awhile  a 

Oh,  may  I  Dve,  and  when  he  diea 
Be  at  hit  fpet  an  humble  aod ; 

Oh,  may  I  lay  roe  where  he  lire. 
To  die  when  he  awakea  in  God  I 


WASHINGTON  ALLSTOIf. 

I  LOOK  through  tear*  on  Beauty  now; 
Ami  Beauty's  selC  less  radiant,  looks  on  ne^ 
Serene,  vet  touch*d  with  asdneas  is  the  blow 
(Once  bright  with  joy)  I  see. 

Joy>waking  Beauty,  why  so  sad  ? 
Tell  where  the  radiance  of  the  smile  ia 
At  which  mv  heart  and  earth  and 
That  link'd  us  all  in  one. 

It  is  not  on  the  mountain's  breast ; 
It  comes  not  to  me  with  the  dawning  day; 
Nor  looks  it  from  the  glories  d  the  wcat. 
As  slow  they  |aMS  away. 

Nor  on  those  gti<iing  roundleta  bfigfai 
That  steal  their  play  among  the  woody 
Nor  on  thine  own  dear  chiUrra  doth  it 
The  flowers  along  the  gtadea. 

Ami  alter*d  to  the  lining  mind 
(The  great  high-priestecs  with  her  thoughfiibQni 
Who  mund  tliine  altar  ave  have  stood 
Ttie  comforts  uf  thy  fj 
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Why  shailow'd  thus  thy  forehead  fiur! 
Why  on  the  mind  low  hangs  a  raysiac 
And  spreads  away  upon  the  genial  air. 
Like  vapours  from  the  tomb  t 

Why  »h*wM  ye  shine,  you  lighta  ahoivet 
Why,  little  flowers.  o{w>n  to  the  heat ! 
No  rm>re  within  the  heart  \e  filled  with 
The  living  pulses  beaL 

Well.  Beauty,  may  yiHi  mourning 
The  fine  behttlding  eye  whose  constant  look 
Was  tumM  ihi  thee  is  dark — and  cold  the 
Th4t  ga%e  all  ^isiun  Uiuk. 

Nsy,  heart,  he  still ! — Of  heavenly  htrtk 
Is  Beauty  sitrung. — l#onk  up !  behold  the 
There  he  wh«»  reverent  tnred  her 
Now  lees  her  fare  to  foce. 
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[BoraI788L    Died  1847.] 


I  BiLRTx  Mr.  WuDB  'w  «  Dative  of  Baltimore, 
and  that  he  was  bom  aboat  the  year  1789.*  His 
&mily  are  of  Saxon  origin,  and  their  ancient  name 
was  Db  Wilds  ;  but  hia  parents  were  natives  of 
Dublin,  and  his  &ther  was  a  wholesale  hardware 
merchant  and  ironmonger  in  that  city  during  the 
American  war;  near  the  close  of  which  he  emi- 
grated to  Maryland,  leaving  a  prosperous  business 
and  a  large  capital  in  the  hands  oif  a  partner,  by 
whose  bad  management  they  were  in  a  few  years 
both  lost. 

The  childhood  of  Richard  Hiurt  Wilde  was 
passed  in  Baltimore.  He  was  taught  to  read  by 
his  mother,  and  received  instruction  in  writing 
and  Latin  grammar  from  a  private  tutor  until  he 
was  about  seven  years  old.  He  afterward  attended 
an  academy;  but  his  father's  afiairs  becoming  em- 
bairasaed,  in  his  eleventh  year  he  was  taken  home 
and  placed  in  a  store.  His  constitution  was  at 
first  tender  and  delicate.  In  his  infiincy  he  was 
not  expected  to,  live  from  month  to  month*  and 
he  suffered  much  from  ill  health  until  he  was 'fif- 
teen or  sixteen.  This  induced  quiet,  retiring,  soli- 
tary, and  studious  habits.  His  mother's  example 
gave  him  a  passion  for  reading,  and  all  his  leisure 
was  devoted  to  books.  The  study  of  poetry  was 
his  principal  source  of  pleasure,  when  he  was  not 
more  than  twelve  years  old. 

About  this  time  his  father  died ;  and  gathering  as 
much  as  she  could  from  the  wreck  of  his  property, 
his  mother  removed  to  Augusta,  Greorgia,  and 
commenced  there  a  small  business  for  the  support 
of  her  family.  Here  young  Wilds,  amid  the 
Irudgery  of  trade,  tau^t  himself  book-keeping, 
and  became  fruniliar  with  the  works  in  general 
hterature  which  he  could  obtain  in  the  meagre 
libraries  of  the  town,  or  from  his  personal  friends. 

The  expenses  of  a  large  family,  and  various 
other  causes,  reduced  the  little  wealth  of  his 
mother;  her  business  became  unprofitable,  and  he 
resolved  to  study  law.  Unable,  however,  to  pay  the 
usual  fee  for  instruction,  he  kept  his  design  a  secret, 
as  far  as  possible ;  borrowed  some  elementaiy  books 
from  his  friends,  and  studied  incessantly,  tasking 
himself  to  read  fifty  pages,  and  write  five  pages 
of  notes,  in  the  form  of  questions  and  answers, 
each  day,  besides  attending  to  his  duties  in  the 
store.  And,  to  overcome  a  natural  diffidence,  in- 
creased by  a  slight  impediment  in  his  speech,  he 
appeared  frequently  as  an  actor  at  a  dramatic  so- 
ciety, which  he  had  called  into  existence  for  this 


*  Most  of  the  (kcts  In  this  notice  of  Mr.  Wilob  were 
communicated  to  me  by  an  eminent  eitisen  of  Oeorgia, 
who  baa  long  been  intimately  acquainted  with  him.  He 
was  uncertain  whether  Mr.  W.  was  bom  before  the  ar- 
rival  of  his  parents  in  America,  but  believed  he  was 
Dot. 


purpose,  and  to  rain  a  fund  to  estabHsh  a  public 
library. 

All  this  time  his  older  and  graver  acquaintances, 
who  knew  nothing  of  his  designs,  naturally  con- 
founded him  with  his  thoughtless  companions, 
who  sought  only  amusement,  and  argued  badly 
of  his  future  life.  He  bore  the  injustice  in  silence, 
and  pursued  hb  secret  studies  for  a  year  and  a  half; 
at  the  end  of  which,  pale,  emacisited,  fiseble,  and 
with  a  consumptive  cough,  he  sought  a  distant 
court  to  be  examined,  that,  if  rejected,  the  news 
of  his  defbat  might  not  reach  his  mother.  When 
he  arrived,  he  found  he  had  been  wrongly  informed, 
and  that  the  judges  had  no  povrer  to  admit  him. 
He  met  a  friend  there,  however,  who  was  going 
to  the  Greene  Superior  Court;  and,  on  being  in- 
vited by  him  to  do  so,  he  deCemuned  to  proceed  im- 
mediately to  that  place.  It  was  the  Mareh  term, 
for  1809,  Mr.  Justice  Early  presiding ;  and  the 
young  applicant,  totally  unknown  to  every  one, 
save  the  friend  who  accompanied  him,  was  at  in- 
tervals, during  three  days,  subjected  to  a  most 
rigorous  examination.  Justice  Early  was  well 
known  for  his  strictness,  and  the  circumstance  of 
a  youth  leaving  his  own  circuit  excited  his  suspi- 
cion; but  every  question  was  answered  to  the 
satis&ction  and  even  admiration  of  the  examin- 
ing conmiittee ;  and  he  declared  that  « the  young 
man  could  not  have  left  his  circuit  because  he 
was  unprepared."  His  friend  certified  to  the 
correctness  of  his  moral  character;  he  was  ad- 
mitted without  a  dissenting  voice,  and  returned 
in  triumph  to  Augusta.  He  was  at  this  time 
under  twenty  yean  of  age. 

His  health  gradually  improved ;  he  applied  him- 
self diligently  to  the  study  of  belles  lettres,  and  to 
his  duties  as  an  advocate,  and  rapidly  rose  to  emi- 
nence ;  being  in  a  few  yean  made  attorney-gene- 
ral of  the  state.  He  was  remarkable  for  industry 
in  the  preparation  of  his  cases,  sound  logic,  and 
general  urbanity.  In  forensic  disputation,  he  never 
indulged  in  personalities, — ^then  too  common  at  the 
bar,-— unless  in  self-defence ;  but,  having  studied 
the  charactere  of  his  associates,  and  stored  his 
memory  with  appropriate  quotations,  his  ridicule 
was  a  formidable  weapon  against  all  who  attacked 
him. 

In  the  autumn  of  1 8 1 5,  when  only  a  fortnight  over 
the  age  required  by  law,  Mr.  Wilds  was  elected  a 
member  of  the  national  House  of  Representatives. 
At  the  next  election,  all  the  representatives  from 
Greorgia,  but  one,  were  defeated,  and  Mr.  Wilds 
returned  to  the  bar,  where  he  continued,  with  the 
exception  of  a  short  service  in  Congress  in  1826, 
until  1828,  when  he  again  became  a  representa- 
tive, and  so  continued  until  1835.  I  have  not 
room  to  trace  his  character  as  a  politician  very 
closely.    On  the  occasion  of  the  Force  Bill,  as  it 
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WM  called,  he  seceded  from  »  majority  of  Con- 
grcWf  conMdering  it  ■  meuore  cakuUted  to  pro- 
dure  civil  war,  and  justified  himself  in  a  speech 
of  much  eloquence.  His  speeches  on  the  tarifl^ 
the  relative  advantages  and  disadvantages  of  a 
small-note  currency,  and  on  the  removal  of  the 
de|XMitcs  by  General  Jacksos,  show  what  are 
his  pretensions  to  industry  and  sagacity  as  a  poll* 
tician.* 

Mr.  Wilde's  opposition  to  the  Force  Bill  and 
the  removal  of  the  depositee  rendered  him  as  un- 
popular with  the  Jacksox  party  in  Georgia,  as  his 
letter  from  Virginia  had  made  him  with  the  nul- 
liiiers,  and  at  the  election  of  1834  he  was  left  out 
of  Congress.  This  aflbrded  him  the  opportunity 
he  had  long  desired  of  going  abroad,  to  recruit  his 
health,  much  impaired  by  long  and  arduous  public 
service,  and  by  repeated  attacks  of  the  diseases  in- 
cident to  southern  climates.  He  sailed  for  Europe 
in  June,  1 835,  spent  two  years  in  travelling  through 
England,  France,  Belipum,  Switzerland,  and  Italy, 
and  settled  during  three  years  more  in  Florence. 
Here  he  occupied  himself  entirely  with  literature. 
The  romantic  love,  the  madness,  and  imprison- 
ment of  Tasso  had  become  a  subject  of  curious 
controversy,  and  he  entered  into  the  investigation 
**  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  poet,  and  the  patience 
and  accuracy  of  a  case-hunter,"  and  produced  a 
work,  published  since  his  return  to  the  United 
States,  in  which  the  questions  concerning  Tasso 
are  most  ably  discussed,  and  lights  are  thrown  upon 
them  by  his  letters,  and  by  some  of  his  sonniets, 
which  last  are  rendered  into  English  with  rare 


felicity.  Having  compMsd  his  w«Mk  €■  Tassa^ 
he  turned  his  attention  to  the  life  ef  Dastb  ;  ami 
having  learned  incidentally  one  day,  ia  cmbhim 
tion  with  an  artist,  that  an  aiithciitie  peitnii  «i 
this  great  poet,  from  the  pencil  of  Oiorra,  prah»* 
bly  still  ezbted  in  the  BargeUo,  (ancirBtly  both 
the  prison  and  the  palace  of  Ihs  rcpofclic,)  am  a 
wall,  which  by  some  strangs  neglecl  sr 
tence  had  been  covered  with 
foot  a  project  for  its  discovery  ai 
which,  aAer  several  months,  was 
complete  success.  Tltis  discovefj  of  a 
portrait  of  Daxtb,  in  the  prime  of  bis  daja.  savi 
Mr.  lav  I  ire, I  produced  throughout  Ilahr  aoas 
such  sensation  as,  in  England,  would  follow  the 
sudden  discovery  of  a  perfectly  weU-anthcntioBfad 
likeness  oi  Siaespbaeb. 

Mr.  WiLDB  returned  to  the  I*nitcd  fhaUm  m 
1840,  and  was  engaged  in  literary  stodica  amd  m 
the  practice  of  his  profession  until  his  death,  m 
the  summer  of  1847,  at  New  Orleans,  whm  he 
held  the  professorship  of  law  in  ihe  Univsni^  sf 
Louisiana. 

Mr.  Wildb's  original  poems  snd  traasblieM 
are  always  (cracr^l  ^nd  correct  Those  that  have 
been  published  were  mostly  written  while  hs  was 
a  member  of  Con^rtmt,  during  moments  of  irlaia* 
tion,  and  they  have  never  been  printed  collsctifehr. 
S|>eciim*ns  uf  his  tramUstions  are  eidodsd,  by  ibt 
plan  uf  this  work.  His  versions  from  the  Italiaa, 
Soanish,  and  French  languages,  are  aoMSff  iht 
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most  elegant  and  scholarly 
kind  that  have  been  published. 


^^^^****-~'"  ■*M*i*M-M*iinj~j~LrLnj-_nj 


ODE  TO  EASE. 

I  iTETBE  bent  at  Glory *s  shrine; 

To  Wealth  I  never  bowM  the  knee ; 
Beauty  has  heard  no  vows  of  mine ; 

I  love  thee,  Easb,  and  only  thee; 
Beloved  of  the  gods  and  men, 

Aiirter  of  Jot  and  Liberty, 
When  wilt  thou  visit  me  agen ; 
In  HhniW  wood,  or  silent  glen. 
By  felling  stream,  or  rocky  den, 
liike  tho«e  where  once  I  found  thee,  when. 
Despite  the  ills  of  Poverty, 
And  Wisilom*s  warning  prophecy, 
I  lij»tenM  to  thv  siren  voice. 
And  made  thee  mintress  of  my  choice ! 

I  chose  thee.  Ease  *  and  Glory  fled ; 
For  me  no  more  her  laurels  spread ; 
Her  golden  crown  shall  never  shed 
lu  beams  of  splendour  on  my  head. 


•  To  tlwiw  kis  BtsDdlBff  la  the  IIoms  of  Bepesssaia- 
live*,  h  asjr  ks  proper  to  slats,  ttet,  la  IMt,  Iw  was 
voinl  fnr  m»  npesker.  wkh  the  Mtnwtaf  rtsall.  oa  lbs 
drat  tMllrtit-R.  II.  WiLDB,  M:  i.  K.  Pols,  ft  i  i.  B. 
ffi-rnKsi.A!«i>,  34:  JoMs  BbluIO;  scatter  lag,  9l  .  Uili* 
■isieljr  Mr.  Bill  was  elected. 


And  when  within  the  nanow  bed. 
To  Fame  and  Memory  ever  dead. 

My  senseless  corpse  is  thrown : 
Nor  stately  column,  sculptured  bust» 
Nor  urn  that  hohls  within  its  trust 
7*he  poor  remains  of  mortal  dust. 

Nor  monumental  stone. 
Nor  willow,  waging  in  the  sale. 
Nor  feeble  fence,  with  whitmM  palsi. 
Nor  rustic  cross,  memorial  frail, 

^^11  mark  the  grave  I  own. 
No  lofty  deeds  in  armour  wroaglit ; 
No  hid«len  truths  in  science  taught ; 
No  undiscoverM  regions  sought ; 
No  classic  page,  with  learning 
Nor  eloquence,  nor  verse  divine. 
Nor  daring  speech,  nor  high  design. 
Nor  patriotic  act  of  mine 
On  History's  page  shall  ever  shins: 
But.  all  to  future  ages  lost. 
Nor  even  a  wrrrk,  tradition  toss*d. 
Of  what  I  was  when  valued  most 
By  the  few  friends  whose  love  I 
In  after  jrears  shall  float  to  sbora. 
And  serve  to  tell  the  name  I  bom. 

t  Kakksrbocksr  Magaatee,  Octoksr,  IStt. 
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Ill 


I  choM  thee,  Easi  !  and  Wealth  withdrew, 

Indignant  at  the  choice  I  made. 
And,  to  her  first  resentment  true. 

My  acorn  with  tenfold  acorn  repaid. 
Now,  noble  palace,  lofty  dome. 
Or  cheerful,  hospitable  home. 

Are  comforts  I  must  never  know : 
My  enemies  shall  ne'er  repine 
At  pomp  or  pageantry  of  mine. 
Nor  prore,  by  bowing  at  my  shrine. 

Their  souls  are  abject,  base,  and  low. 
No  wondering  crowd  shall  ever  stand 
With  gating  eye  and  waving  hand, 

To  mariL  my  train,  and  pomp,  and  diow : 
And,  worst  of  all,  I  shall  not  live 
To  taste  the  pleasures  Wealth  can  give, 

When  used  to  soothe  another's  wo. 
The  peasants  of  my  native  land 
Shall  never  bless  my  open  hand ; 
No  wandering  bard  shall  celebrate 
His  patron's  hospitable  gate : 
No  war-worn  soldier,  shattered  tar, 
Nor  exile  driven  from  afar, 
Nor  hapless  friend  of  former  years. 
Nor  widow's  prayers,  nor  orphan's  tears. 
Nor  helpless  age  relieved  from  cares. 
Nor  innocence  preserved  from  snares, 
Nor  houseless  wanderer  clothed  and  fed, 
Nor  slave  from  bitter  bondage  led, 
Nor  youth  to  noble  actions  bred, 
Shall  call  down  blessings  on  my  head. 

I  chose  thee,  Ease  !  and  yet  the  while, 
So  sweet  was  Beauty's  scornful  smile, 
So  fraught  with  every  lovely  wile, 
Yet  seemingly  so  void  of  guile. 

It  did  but  heighten  all  her  charms; 
And,  goddess,  had  I  loved  thee  then 
But  with  the  conmion  love  of  men, 
My  fickle  heart  had  changed  agen, 
Even  at  the  very  moment  when 

I  woo'd  thee  to  my  longing  arms: 
For  never  may  I  hope  to  meet 
A  smile  so  sweet,  so  heavenly  sweet. 

I  chose  thee,  Easx  !  and  now  for  me 

No  heart  shall  ever  fondly  swell, 
No  voice  of  rapturous  harmony 

Awake  the  music-breathing  shell ; 
Nor  tongue,  or  witching  melody 

Its  love  in  faltering  accents  tell ; 
Nor  flushing  cheek,  nor  lang^nd  eye. 
Nor  sportive  smile,  nor  artless  sigh. 

Confess  affection  all  as  well. 
No  snowy  bosom's  fall  and  rise 
Shall  e'er  again  enchant  my  eyes ; 
No  melting  lips,  profuse  of  bliss. 
Shall  ever  greet  me  with  a  kiss  ; 
Nor  balmy  breath  pour  in  my  ear 
The  trifles  Love  delights  to  hear : 
But,  living,  loveless,  hopeless,  I 
Unmoumed  and  unloved  must  die. 

I  chose  thee.  Ease  !  and  yet  to  ma 
Coy  and  ungrateful  thou  hast  proved ; 

Though  I  have  sacrificed  to  thee 
Much  that  was  worthy  to  be  loved. 


But  come  again,  and  I  vniXi  yet 

Thy  past  ingratitude  forget : 

O  !  come  again !  thy  witching  powers 

Shall  claim  my  solitary  hours : 

With  thee  to  cheer  me,  heavenly  queen. 

And  conscience  clear,  and  health  serene. 

And  friends,  and  books,  to  banish  G^leen, 

My  life  should  be,  as  it  had  been, 

A  sweet  variety  of  joys; 
And  Glory's  crown,  and  Beauty's  smile, 
And  treasured  hoards  should  seem  the  while 

The  idlest  of  all  human  toys. 


-  •  SOLOMON  AND  THE  GENIUS.* 

Spirit  op  Thouort  !  Lo  !  art  thou  here  1 
Lord  of  the  false,  fond,  ceaseless  spell 

That  mocks  the  heart,  the  eye,  the  ear—* 
Art  thou,  indeed,  of  heaven  or  hell  1 
In  mortal  bosoms  dost  thou  dwell, 

Self-exiled  from  thy  native  sphere  1 
Or  is  the  human  mind  thy  cell 

Of  torment  1     To  inflict  and  bear 
Thy  doom  1 — ^the  doom  of  all  who  fell  1 

Since  thou  hast  sought  to  prove  my  skill, 

Unquestion'd  thou  shalt  not  dejmrt. 
Be  thy  behests  or  good  or  ill, 

No  matter  what  or  whence  thou  art ! 

I  will  commune  with  thee  apart. 
Yea !  and  compel  thee  to  my  will — 

If  thou  hast  power  to  yield  my  heart 
What  earth  and  Heaven  deny  it  still. 

I  know  thee,  Spirit !  thou  hast  been 

Light  of  my  soul  by  night  and  day ; 
All-seeing,  though  thyself  unseen ; 

My  dreams — my  thoughts — and  what  are  they. 

But  visions  of  a  calmer  ray  ? 
All !  all  were  thine — and  thine  between 

Each  hope  that  melted  fast  away, 
The  throb  of  anguish,  deep  and  keen ! 

With  thee  I  've  search'd  the  earth,  the  sea, 
The  air,  sun,  stars,  man,  nature,  time, 

Explored  the  universe  with  thee. 

Plunged  to  the  depths  of  wo  and  crime. 
Or  dared  the  fearful  height  to  climb, 

Where,  amid  glory  none  may  see 
And  live,  the  Etbrxal  reigns  sublime. 

Who  18,  and  waSf  and  is  to  be/ 

And  I  have  sought,  with  thee  have  sought. 
Wisdom's  celestial  path  to  tread. 

Hung  o'er  each  page  with  learning  fraught; 
Question'd  the  living  and  the  dead : 

*  The  Moslem  imagine  that  Solomon  acquired  do- 
minion over  all  the  orders  of  the  genii— food  and  evil. 
It  is  even  believed  he  sometimes  condescended  to  con- 
verse with  his  new  subjects.  On  this  supposition  he  has 
been  represented  interroffating  a  i^enius,  in  the  very 
wise,  but  very  disafrreeable  mood  of  mind  which  led  to 
the  conclusion  that  **AI1  is  vanity  !**  Touching  the  said 
genius,  the  author  has  not  been  able  to  discover  whether 
he  or  she  (even  the  sex  is  equivocal)  was  of  AlUh  or 
Eblis,  and,  therefore,  left  the  matter  where  he  found 
it— in  discreet  doubt. 
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The  pBtrurdif  of  ages 
The  propheU  of  the  time  to 

All  who  one  raj  of  light  could  abed 
Beyond  the  cradle  or  the  tomh. 

And  I  haye  taak'd  mj  bmy  hrain 
To  learn  what  haply  none  may  knofw, 

Thy  birth,  Mat,  power,  thine  ample  reign 
O'er  the  heart's  tides  that  ebb  and  flow, 
Throb,  languiah,  whirl,  rage,  fireeie,  or  glow 

Like  biUowe  of  the  restleiw  main, 
Amid  the  wrecka  of  joy  and  wo 

By  ocean's  caves  preserved  in  vain. 

And  oft  to  Hhailow  forth  I  strove, 

l\i  my  uund*s  eye,  some  form  like  thine, 

And  still  my  soul,  like  Noah's  dove, 
R«*turu*d,  but  brought,  alas !  no  mgn : 
Till,  wear}'ing  in  the  mad  design. 

With  fi'ver'd  brow  and  throbbing  vein, 
I  left  the  cttu*e  to  tlirvud  the  mine 

Of  wonderful  t^tdM  again ! 

But  now  I  s*»e  th»v  farr  to  fare, 
Tlmu  nrt  indi'^l,  a  thing  divine ; 

An  eve  |H*r%'iuling  time  and  spare, 
An<l  an  anirelir  look  are  thine, 
KtMiiy  to  te'ujc,  rom|)arr,  combine 

EHM^nre  and  f«»rm— Hind  yet  a  trace 
( )f  irrief  and  can* — a  sluidowj  line 

Dinw  thy  bright  forehead's  heavenly 


Yet  thou  must  be  of  heavenly  birth, 

Where  naught  is  known  of  grief  and  pain ; 

Thouirh  I  perc4>ive,  alas!  where  earth 
And  earthly  things  have  left  their  stain: 
Fnwn  thine  high  calling  didst  thou  deign 

To  |»rove — in  folly  or  in  mirth— 

With  dsuffhters  of  the  first-born  Caiit, 

How  little  IIi'NAX  IjOvb  is  worth! 

Ha !  <lost  thou  change  before  mine  ejea ! 

Another  form!  and  yet  the  same. 
But  lovelier,  and  of  female  guise, 

A  vifiiitri  of  ethereal  flame, 

Surh  ;iM  our  l»e;irt'M  des|)air  can  frame, 
Pint*  for.  Ii»ve,  woriihip,  iduliie, 

Like  iiKii«,  who  from  the  sea-foam  came. 
And  liven  but  in  the  heart,  or  skiea. 

Spirit  »r  Cn  x^t-.r. !  I  know  thee  too, 

I  kntm-  thee  by  thine  friii  bow, 
Bv  thv  rhivk*s  ever-shiftinsc  hue. 

By  till  that  marks  thy  ste|M  Mow ; 

By  i«i.;hs  that  bum.  ami  tears  that  glow — 
Fal<4r  joMi — vain  ho{>e!« — that  mork  the  heart; 

Fniin  Pirn's  urn  these  evils  flow, 
RriRiT  or  Lies  !  for  such  thou  art ! 

8aidKt  thou  not  once,  that  all  the  charma 

Of  life  Uy  hid  in  woman's  love. 
And  to  Ih*  lock'd  in  Beauty's  arms, 

Was  nil  men  knew  of  heaven  above  ! 

A  ml  did  I  not  thy  counsels  prove, 
And  all  their  pleasures,  all  their  pain  ! 

No  more !  no  more  my  heart  they 
For  I,  alas !  have  proved  them  vain ! 


Didat  thoa  not  then,  in.evil  hour. 
Light  in  my  aool  ambitioii'a  Baam  t 

Didst  thoQ  not  say  the  jojs  of  power, 
Unbounded  swmy,  undyinf  frae, 
A  monarch's  lore  alone  should  daial 

And  did  I  not  pursue  e'en  tlwM  1 

And  are  they  not,  when  woo,  Ibt  flia»Y 

All  Vasitt  or  TAjrinsa! 

Didst  not,  to  tempt  me  onee  afnin. 
Bid  new,  deceitful  visiona  rise. 

And  hint,  though  won  with  toil 
M  Wisdom  *8  the  pleasure  of  the 
And  now,  when  none  hrpeath  ibe 

Are  wiser  held  bj  men  than  me. 
What  ia  the  value  of  the  priM  f 

It  too,  alas !  ia  Vajuti  ! 

Then  tell  uK^-since  I  've  found  en  cnrth 

Not  one  pure  stream  to  slake  ihia  tfaini. 
Which  still  tonnents  us  from  our  binh. 

And  in  our  heart  and  soul  ia  nuraed ; 

This  hopeless  wish  wherewith 
Whence  came  it,  and  why  was  it  given  ? 

Thou  speak'st  not ! — Let  me  know  the 
Thou  pointest ! — and  it  is  to  Hbatbs! 


A  FAREWELL  TO  AMERICA.* 

Fabbwcli.  !  my  more  than  frthcrland ! 

Home  of  my  heart  ami  fricnda*  ftJieo ! 
Lingering  beside  some  fi>reign  strand. 

How  oft  shall  I  remember  vou ! 

How  often,  o'er  the  waters  Mue, 
8end  liark  a  sigh  to  those  I  leave. 

The  loving  and  beloved  few. 
Who  grieve  for  me, — fur  whom  I  grieve ! 

We  part ! — no  matter  how  we  part. 
There  are  some  thoughts  we  uttar  net. 

Deep  treasured  in  our  inmost  heaiC, 
Never  reveal'd,  and  ne'er  forgot  t 
Whv  murmur  at  the  common  lot  f 

We  part ! — I  s|ieak  not  of  the 
But  when  shall  I  earh  lovely 

And  each  loved  face  liehold  again  ! 

It  must  be  months. — it  may  be 
It  may — but  no ! — I  will  not  fill 

Fond  hearts  with  gloom. — fond 
**  ('urious  ti>  sha|itf  uncertain  ilL** 
Though  humble.— fii^  and  for^    yet. 

Those  hearts  ami  eves  are  ever  dear; 
Theirs  is  the  lore  no  time  can  dull. 

The  truth  no  chaner  or  change  can  aMi 


All  I  have  seen,  and  all  I 

Only  endears  them  more  and  mofu; 
Friemls  cool,  hopes  fade,  and  honm 

Aflertion  lives  when  all  is  o'er! 

Farewell,  my  more  than  native  ihfli*  I 
I  do  not  seek  or  hope  to  find, 

Rnmm  where  I  will,  what  I  deplotv 
To  leave  with  them  and  thee  belund  ! 

•  Wrutea  oa  bnsrd  ship  Wssunlaslcff,  at  an, 
nifhlsads  of  NsversUU,  Jaas  I,  I W  ' 
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NAPOLEON'S  GRAVE. 

Faint  and  sad  was  the  moonbeam's  smile, 
Sullen  the  moan  of  the  djring  ware ; 

Hoarse  the  wind  in  St  Helen's  isle. 

As  I  stood  by  the  side  of  Napolxoh's  grave. 

And  is  it  here  that  the  hero  lies, 

Whose  name  has  diaken  the  earth  with  dread  ? 
And  is  this  all  that  the  earth  supplies— 

A  stone  his  pillow~-the  turf  his  bed  1 

Is  such  the  moral  of  human  life  1 
Are  these  the  limits  of  glory's  reign  1 

Have  oceans  of  blood,  and  an  age  of  strife, 
And  a  thousand  battles  been  all  in  vain  1 

Is  nothing  left  of  his  victories  now 
But  legions  broken — a  sword  in  rust— 

A  crown  that  cumbers  a  dotard's  brow — 
A  name  and  a  requiem — dust  to  dust  1 

Of  all  the  chieftains  whose  thrones  he  reared, 
Was  there  none  that  kindness  or  faith  could  bind? 

Of  all  the  monarchs  whose  crowns  he  spared, 
Had  none  one  spark  of  his  Roman  mind  1 

Did  Prussia  cast  no  repentant  glance  1 
Did  Austria  shed  no  remorseful  tear. 

When  England*s  trutht  and  thine  honour,  France, 
And  thy  friendship,  Russia,  were  blasted  here  1 

No  holy  leagues,  like  the  heathen  heaven, 
Ungodlike  shrunk  from  the  giant's  shock ; 

And  glorious  Titajt,  the  unforgiven, 

Was  doom'd  to  his  vulture,  and  chains,  and  rock. 

And  who  were  the  gods  that  decreed  thy  doom  1 
A  German  Cxsar — a  Prussian  eage-^ 

The  dandy  prince  of  a  counting>room — 
And  a  Russian  Greek  of  earth's  darkest  age. 

Men  caird  thee  Despot,  and  call'd  thee  true ; 

But  the  laurel  was  eam'd  that  bound  thy  brow ; 
And  of  all  who  wore  it,  alas !  how  few 

Were  freer  from  treason  and  guilt  than  thou ! 

Shame  to  thee,  Gaul,  and  thy  faithless  horde  t 
Where  was  the  oath  which  thy  soldiers  swore  ? 

Fraud  still  lurks  in  the  gown,  but  the  sword 
Was  never  bo  false  to  its  trust  before. 

Where  was  thy  veteran's  boast  that  day, 
**  The  old  Guard  dies,  but  it  never  yields  1" 

O  !  for  one  heart  like  the  brave  Dsssaix, 
One  phalanx  like  those  of  thine  early  fields ! 

But,  no,  no,  no ! — it  was  Freedom's  charm 
Gave  them  the  courage  of  more  than  men ; 

Vou  broke  the  spell  that  twice  nerved  each  arm, 
Though  you  were  invincible  only  then. 

Yet  Sl  Jean  was  a  deep,  not  a  deadly  blow ; 

One  struggle,  and  France  all  her  &ults  repairs — 
But  the  wild  Fatbtte,  and  the  stem  Carnot 

^Vre  flupes,  and  ruin  thy  &te  and  theirs ! 

16 


STANZAS. 


Mt  life  is  like  the  summer  rose 

lliat  opens  to  the  morning  sky. 
But  ere  the  shades  of  evening  close. 
Is  scatter'd  on  the  ground — to  die ! 
Yet  on  the  rose's  humble  bed 
The  sweetest  dews  of  night  are  shed. 
As  if  she  wept  the  waste  to  see — 
But  none  shall  weep  a  tear  for  me ! 

My  life  is  like  the  autumn  leaf 

That  trembles  in  the  moon's  pale  ray, 
Its  hold  is  frail — its  date  is  brief, 

Restless— and  soon  to  pass  away ! 
Yet,  ere  that  leaf  shall  fall  and  fade, 
The  parent  tree  will  mourn  its  shade. 
The  winds  bewail  the  leafless  tree. 
But  none  shall  breathe  a  sigh  for  me ! 

My  life  is  like  the  prints,  which  feet 

Have  left  on  Tampa's  desert  strand ; 
Soon  as  the  rising  tide  shall  beat. 

All  trace  will  vanish  from  the  sand ; 
Yet,  as  if  grieving  to  efface 
All  vestige  of  the  human  race. 
On  that  lone  shore  loud  moans  the  sea. 
But  none,  alas!  shall  mourn  for  me ! 


TO  LORD  BYRON. 


Brnoir !  'tis  thine  alone,  on  eagles'  pinions, 

In  solitary  strength  and  grandeur  soaring. 

To  dazzle  and  delight  all  eyes ;  outpouring 
The  electric  blaze  on  tyrants  and  their  minions ; 
Earth,  sea,  and  air,  and  powers  and  dominions. 

Nature,  man,  time,  the  universe  exploring ; 
And  from  the  wreck  of  worlds,  thrones,  creeds, 
opinions. 

Thought,  beauty,  eloquence,  and  wisdom  storing : 
O !  how  I  love  and  envy  thee  thy  glory. 

To  every  age  and  clime  alike  belonging ; 
Link'd  by  all  tongues  with  every  nation's  glory. 

Thou  Tacitus  of  song!  whose  echoes,  thronging 
O'er  the  Atlantic,  fill  the  mountains  hoary 

And  forests  with  the  name  my  verse  is  wronging. 


TO  THE  MOCKING-BIRD. 


Wiif  o'n  mimic  of  the  woods !  thou  motley  fool ! 

Who  shall  thy  gay  bufibonery  describe  ? 
Thine  ever-ready  notes  of  ridicule 

Pursue  thy  fellows  still  with  jest  and  gibe : 

Wit,  sophist,  songster,  Yohick  of  thy  tribe, 
Thou  sportive  satirist  of  Nature's  school ; 

To  thee  the  palm  of  scoffing  we  ascribe. 
Arch-mocker  and  mad  Abbot  of  Misrule ! 

For  such  thou  art  by  day — but  all  night  long 
Thou  pour'st  a  soft,  sweet,  pensive,  solemn  strain, 

As  if  thou  didst  in  this  thy  moonlight  song 
Like  to  the  melancholy  JAcauss  complain. 

Musing  on  falsehood,  folly,  vice,  and  wrong. 

And  sighing  for  thy  motley  coat  again. 
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The  author  of  **Ha(]ad*'  wbb  dncenAtd  from 
An  niiHont  ami  honourable  Irtnh  family,  in  the 
county  of  Dfrry,  and  hiii  ancestors  emit^ted  to 
thi>*  countr\*  ami  wttltHl  in  Conni*cticut  in  17S0. 
A  hi-^h  on  lor  of  intellert  neems  to  have  been  their 
rit;ht  of  inheritance,  for  in  every  generation  we 
find  their  nunie  prominent  in  the  political  history 
of  the  Ktate.  The  grandfather  of  the  poet,  the 
Honourable  William  IIiLLHorsR,  was  for  more 
than  fifty  yeari*  employed  in  the  public  service,  as 
a  n'prejM'ntative.  as  a  member  of  the  council,  and 
in  other  otfires  of  tni!<t  and  honour.  His  father, 
th<'  Honoura!)Ie  Jamks  HiLLHormc,  who  died  in 
1H33,  after  fillini?  various  offices  in  his  native 
state,  ami  iH'int^  for  thn*e  years  a  member  of  the 
House  of  I{4*prei«4*ntatives,  was  in  1794  elected  to 
the  »S«Miate  of  tlie  I'nited  States,  where  for  sixteen 
yearM  he  m'tiNl  a  leadim^  part  in  the  politics  of  the 
country.  His  wife,  the  mother  of  the  subject  of 
thi«  sketch,  was  the  daughter  of  Colonel  Melaitc- 
THO!v  WooLHRT,  of  l)i>Horis,  Loujor  Inland.  Hhe 
was  a  woman  distinf^uixhetl  alike  for  mental  su- 
periority, and  for  feminine  softness,  purity,  and 
delicacy  of  charact4*r.  Althouj^h  educated  in  re- 
tirement, and  nearly  self-tautcht,  her  son  was  accu«- 
tom«*«l  to  say,  when  time  hail  f^ven  value  to  his 
opinions,  that  nhe  {KMsessed  the  most  elepint  min<l 
he  had  ever  met  with ;  and  much  fif  the  nice  dis- 
crimination, and  the  fmer  and  more  delicate  ele- 
ments of  his  own  character,  were  an  inheritance 
from  her.  Amoni?  the  little  occasional  pieces 
which  he  wnite  entin>ly  for  the  family  circle, 
was  one  composed  on  viHitint;  her  birth-place,  after 
her  death,  which  I  have  been  permitted*  to  make 
public. 

**Ai  yondi-r  fnth.  mun<1  ffrt^en  D<worii  rnird, 
R*-fliTt«  thi*  pirtinc  Klnrii**  ofthe  iki«*«. 

Or  iiMlvrriiiff  f Intirm,  llkr  the  paly  ff«iM, 
\Vhf*n  nn  It*  brratt  the  niiilnlf  hi  nHMinlieam  ll^s; 

**Thii«.  tluiiieh  hfilimmM  by  many  a  rhanfrful  yrar, 
Ttt«>  huf«  uf  ri-chiic  ^arird  in  h«*r  clu-ck, 

Thnt,  bnehtly  flii«hM,  i>r  slilirrinc  wiili  s  icir, 
HfeiJiM  till*  ra|il  |Mi«>r«,  nr  thv  Mr.iph**  iiirt-k. 

**l  havtt  fiilfillM  YiTT  rhsrr^,— drar  •rrii^i,  sift^u!— 
Tlt^  Irfiiifr  rhirrc  to  ir<>  Ii«t  nut-il  •put ; 

My  t^arH  h^vt*  flitw'd,  whilf  liuflv  K.itiry  >ir«w 
Th'.'  |>Klur«  of  hrr  rliilJtitxMl'a  ha|i;i>  Int. 

*•  WouM  I  ftt^IJ  paint  tb**  ••Ti«r-¥ar>inf  fnr^, 
Thr  rthrrrni  f  lnw  ami  lii«tri*  nf  h^r  mtnii. 

Whirli  own'd  m«t  ttiiM,  nor  b*irff  ofaff**  a  inr*, 
Piirt*  aa  tbe  sunltram,  grntle  and  ri-iln#d:** 


•Mm  indrbcrd  for  th^  m^t^rlal*  fur  lhl«  k|>Hmphr  to 
the  |Mir|'«  intimate  frirnd.  lb«  Reverrnd  Willi  4 m  I^« 
oRAiiiH  Kipp,  Rprtor  of  Kl.  Paal'a rharrh.  In  AllMny, 
NVw  York.  whi»  kindly  ron«entrd  In  write  mil  the  rhi- 
rarter  nf  the  pi>el,  aa  he  appeared  at  bnme,  and  aa  nona 
but  hw  ataoclites  coald  liac»w  blaH  for  Ihia  work. 


IMI.l 

Mr.  HiLLnoi-sB  was  bom  in  New  Hswtt,  ea 
the  twenty-sixth  of  SrpCeraber,  1769.  Tbe  bom 
of  such  parents,  and  the  aodety  of  the  inlrDuirac 
circle  they  drew  about  them,  (of  which  Prrvidmt 
DwiKHT  was  the  moat  diiftinffuish««l  «>manimL) 
was  well  calrulate<1  to  cherish  and  ruhivslc  hit 
peculiar  tastes.  In  boyhood  be  was  truuikaNf 
for  kt^*aX  activity  and  eicellence  in  all  nwnhr  wa4 
athletic  sports,  and  for  a  peealiarly  crntlrnanlv 
deportmenL  .At  the  ace  of  fifteen  he  entered  Vale 
Colleire,  ami  in  lHi>ft  he  was  graduated,  witb  bi<k 
reputation  as  a  iicholar.  From  hia  firat  jmiKT 
exhibition,  he  had  been  distin^isheil  for  ibe  el^ 
trance  and  gooil  taste  of  his  eompo«itioiUL  Tp-a 
takin;  hi**  «>«*c«>nd  d*  irree.  he  deliverei)  an  onlj*Mi 
on  **  The  Kilucati.^n  of  a  Poet,**  so  full  of  braotv. 
that  it  was  lonir  and  widely  rememlvrpd,  and  m- 
duced  an  op{Miintm<'nt  by  the  Phi  Beia  Kspfa 
Socirty.  (not  much  in  the  habit  of  selertinc  jmr* 
nile  writiTH.)  to  deliver  a  |Miem  l«efine  iben  ai 
their  next  anniversary.  It  was  on  this  ocrwticm 
that  he  wroti*  "The  Judcrment,**  which  was  pro* 
nounced  before  that  society  at  the  conuDenermrfll 
of  1812. 

A  more  difficult  theme,  or  one  ret^nirinc  bftirr 
powers,  could  not  have  l«en  selected.  Tbe  n^ 
flectintr  mind  re^nls  this  subjeci  in  arronbaer 
with  mmie  preconceive*!  views.  That  Mr.  HrLi- 
RorsR  felt  thi<  diffirtilty.  is  eviilcnt  from  a  remark 
in  his  pn>face.  that  in  selrclint;  this  ihemr,  ^ke 
ei(>04e«i  his  work  to  cnticism  im  accmint  of  ili 
theiiloi;y.  as  well  as  itn  fioetr}-:  and  they  »ba 
think  the  fornirr  obj<Tt  ion  able,  will  not  easdr  be 
ploa^eil  with  the  l.itti*r.**  (>th«*r  {■>«rt«.  l.-m.  bad 
ewstyi'il  tlit'ir  jNtwi-rs  in  ilcacrinimr  tlie  eventa  af 
the  La«t  Diy.  The  pui>lic  ^iMce.  ht^wmr,  baa 
deciibtl.  tli.it  :imitn:;  all  thi*  |mh  m*  oi  this  cieal 
subject,  that  «if  Mr.  Htt.tHoi  <ik  »tand«  oneqaalM 
Hi*  obj«*rt  w.i«.  *Mi>  pn>«eiit  ^urli  a  «iew  M  tbt 
last  irrand  «|M>«-t  ir|i>  a*  «iei-rn**il  the  m<>»t  sttteytfttt 
of  piH*tic:d  rrn!M>||i«|iiiii'nt  ;**  anil  rarr^y  bave  we 
aren  cramlfur  >*(  rorirr prion  and  «iin:i(irity  of  ^ 
si;n  KO  aiirn!r:t!>ly  uni!r<l.  Hi*  rrprr«rntjlioa  «i 
the  (M-^nc  \*  \\\'A  and  rnrrcrrii** :  ubil^  the  warn 
ner  in  wbirb  bi*  hi*  trmuixNl  a:id  r.Mitra«lad  iba 
CiMintb'**'*  11  r-  IV  I  if  «-*i;ir.i  -trr*  of  v\*'r\  sjr,  dispbvs 
the  hi'.'lit'-it  ilf.'rfe  'if  .irti>itic  •kill.  V.jwh  cbafw%ff 
hi*  *>iiiMin<»M«  !*!>  i:i|M'ir«  K-firi'  u«.  with  birtflffv 
OMtiiiiif  Did  '.  .i:!!-!'-  f.iitbtill-.  prcMTieil,  and  we 
Ms»ri  til  iri't'  Mi»<i>)  hni  n*  n  re:ility.  aik)  not 
as  the  NiM  i  m.I'^itx  of  i!i«>  ]>itct. 

••  r  •»    "  ■«"ir»^'«rM 
A*  In  th-  ir  Aw  •  f  f^MhH  nn-'*- ;   ihe  rIaM 
f  M**!*-'  I  iiiiiMii  re  t  P.*  ma'rh  r.  md  the  r»-4kr 
(»f  Tmiiii  lurire  fl|«»ke  tbe  bl  «•  1  uf  kiaaa  ** 

His  de44'ripM<>n  '^f  the  Ii«t  wltinc  of  the 
the  we«l.  ami  tbr  ilre,imrr*«  fa.i'uril  to  the  e««^ 
ing  star,  as  it  wa«  6Mlins  fbnr^er  fr^mi  bia 
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■re  passages  of  beaaty  wblctk  it  would  be  difficult 
to  find  surpassed. 

About  this  period  Mr.  Hillbousb  passed  three 
jean  in  Boston,  pr^wring  to  engage  in  a  mercan- 
tile life.  During  the  interruption  of  business  which 
took  place  in  consequence  of  the  last  war  with 
England,  he  employed  a  season  of  leisure  passed 
at  home,  in  the  composition  of  several  dramatic 
pieces,  of  which  **  Bemetria''  and  <*  Percy's  Masque*' 
best  satisfied  his  own  judgment  When  peace  was 
restored,  he  went  to  New  York,  and  embarked  in 
commerce,  to  which,  though  at  variance  with  his 
tastes,  he  devoted  himself  with  fidelity  and  perse- 
verance. In  1819,  he  visited  Europe,  and  though 
the  months  passed  there  were  a  season  of  great 
anxiety  and  business  occupations,  he  still  found 
time  to  see  much  to  enlarge  his  mind,  and  accu- 
mulated stores  of  thought  for  future  use.  Among 
other  distinguished  literary  men,  firom  whom  while 
in  London  he  received  attentions,  was  Zacart 
Macaclat,  (father  of  the  Hon.  T.  BABBi^roTOir 
Macaulat,)  who  subsequently  stated  tp  4K>me 
American  gentlemen,  that  «he  considered  Mr. 
HiLLHouss  the  most  accomplished  young  man 
with  whom  he  was  acquainted."  It  was  during 
his  stay  in  England  that  *<  Percy's  Masque"  was 
revised  and  published.  The  subject  of  this  drama 
is  the  successful  attempt  of  one  of  the  Perdes,  the 
son  of  Shakspeare's  Hotspur,  to  recover  his  an- 
cestral home.  The  era  chosen  is  a  happy  one  for 
a  poet.  He  is  dealing  with  the  events  of  an  age 
where  every  thing  to  us  is  clothed  with  a  roman- 
tic interest,  which  invests  even  the  most  common 
every-day  occurrences  of  life. 

**Tbey  carved  at  tbe  meal 
With  gloves  of  steel, 
And  thej  drank  the  red  wine  through  the  helmet  barr'd.'* 

Of  this  opportunity  he  fully  availed  himself,  in 
the  picture  he  has  here  given  us  of  the  days  of 
chivalry.  As  a  mere  work  of  art,  « Percy's 
Masque"  is  one  of  the  most  faultless  in  the  lan- 
guage. If  subjected  to  scrutiny,  it  will  bear  the 
strictest  criticism  by  which  compositions  of  this 
kind  can  be  tried.  We  cannot  detect  the  violation 
of  a  single  rule  which  should  be  observed  in  the 
construction  of  a  tragedy.  When,  therefore,  it 
was  republished  in  this  country,  it  at  once  gave 
its  author  an  elevated  rank  as  a  dramatic  poet 

In  1822,  Mr.  Hillbousb  was  united  in  mar- 
riage to  CoRjrsLiA,  eldest  daughter  of  Isaac  Law- 
BBHCB,  of  New  York.  He  shortly  afterward 
returned  to  his  native  town,  and  there,  at  his 
beautiful  place,  called  Sachem^s  Wood,  devoted 
himself  to  the  pursuits  of  a  country  genUeman 
and  practical  agriculturist  His  taste  extended 
also  to  the  arts  with  which  poetry  is  allied ;  and 
in  the  embellishment  of  his  residence,  Uiere  was 
exhibited  evidence  of  the  refinement  of  its  accom- 
plished occupant  Here,  with  the  exception  of  a 
few  months  of  the  winter,  generally  spent  in  New 
York,  he  passed  the  remainder  of  his  life.  **  And 
never,"  remarks  his  friend,  the  Reverend  Mr.  Ktpf, 
•*  has  a  domestic  circle  been  anywhere  gathered, 
imiting  within  itself  more  of  grace,  and  elegance, 
%rd  intellect    He  who  formed  its  centre  and  its 


charm,  possessed  acharacter  combining  most  beau- 
tifully the  high  endowments  of  Uterary  genius, 
with  all  that  is  winning  and  brilliant  in  social  life. 
They  who  knew  him  best  in  the  sacred  relations 
of  his  own  fireside,  will  never  c^aae  to  realize,  that 
in  him  their  circle  lost  its  greatest  ornament  All 
who  were  accustomed  to  meet  his  cordial  greeting, 
to  listen  to  his  fervid  and  eloquent  conversation, 
to  be  delighted  with  the  wit  and  vivacity  of  his 
playful  moments;  to  witness  the  grace  and  ele- 
gance of  his  manners,  the  chivalric  spirit,  the 
indomitable  energy  and  high  finish  of  the  whole 
character,  can  tell  how  nobly  he  united  the  com- 
bined attractions  of  the  poet,  the  scholar,  and  the 
perfect  gcnUeman.  Never,  indeed,  have  we  met 
with  one  who  could  pour  forth  more  eloquenUy 
his  treasures,  drawn  from  the  whole  range  of  Eng- 
lish literature,  or  bring  them  to  bear  more  ad- 
mirably upon  the  passing  occurrences  of  the  day. 
Every  syllable,  too,  which  he  uttered,  conveyed 
the  idea  of  a  high-souled  honour,  which  we  asso- 
ciate more  naturally  with  the  days  of  old  romance, 
than  with  these  selfish,  prosaic  times.  His  were 
indeed  *  high  thoughts,  seated  in  a  heart  of  cour- 
tesy.' " 

«Hadad"  was  written  in  1824,  and  printed  in 
the  following  year.  This  has  generally  been 
esteemed  Hillrousb's  masterpiece.  As  a  sacred 
drama,  it  is  probably  unsurpassed.  The  scene  is  in 
Judea,  in  the  days  of  David ;  and  as  the  agency 
of  evil  spirits  is  introduced,  an  opportunity  is  af- 
forded to  bring  forward  passages  of  strange  sub- 
limity and  wildness.  For  a  work  like  this.  Hill- 
house  was  peculiarly  qualified.  A  most  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  Scriptures  enabled  him  to 
inUtxluce  each  minute  detail  in  perfect  keeping 
with  historical  truth,  while  from  tiie  same  study 
he  seems  also  to  have  imbibed  the  lofty  thoughts, 
and  the  majestic  style  of  the  ancient  Hebrew 
prophets. 

In  1840,  he  collected,  and  published  in  two 
volumes,  the  works  which  at  Uiat  time  he  was 
willing  to  give  to  the  world.  In  addition  to  those 
I  have  already  mentioned,  was  "Demetria,"  a 
domestic  tragedy,  now  first  revised  and  printed, 
after  an  interval  of  twenty-six  years  since  its  first 
composition,  and  several  orations,  delivered  in  New 
Haven,  on  public  occasions,  or  before  literary 
societies  in  other  parts  of  the  country.  Tbe 
manly  eloquence  of  the  latter,  is  well  calculated 
to  add  the  reputation  of  an  accomplished  ora- 
tor, to  that  which  he  already  enjoyed  as  a  poet 
These  volumes  contain  nearly  all  that  he  left  us. 
It  is  a  mistake,  however,  to  suppose  that  he  passed 
his  life  merely  as  a  literary  man.  The  early  part 
of  it  was  spent  in  the  anxieties  of  business,  while, 
through  all  his  days,  literature,  instead  of  beini^ 
his  occupation,  was  merely  the  solace  and  delight 
of  his  leisure  moments. 

About  this  time  his  friends  beheld,  with  anxiety, 
the  symptoms  of  failing  health.  For  fifteen 
months,  however,  he  lingered  on,  alternately  cheer- 
ing their  hearts  by  the  prospect  of  recovery,  and 
then  causing  them  again  to  despond,  as  his  weak- 
ness increased.    In  the  fiill  of  1840,  he  left  home 
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for  the  Isit  time,  to  Tuit  hit  fnende  in  Boston.  He 
returned,  apperently  benefited  by  the  excunion, 
and  no  immediate  danger  was  apprehended  until 
the  beginning  of  the  following  January.  On  the 
second  of  that  month  his  disorder  assumed  an 
alarming  form,  and  the  next  day  was  passed  in 
intense  agony.  On  Monday,  his  pain  was  alle- 
viated ;  yet  hi^  ftkiiful  mrdical  attemhints  beheld 
ill  thi<i  but  th(*  iirerur«<>r  of  death ;  and  it  became 
th«'ir  duty,  on  the  following  mominn;.  to  im|>art 
to  him  the  news  that  his  hours  were  few  and 
iiu.n!tcn*d. 

"  Of  the  cvcril*  of  thi*  solemn  Aay^  when  he 
K'held  the  Himl-*  of  life  faHt  runniiis^  out,  and 
^ir.Iod  up  hit  Htrenjjth  to  mei't  the  King  of  Ter- 
Dft,"  snys  the  writer  to  whom  I  have  U'fore  al- 
liifletl,  **  I  cannot  Kj^^ak.  The  Iom  is  still  too 
H'cent  to  allow  um  to  with<lraw  the  veil  and 
ti'Il  of  his  ilyini^  hmir^.  Vet  tour  hi  ng  wan  the 
scene,  as  the  w.irrn  iijrtrti.iin  of  ihut  noMo  heart 
gntherrtl  in  rl«>-i'  fnliU  anmnil  iIhhm*  he  wan  aliout 
t'.>  leave,  or  wandered  luck  in  reitieiiihmnee  to  the 
o{N'iiing  of  life,  and  the  frii-nd^  of  ehiidhi>4Nl  who 
had  alri'aily  Kiuie.  It  uxi  ali^)  tlie  (*hriiitian*s 
diMtli.  The  iiiiiiil  whii'h  h.idc<>nivi\etl  M>\ividlv 
t!u>  scencH  of  the  jiidi^iiivnt,  munt  often  have 
looked  forward  to  th.it  hour,  which  he  now  could 
meet  in  an  huiiiMe,  triKtin;;  ftiith.  And  thus  the 
day  wore  on.  until,  ii)>out  eight  f>Vli»rk  in  the  eve- 
ning, without  a  Ktrimule,  he  fell  H>I«-4'p.'* 

A^  a  iM>*t,  he  {NKseMt'd  (jualitien  M'ldom  found 
uniti*d :  a  inajtculiiie  strenfl:th  of  miml,  and  a 
nioKt  dvliciite  |N*rception  of  the  lieautifuL  With 
an  iinni;in:ition  of  the  loftiest  onler^wilh  **  the 
vision  and  the  faculty  divine*'  in  its  fullest  exer- 
cise, the  wanderings  of  ht«  fancy  were  dustened 
and   controlled  by  exquisite   taste.     The   grand 
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characteri4ie  of  hb  writiiigB  ia  their 
beauty.  Every  passage  is  polishgd  to  tlw 
yet  there  is  no  exuberance,  no  aMTiAr*  to  fdse 
and  meretricious  taste.  He  threw  aside  the  faity 
and  affected  brilliancy  with  which  too  aaaay  art 
forth  their  poems,  anid  M  his  to  stand,  hko  the 
doric  column,  channing  by  its  simplicity.  W 
not  for  prevent  |)opuUrity,  or  to  catch  the 
less  a[iplauNo  of  the  multitude,  he  was  wiUsBf  to 
commit  his  works — as  Lord  Bacon  did  hia  nm» 
ry — -  to  the  next  aires.**  And  the  result  is  prvnng 
how  wise  wore  his  calculations  The  •  6l  aad^ 
ence,**  whirh  at  fin^t  hailetl  his  porms  with  pk*' 
sun*,  from  realizing  thrir  worth,  has  Iwrn  aieodih 
incn'UMing.  The  in-hoUr  stutlie*  them  as  the  pn^ 
ductions  of  a  kindred  sfiirit,  which  hail  dfvak 
deeply  at  the  fountains  of  ancient  loiv,  until  it 
had  itself  Ui'ii  moulded  into  the  same  form  of 
sti'm  and  untiijue  lie«uty.  whirh  maiknl  the  old 
Athenian  dr;inijti«t9(.  The  intrllrctual  and  tht 
siftfil  claim  him  as  nrie  of  their  own  taiitJ 
therhood  ;  and  all  who  have  a  s\  rai«lby 
genius,  and  are  anxious  to  b«>ld  communioo 
it  as  they  trivel  on  the  worn  and  U>aim  path  d 
life,  turn  ^ith  ever  renewed  delicht  to  hia  petOL 
They  see  the  cvidi-nc(*«  of  one,  who  wrote  not  be- 
cauM*  he  nuMt  write,  but  becauiie  he  posaeoMd  a 
mind  cniwdi^l  :ifi«l  glowing  with  inuurea  of 
and  then  f(in\  in  the  lanmiage  of  |toetry.  he 
forth  its  h<Hinlei1  treasures.  Much  aa  we 
lament  the  withdrawal  of  that  bright  mind,  al  •■ 
age  when  it  h;id  just  rifiened  into  the  maturity  d 
its  power,  ami  when  it  seemed  ready  lor 
efforts  thin  it  yet  had  made,  we  rejoice 
the  event  did  not  liappen  until  a 
rank  had  been  gained  among  tha  noblcat  of 
poets. 
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THE  jrnr.MEXT. 


I. 

Tib  ritt*s  were  past  of  that  auspicious  day 
When  white-n>!«'il  altar*  wn'nlhM  with  living  green 
Adorn  the  temples; — when  uiinnmlH'rM  tonguca 
Ke|it*dt  the  eloriouK  aiitlieni  nuriK  to  haqm 
Of  ant^i'l*  whili*  the  nt.ir  o'er  lli'thlfhi'iii  jctoml;— 
When  jfr>»teful  heart*  !mw  low,  and  tii-eper  joy 
BnMthi-!*  Ill  the  (Miri-tiiti  t!ian  the  ani;rl  •••iik. 
Oil  the  kTTt'at  l>irthd.iy  i^f  >Hir  Priest  anil  Kiii;;. 
Th.it  nii;)il.  while  ni'i-itt.;  on  hi*  wonilruu*  l.fe, 
Pnvept*.  and  prurm*!*'*  !■»  ?■•■  fultill'd. 
A  trance-like  sleep  fell  lUi  me.  and  a  dream 
t")f  dre.iilful  ch.iracter  a:>p.i!rd  mv  soul. 

s   s  • 

Wild  was  the  patreant : — f  i-^*  to  fjce  with  kings, 
HiT-N''..  .ml  *.i.;e«i  of  nil  noli',  I  i»toiiil ; 
Patritirrh*.  and  prophets,  and  apostles  naw, 
.\nil  venerable  forms,  ere  nmnd  the  globe 
ShoreU-o*  and  waste  a  weltering  flooil  was  roll'd, 
Witli  an;^*ls.  com|KiNtin'j  the  nuliani  thnwie 
Of  Meat's  J*im,  anew  deviuded,  cmwn*d 
With  glor^'  terrible,  to  judge  the  world. 


ti. 

Methoaeht  I  Joame\*'d  o'er  a  bouiuneaa 
Unbroke  by  vale  or  hill,  on  all  lude*  •itxrtch*dl» 
Like  circling  ocean,  to  the  low -brow  *d  sky; 
8ave  in  the  niidnt  a  venUnt  mount,  wh 
Flowers  of  all  hues  anil  fnurrant  breath 
Tiii^htly  I  trotl,  as  on  Home  joyous  quest. 
Beneath  the  azure  vault  an*!  carlv  sun ; 
But  w  bile  my  pIeuM.il  eyes  rantfitl  the  cirmit 
New  liifht  shone  rourMl;  a  munnur  came, 
liike  manv  Viiiem  bihI  the  ru»h  **(  Wins*, 
rpward  1  caKt-il.  ami.  'miil  the  chitirin^ 
Beirirt  bv  (Ivniff  mvri.uU.  «aw  a  thnme 
WhoM*  tlioiixaiid  ftpli  iklours  Mareil  \i\^^  the 
Kefultrrnt  aM  another  nun.     7*br<iUffh  ckmda 
They  came,  and  \a{Mnint  cttlour'd  by  A !■•■«• 
Mingtinir  in  swell  suhhme,  \oirr«.  arul  harps^ 
Anil  Mninilitii;  winff«,  and  hallelujahs 
Suililen,  a  »eraph  that  liefore  them  flew, 
PauMimc  u|»>m  his  wide-unfolileil  plumes. 
Put  to  hi<  mouth  the  l.keness  of  a  trump. 
And  Urnaril   tlie  four  winds  four  tunes 

breatheil. 
Doubling  along  tha  arch,  the  mighty  peal 


JAMES  A.  HILLH0U8E. 


117 


To  heaven  resounded ;  hell  retum*d  a  groan, 
And  ahnddering  earth  a  moment  reel'd,  confounded, 
From  her  fixed  pathway  as  the  staggering  ship, 
Stunn'd  hy  some  mountain  billow,  reels.  The  isles. 
With  heaving  ocean,  rock'd :  the  mountains  shook 
Their  ancient  coronets :  the  avalanche 
Thunder'd :  silence  succeeded  through  the  nations. 
Earth  never  iisten*d  to  a  sound  like  this. 
It  struck  the  general  pulse  of  nature  still, 
And  broke,  forever,  the  dull  sleep  of  death. 

III. 

Now,  o'er  the  mount  the  radiant  legions  hung, 
Like  plumy  travellers  from  climes  remote 
On  some  sequestered  isle  about  to  stoop. 
Gently  its  flowery  head  received  the  tlurone ; 
Cherubs  and  seraphs,  by  ten  thousands,  round 
Skirting  it  far  and  wide,  like  a  bright  sea. 
Fair  forms  and  faces,  crowns,  and  coronets. 
And  glistering  wings  furi'd  white  and  numberless. 
About  their  Loao  were  those  seven  glorious  spirits 
Who  in  the  Alxiohtt's  presence  stand.    Four 

lean'd 
On  golden  wands,  with  folded  wings,  and  eyes 
Fix*d  on  the  throne :  one  bore  the  dreadful  books, 
The  arbiters  of  life :  another  waved 
The  blazing  ensign  terrible,  of  yore, 
To  rebel  angels  in  the  wars  of  heaven : 
What  seemM  a  trump  the  other  spirit  grasp'd, 
Of  wondrous  size,  wreathed  multiform  and  strange. 
Illustrious  stood  the  seven,  above  the  rest 
Towering,  like  a  constellation  glowing. 
What  time  the  sphere-instructed  huntsman,  taught 
By  Atlas,  his  star-studded  belt  displays 
Aloft,  bright-glittering,  in  the  winter  sky. 

IT. 

Then  on  the  mount,  amidst  these  glorious  shapes. 
Who  reverent  stood,  with  looks  of  sacred  awe, 
I  saw  Emxa!cubl  seated  on  his  throne. 
His  robe,  methought,  was  whiter  than  the  light ; 
Upon  his  breast  the  heavenly  Urim  glow'd 
Bright  as  the  sun,  and  round  such  lightnings  fiash*d, 
No  eye  could  meet  the  mystic  symbol's  blaze. 
Irradiant  the  eternal  sceptre  shone 
Which  wont  to  glitter  in  his  Father's  hand : 
Resplendent  in  his  face  the  Godhead  beam'd, 
Justice  and  mercy,  majesty  and  grace, 
Divinely  mingling.     Celestial  glories  play*d 
Around  with  beamy  lustre;  from  his  eye 
Dominion  look'd ;  upon  his  brow  was  stamp'd 
Creative  power.     Yet  over  all  the  touch 
Of  gracious  pity  dwelt,  which,  erst,  amidst 
Dissohnng  nature's  anguish,  breathed  a  prayer 
For  guilty  m^n.     Redundant  down  his  neck 
His  lofks  roird  graceful,  as  they  waved,  of  old. 
Upon  the  mournful  breeze  of  Calvary. 

T. 

His  throne  of  heavenly  substance  seem'd  com- 
posed. 
Whose  pearly  essence,  like  the  eastern  sheD, 
Or  changeful  opal,  shed  a  silvery  light 
Clear  as  the  moon  it  look'd  through  ambient  clouds 
Of  snowy  lustre,  waving  round  its  base, 


That,  like  a  zodiac,  thick  with  emblems  set, 
Flash'd  wondrous  beams,  of  unknown  character. 
From  many  a  burning  stone  of  lustre  rare, 
Stain'd  like  the  bow  whose  mingling  splendour 

streara'd 
Confusion  bright  upon  the  dazzled  eye. 
Above  him  hung  a  canopy  whose  slurts 
The  mount  o'ershadow'd  like  an  evening  cloud. 
Clouds  were  his  curtains :  not  like  their  dim  types 
Of  blue  and  purple  round  the  tabernacle. 
That  waving  vision  of  the  lonely  wild. 
By  pious  Israel  wrought  with  cherubim ; 
Veiling  the  mysteries  of  old  renown. 
Table,  and  altar,  ark,  and  mercy-seat, 
Where,  'twixt  the  shadow  of  cherubic  wings. 
In  lustre  visible  Jehovah  shone. 

TI. 

In  honour  chief,  upon  the  Loan's  right  hand 
His  station  Michakl  held :  the  dreadful  sword 
That  from  a  starry  baldric  hung,  proclaim'd 
The  Hierarch.     Terrible,  on  his  brow 
Blazed  the  archangel  crown,  and  from  his  eye 
Thick  sparkles  flash'd.    Like  regal  banners,  waved 
Back  from  his  giant  shoulders  his  broad  vans, 
Bedropt  with  gold,  and,  turning  to  the  sun. 
Shone  gorgeous  as  the  multitudinous  stars, 
Or  some  illumined  city  seen  by  night. 
When  her  wide  streets  pour  noon,  and,  echoing 

through 
Her  thronging  thousands,  mirth  and  music  ring. 

Opposed  to  him,  I  saw  an  angel  stand 
In  sable  vesture,  with  the  Books  of  Life. 
Black  was  his  mantle,  and  his  changeful  wings 
Gloss'd  like  the  raven's;  thoughtful  seem'd  his 

mien. 
Sedate  and  calm,  and  deep  upon  his  brow 
Had  Meditation  set  her  seal ;  his  eyes 
Look'd  things  unearthly,  thoughts  unutterable. 
Or  utter'd  only  with  an  angel's  tongue. 
Renown'd  was  he  among  the  seraphim 
For  depth  of  prescience,  and  sublimest  lore ; 
Skill'd  in  the  mysteries  of  the  Eternal, 
Profoundly  versed  in  those  old  records  where. 
From  everlasting  ages,  live  God's  deeds ; 
He  knew  the  hour  when  yonder  shining  worlds. 
That  roll  around  us,  into  being  sprang ; 
Their  system,  laws,  connexion ;  all  he  knew 
But  the  dread  moment  when  they  cease  to  be. 
None  judged  like  him  the  ways  of  God  to  man. 
Or  so  had  ponder'd;  his  excursive  thoughts 
Had  visited  the  depths  of  night  and  chaos, 
Gathering  the  treasures  of  the  hoary  deep. 

VII. 

Like  ocean  billows  seem'd,  ere  this,  the  plain, 
Confusetlly  heaving  with  a  sumless  host 
From  earth's  and  time's  remotest  bounds :  a  roar 
Went  up  before  the  multitude,  whose  course 
The  unfurl'd  banner  guided,  and  the  bow. 
Zone  of  the  imiverse,  athwart  the  zenith 
Sweeping  its  arch.     In  one  vast  conflux  roird. 
Wave  following  wave,  were  men  of  every  age, 
Nation,  and  tongue ;  all  heard  the  warning  blast. 
And,  led  by  wondrous  impulse,  hither  came. 
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ZII. 

Nemier  the  mount  stood  Mosss ;  in  his  hand 
The  rod  which  blasted  with  strange  plagues  the 

realm 
Of  Misraim,  and  from  its  time-worn  channels 
Upturned  Uie  Arabian  sea.     Fair  was  his  broad, 
High  front,  and  forth  from  his  soul-piercing  eye 
Did  legislation  took ;  which  full  he  fix*d 
Upon  the  blazing  panoply,  undazzled. 
No  terrors  had  the  scene  for  him  who,  oil, 
Upon  the  thunder-shaken  hill-top,  veil'd 
With  smoke  snd  lightnings,  with  Jehotah  talk'dy 
And  from  his  fiery  hand  received  the  law. 
Beyond  the  Jewish  ruler,  banded  close, 
A  company  full  glorious,  I  saw 
The  twelve  apostles  stand.    O,  with  what  looks 
Of  ravishment  and  joy,  what  rapturous  tears, 
What  hearts  of  ecstasy,  they  gazed  again 
On  their  beloved  Master !  what  a  tide 
Of  overwhelming  thoughts  pressed  to  their  souls, 
When  now,  as  he  so  frequent  promised,  throned, 
And  circled  by  the  hosts  of  heaven,  they  traced 
The  well-known  lineaments  of  him  who  shared 
Their  wants  and  sufferings  here !    Full  many  a  day 
Of  fasting  spent  with  him,  and  night  of  prayer, 
Rush'd  on  their  swelling  hearts.     Before  the  rest, 
Close  to  the  angelic  spears,  had  Peter  urged, 
Tears  in  his  eye,  love  throbbing  at  his  breast, 
As  if  to  touch  his  vesture,  or  to  catch 
The  murmur  of  his  voice.     On  him  and  them 
Jcsrs  beam'd  down  benignant  looks  of  love. 

XIII. 

How  diverse  from  the  firont  sublime  of  Paul, 
Or  pale  and  placid  dignity  of  him 
Who  in  the  lonely  Isle  saw  heaven  unveil'd, 
Was  his  who  in  twelve  summers  won  a  world ! 
Not  such  his  countenance  nor  garb,  as  when 
He  foremost  breasted  the  broad  Granicus, 
Dark-rushing  through  its  steeps  from  lonely  Ida, 
His  double-tufled  plume  conspicuous  mark 
Of  every  arrow ;  cheering  his  bold  steed 
Through  pikes,  and  spears,  and  threatening  axes,  up 
The  slippery  bank  through  all  their  chivalry, 
Princes  and  satraps  linked  for  Ct^us'  Uirone, 
With  cuirass  pierced,  cleft  helm,  and  plumelets 

head. 
To  youthful  conquest :  or,  when,  panic^truck, 
Darits  from  his  plunging  chariot  sprang. 
Away  the  bow  and  mantle  cast,  and  fled. 
His  robe,  all  splendid  from  the  silk-worm's  loom, 
Floated  effeminate,  and  from  his  neck 
Hung  chains  of  gold,  and  gems  from  eastern  mines. 
Bedight  with  many-colour'd  plumage,  flamed 
His  proud  tiara,  plumage  which  had  spread 
Its  glittering  dyes  of  scarlet,  green,  and  gold. 
To  evening  suns  by  Indus'  stream :  around 
Twined  careless,  glow'd  the  white  and  purple  band. 
The  imperial,  sacred  badge  of  Persia's  kings. 
Thus  his  triumphal  car  in  Babylon 
Di.<(play'd  him,  drawn  by  snow-white  elephants. 
Whose  feet  crushed  odours  from  the  flowery  wreaths 
Boy-Cupids  scattered,  while  soft  music  breathed 
And  incense  fumed  around.     But  dire  his  hue, 
Bloated  and  bacchanal  at  on  the  night 


When  old  PersepoUs  was  wrappM  in  flame ! 
Fear  over  all  had  flung  a  livid  tinge. 
A  deeper  awe  subdued  him  than  amazed 
Parmekio  and  the  rest,  when  they  beheld 
The  white-stoled  Levites  from  Jerusalem, 
Thrown  open  as  on  some  high  festival, 
With  hymns  and  solemn  pomp,  come  down  the  hill 
To  meet  the  incensed  king,  and  wondering  saw. 
As  on  the  pontiff's  awful  form  he  gazed, 
Glistering  in  purple  with  his  mystic  gems, 
JoTs's  vaunted  son,  at  Jadbua's  foot,  adore. 

XIT. 

Turn,  now,  where  stood  the  spotless  Virgin : 
sweet 
Her  azure  eye,  and  &ir  her  golden  ringlets ; 
But  changeful  as  the  hues  of  infancy 
Her  face.     As  on  her  son,  her  Gon,  she  gazed, 
Fix'd  was  her  look,— earnest,  and  breathless ; — 

now, 
Suffused  her  glowing  cheek;   now,  changed  to 

pale; — 
First,  round  her  lip  a  smile  celestial  play'd. 
Then,  fast,  fast  rain'd  the  tears. — Who  can  in- 
terpret ? — 
Perhaps  some  thought  maternal  cross'd  her  heart. 
That  mused  on  days  long  past,  when  on  her  breast 
He  helpless  lay,  and  of  his  infant  smile ; 
Or,  on  those  nights  of  terror,  when,  from  worse 
Than  wolves,  she  hasted  with  her  babe  to  Egypt 

XT. 

Girt  by  a  crowd  of  monarchs,  of  whose  fame 
Scarce  a  memorial  lives,  who  fought  and  reign'd 
While  the  historic  lamp  shed  glimmering  hght. 
Above  the  rest  one  regal  port  aspired, 
Crown'd  like  Assyria's  princes ;  not  a  crest 
O'ertopp'd  him,  save  the  giant  seraphim. 
His  countenance,  more  piercing  than  the  beam 
Of  the  sun-gazing  eagle,  earth wsrd  bent 
Its  haught,  fierce  majesty,  temper'd  with  awe. 
Seven  years  with  brutish  herds  had  quell'd  his 

pride. 
And  taught  him  there's  a  mightier  king  in  heaven. 
His  powerful  arm  founded  old  Babylon, 
Whose  bulwarks  like  the  eternal  mountains  heaved 
Their  adamantine  heads;  whose  brazen  gates 
Beleaguering  nations  foil'd,  and  bolts  of  war. 
Unshaken,  unanswered  as  Uie  pelting  hail. 
House  of  the  kingdom !  glorious  Babylon ! 
Earth's  marvel,  and  of  unborn  time  the  theme ! 
Say  where  thou  stood'st :— or,  can  the  fisherman 
Plying  his  task  on  the  Euphrates,  now, 
A  silent,  silver,  unpolluted  tide. 
Point  to  thy  grave,  and  answer  ?     From  a  sash 
O'er  his  broad  shoulder  hung  the  ponderous  sword. 
Fatal  as  sulphurous  fires  to  Nineveh, 
That  levell'd  with  her  waves  the  walls  of  Tyros, 
Queen  of  the  sea;  to  its  foundations  shook 
Jerusalem,  and  reap'd  the  fields  of  Egypt 

XTI. 

Endless  the  task  to  name  the  multitudes 
From  every  land,  from  isles  remote,  in  seas 
Which  no  adventurous  mariner  has  sail'd :— > 
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From  ilpiicrtrgirJIod  riticfl,  of  whoie  pomp 
8o;iic  tuilitar)*  wandorpr,  by  the  fftan 
CundurUtl  o*cr  tlu*  burning  wiMrrneM, 
HuA  tohl  a  (lt>ubit<d  tale:  as  Kun>i)e*t  miu 
Di'?<oriliiiii;  Mpxit**,  and,  in  U\t  Peru, 
The  i;ori;i-ou«  Tniiple  of  the  Sun,  iu  priesU, 
ItM  vinfin,  and  iU  tire,  iiirvver  brisrht, 
Wen>  fabliTA  dceiu'd,  and,  for  liclieC  met  tcom. 
A  round  whilt'  trjzinur  tbuK,  far  in  the  nky 
Ap)KMrM  \\ li.it  loiikM,  at  tintt,  a  mo\in)f  Ntjr; 
But,  unwanl,  whi'«'liii;{  thmu^h  the  eluud«  it  came, 
With  liriihtiMiiii;;  siili>iid«tur  ami  iiicrriuiing  hize, 
Till  within  ki'ii  ii  fu'ry  eli.iriol  rush'd, 
V*y  fl-irnii).;  lorstw  drawn.  wh««ie  hrailii  nhnt  forth 
A  luiHtiil.  li  »rri-!iki*  InMin.     O'er  itii  fierce  wheel* 
T\vi>  Mhiiiiu!;  t'orniH  :ilit;htnl  on  the  mount. 
Of  niiirt.il  birth,  luit  diMthleM  rapt  to  heaven. 
Adown  tlii'ir  l>ri-.i.'.tjt  their  looKe  lieanli  floated,  white 
Ah  iiii^t  by  in'tniiUMinrt  Hilver'd ;  fair  they  M'em'd, 
Aiil  lirijiil  a-i  :in,;cN;  fi-Ili)Wf»hip  with  heaven 
Tlii'ir  mortal  irroKxnuM  mo  bad  ptirificil. 
I.ui't'iit  ilieir  iiiiiiillt'i*;  othiT  than  tbe  M«r 
1)y  Jonbin  rau^lit ;  and  in  the  pro{klii<tV  face 
A  niyKtie  lustre,  like  the  I'rim**,  gleamed. 

Sow  r>r  the  dn*ad  tribunal  all  prepared: 
BefoH'  thf  tbronf  the  antfi'l  with  the  Iwokt 
Ai*een>lini(  kuivlM,  and,  cnHmini;  on  hiri  breast 
If  i<4  itablr  |>itiioii<(,  there  the  voliim4>ii  Hpreail. 
A  >«eroiid  Kiiininoii.H  eehtM^l  from  the  trump, 
Thrire  iM)uii«b*d,  when  the  mighty  work  began. 
\Vii\iiI  onw.inl  by  a  M^raph's jwand,  tlie  wa 
Of  {lalpitatiiii;:  UMomii  towanl  the  mount 
In  •tili'nre  niU'd.     No  iuN>ner  hail  the  firet 
Pale  treiiiMer*  its*  niyntiTioui  rirrle  toueh<*d 
Thmi.  in-^tiiMtaTH'iMi*,  «wift  a«  f.inryV  fl^h. 
At  li;^!it!iiri.;  darting  from  the  numnier  eloutl, 
It<i  pist  «*\i»ti*iit'e  n»s4*  N'fitre  the  houI, 
\Vi:Ii  all  it-,  dri'iln,  with  all  itJi  wrn't  store 
Of  i>rnbr\o  work-,  and  dtrk  imu',;iiiin;rH* 
AmiiUt  thr  chat  14,  tbouirhtH  m*  nunilN'rleitA 
A-  whirling  ba\i-i  whtMi  autumn  Mtri{ii»  the  woods, 
Iiii;ht  and  di«j<•illtt^l  a.i  the  diltyrit,  thoiuhts 
K'atliT*d  uj»'in  the  wa-te  of  lontr.  dim  yean, 
pH-t'd  in  a  lu-MiiiNit  thmui^h  the  «piiekt*n*d  souL 
Ni>t  with  I  hi*  ulo'intc  eyr  i»f  earth  U'hi'ld  ; 
Tbi'V  "WW  a-i  with  ibi*  iflanre  of  Ih-itv. 
('iifi"«i'ieiii*e.  -tiTu  arbiifr  in  e\ery  breast, 
])ividi'«l.     S'lf-ar4putti*il  or  eiind«'mni*<l, 
Throii^li  two  bri>.bl,  i;littrrinj  avi-nur*  of  spears 
Thi'y  rrii-(<iM  tlir  ani^rlie  ita|iiailr«iii4,  riirht,  or  left 
The  ju-L'Mit-nt-^-al ;  by  imwrr  !>u|N>rnal  led 
To  tbi'ir  illottf'd  Nkitioim  on  tlie  plain. 
A*  onward,  oiiwanl.  mimU»rle»«,  ihry  came, 
An-l  t.»u  liM.  apiMllM.  the  \«'r.p'  of  di-tiny. 
Till*  hiMwnly  -piriln  inly  nyniiMthiutl : — 
Wh.  II  y'lut^iful  <ainti*.or  martyn  MrarrM  anil  white, 
With  «tre.iinin7  fare*,  hand*  eeKtatie  el.isp'd, 
S|i  ill,'  1 1  I'll*  li'^ht.  eeb'Mial  bi*amiii(r  umiltis 
A  raNi-hiiii;  U-auty  t*y  thi'ir  nulianre  ijavi- ; 
Hill  •liiwihM-.t  I.Mik*  of  pity  ehillM  the  left. 
Wtiat  '-ii-n*  bM  h  ind<.  and  frenzied  steps  were  there ! 
Vit.  iMi  my  -huddi'riuK  soul,  the  stifled  croon. 
Wiun^  fr.im  rttniie  {irouil  Mosphemrr,  as  he  nish'd. 


ConstroinM  by  eonscienec,  down  the  peth  of 
Knells  humble^ — On  all  the  hurrjuuc  throog 
The  unerrim;  jien  stamp'd,  as  they  pesa'd.  thru 
Thus,  in  a  day,  amazing  thought !  wrrr  jud^f^ 
The  millions,  kinee  from  the  ALMiaBTt** 
LaunchM   on   her  course,  earth  roHM  ir 

Whihio 
The  di>«>m  to  jn^nal  Area,  and  whose  to  j*iT, 
From  iii-aiiV  presumption  mvl»  and  darknrsa 
80  {toMi'd  the  day;  divided  ktood  the  w.>rL!, 
An  awful  line  of  separatiim  drawn. 
And  from  Ids  laliours  the  Mkosiab  ee&'eJ. 

ZTIII. 

By  thii.  the  sun  his  westering  cardni«e  low; 
RiHind  bif>  broad  whe«l  full  many  a  lueid  clood 
Float4*d.  likf  happy  i»le«,  in  si*a»  of  goM : 
Along  the  horizon  cantled  sha|tes  were  |»ileil, 
Turretfi  ami  towrrs,  whose  fronts emialllrdglcttm'd 
With  yflli>w  li^ht :  unit  by  the  slanting  ray, 
A  ruddy  U'am  the  canopy  rcflcrtnl ; 
With  dttjK-r  li^ht  the  ruby  l»lu*hM ;  and  thirk 
l*pon  thr  t<4^rjplis'  wings  the  glow  in ;{  i>puCa 
Seem'd  dro|»ii  of  fire.     l*ncoiling  from  its  staff 
With  fainti'r  wa\e,  the  gnnrii»u->  en»;,!n  hung. 
Or,  swt  lliiig  with  the  swrUing  breezt*,  b^  fit% 
Coict  iitT  U|Hiii  the  dewy  air  hu^^r  fijXc* 
Of  gulden  lu-tre.     0%er  all  the  bill. 
The  hiM\i  nly  b-^ions,  the  oNM-mblitl  worfj. 
Evening  ht-r  crimson  tint  forever  drew. 

xiz. 

But  while  at  gaze,  in  solemn  silence,  men 
AihI  angeln  i»t4»od,  and  many  a  quaking  hrait 
Witlie&|N-«-tatiim  tliit>lib*d;  aliout  tbe  thnxM 
And  glittering  hill-top  slowly  wreatheil  the 
Erewhile  like  curtains  for  oibimmenl  hung. 
Involving  Shiloh  and  the  seraphim 
Beneath  a  sni>wy  tent.     The  l«iids  aroond. 
Eyeing  thi>  ict>nfa!on  that  thnm^h  the  nnoka 
TowcrM  into  air.  resembled  h*wt4  who  wairk 
The  kin;;'*  fia\ilion  where,  ere  Ivittl^  hoar, 
A  council  nit  A.     What  their  consult  might  hi^ 
Thn<ie  Hr\rn  dn'od  <«}Hrits  ami  their  I«nab.  | 
I  mar^ellM.     Was  it  trrat^e  and  peare  *^-<Mr 
Was  it  of  nun  ? — Did  pity  f<ir  the  lost 
II in  ffcntlt*  lutiire  wring,  whi*  knew,  who  Ml 
How  fnnl  i*  ihii  fMMir  tenement  <if  eUy  f  *— 
An»M<  then'  from  the  misty  taVmacle 
.\  cry  like  that  uihin  (lethseniane  '— 
What  pai»<»*d  in  Jisrs*  liodom  none  may  kaoa 
But  rli>M>  tSe  rloudy  dome  in«esle«l  him; 
An<L  wrary  with  cnnjeetuie.  rtnintt  I  gntfd 
Where,  in  thi*  |>uq>le  west,  no  more  to  dawB, 
Fadiil  the  glorirs  of  the  dyinff  day. 
Mild  twinkliiii!  thr«High  a  enniiH»n-«kirtnl 
Tlir  Mtlit.iry  otar  %*(  e^enins  slinne. 
While  irajLini;  w  islful  on  that  fieerless  lighU 
Thereaftrr  !•»  !*•  sern  no  more,  (as.  oft. 
In  ilrrain*  ^trainer  imaKfa  wUI  mil.)  wsil 
PossM  oVr  my  Mtul.   Ktrmvring.  I  criml,  -« 
Pale,  l4^ute«>us  |»Ianet,  that  displayest  so  ooA 


*  P«K  wm  hsvr  nnc  mm  tilfli  prWti  wliick  caosMC  fee 
loucbrd  » lib  ilie  fscluiff  of  iMir  laflrwluts.— Bbb.  Iv.  Ik 
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Anud  jon  glowing  streak  thy  tranaent  beam, 
A  long,  a  laat  fiirewell !    8ea«oni  have  changed, 
Ages  and  empires  ioll'd»  tike  smoke,  away, 
Bat  thoOf  unalter'd,  beamest  as  silver  fiur 
As  on  thy  birthnight !     Bright  and  watchful  eyes. 
From  palaces  and  bowers,  have  hail'd  thy  gem 
With  secret  transport !     Natal  star  of  love, 
And  souls  that  love  the  shadoviry  hour  of  fancy. 
How  much  I  owe  thee,  how  I  bless  thy  ray ! 
How  oft  thy  rising  o'er  the  hamlet  green. 
Signal  of  rest,  and  social  converse  sweet, 
Beneath  some  patriarchal  tree,  has  cheer'd 
The  peasant's  heart,  and  drawn  his  benison ! 
Pride  of  the  west !  beneath  thy  placid  light 
The  tender  tale  riiall  never  more  be  told, 
Man's  soul  shall  never  wake  to  joy  again : 
Thou  sett'st  forever,— lovely  orb,  farewell !" 

zx. 

Low  warblings,  now,  and  solitary  harps 
Were  heard  among  the  angels,  touch'd  and  tuned 
As  to  an  evening  hymn,  preluding  soft 
To  cherub  voices ;  louder  as  they  swellM, 
Deep  strings  struck  in,  and  hoarser  instruments, 
Mix'd  with  clear,  silver  sounds,  till  concord  rose 
Full  as  the  harmony  of  winds  to  heaven ; 
Yet  sweet  as  nature's  springtide  melodies 
To  some  worn  pilgrim,  first  with  glistening  eyes 
Greeting  his  native  valley,  whence  the  sounds 
Of  rural  gladness,  herds,  and  bleating  flocks. 
The  chirp  of  birds,  blithe  voices,  lowing  kine, 
The  dash  of  waters,  reed,  or  rustic  pipe. 
Blent  with  the  dulcet,  distance-mellow'd  bell. 
Come,  like  the  echo  of  his  early  joys. 
In  every  pause,  from  spirits  in  mid  air, 
Responsive  still  were  golden  viols  heard. 
And  heavenly  symphonies  stole  fsdntly  dowxL 

XXI. 

Calm,  deep,  and  silent  was  the  tide  of  joy 
That  roird  o'er  all  the  blessed ;  visions  of  bliss, 
Rapture  too  mighty,  swell'd  their  hearts  to  bursting ; 
Prelude  to  heaven  it  seem'd,  and  in  their  sight 
Celestial  glories  swam.     How  fared,  alas ! 
That  other  band  1     Sweet  to  their  troubled  minds 
The  solemn  scene ;  ah !  doubly  sweet  the  breeze 
Re&eshing,  and  the  purple  light  to  eyes 
But  newly  oped  from  that  benumbing  sleep 
Whose  dark  and  drear  abode  no  cheering  dream. 
No  brigrht>hued  vision  ever  enters,  souls 
For  ages  pent,  perhaps,  in  some  dim  world 
Where  guilty  spectres  stalk  the  twilight  gloom. 
For,  like  the  spirit's  last  seraphic  smile. 
The  earth,  anticipating  now  her  tomb, 
To  rise,  perhaps,  as  heaven  magnificent, 
Appear'd  Hesperian :  gales  of  grentlest  wing 
Came  fragrance-laden,  and  such  odours  shed 
As  Yemen  never  knew,  nor  those  blest  isles 
In  Indian  seas,  where  the  voluptuous  breeze 
The  peaceful  native  breathes,  at  eventide, 
From  nutmeg  groves  and  bowers  of  cinnamon. 
How  solemn  on  their  ears  the  choral  note 
Swell'd  of  the  angel  hymn !  so  late  escaped 
The  cold  embraces  of  the  grave,  whose  damp 
Silence  no  vcnoe  or  stringed  instrument 

18 


Has  ever  broke !    Yet  with  the  murmuring  breeze 
Full  sadly  chimed  the  music  and  the  song. 
For  with  them  came  the  memory  of  joys 
Forever  past,  the  stinging  thought  of  what 
They  once  had  been,  and  of  their  future  lot. 
To  their  grieved  view  the  passages  of  earth 
Delightful  rise,  their  tender  ligaments 
So  dear,  they  heeded  not  an  after  state. 
Though  by  a  fearful  judgment  usher'd  in. 
A  bridegroom  fond,  who  lavish'd  all  his  heart 
On  his  beloved,  forgetful  of  the  Man 
Of  many  Sorrows,  who,  for  him,  resign'd 
His  meek  and  spotless  spirit  on  the  cross. 
Has  marked  among  the  blessed  bands,  array'd 
Celestial  in  a  spring  of  beauty,  doom'd 
No  more  to  fade,  the  charmer  of  his  soul, 
Her  cheek  soft  blooming  like  the  dawn  in  heaven. 
He  recollects  the  days  when  on  his  smile 
She  lived ;  when,  gently  leaning  on  his  breast, 
Tears  of  intense  affection  dimm'd  her  eyes. 
Of  dove-like  lustre. — Thoughtless,  now,  of  him 
And  earthly  joys,  eternity  and  heaven 
Engross  her  soul. — What  more  accursed  pang 
Can  hell  inflict  ?     With  her,  in  realms  of  light, 
In  never-dying  bliss,  ho  might  have  roll'd 
Eternity  away ;  but  now,  forever 
Tom  from  his  bride  new-found,  with  cruel  fiends. 
Or  men  like  fiends,  must  waste  and  weep.  Now,  now 
He  mourns  with  burning,  bitter  drops  his  days 
Misspent,  probation  lost,  and  heaven  despised. 
Such  thoughts  from  many  a  bursting  heart  drew 

forth 
Groans,  lamentations,  and  despairing  shrieks. 
That  on  the  silent  air  came  from  afar. 

XXII. 

As,  when  from  some  proud  capital  that  crowns 
Imperial  Ganges,  the  reviving  breeze 
Sweeps  the  dank  mist,  or  hoary  river  fog 
Impervious  mantled  o'er  her  highest  towers. 
Bright  on  the  eye  rush  Brahma's  temples,  capp'd 
With  spiry  tops,  gay-trellised  minarets, 
Pagods  of  gold,  and  mosques  with  bumish'd  domo^ 
Gilded,  and  glistening  in  the  morning  sun, 
So  from  the  hill  the  cloudy  curtains  roll'd, 
And,  in  the  lingering  lustre  of  the  eve. 
Again  the  Saviour  and  his  seraphs  shone. 
Emitted  sudden  in  his  rising,  flash'd 
Intenser  light,  as  toward  the  right  hand  host 
Mild  turning,  with  a  look  ineffiible. 
The  invitation  he  proclaim'd  in  accents 
Which  on  their  ravish'd  ears  pour'd  thrilling,  like 
The  silver  sound  of  many  trumpets  heard 
Afar  in  sweetest  jubilee ;  then,  swift 
Stretching  his  dreadful  sceptre  to  the  left. 
That  shot  forth  horrid  lightnings,  in  a  voice 
Clothed  but  in  half  its  terrors,  yet  to  them 
Seem'd  like  the  crush  of  heaven,  pronounced  the 

doom. 
The  sentence  utter'd,  as  with  life  instinct, 
The  throne  uprose  majestically  slow; ' 
Each  angel  spread  his  wings ;  in  one  dread  swell 
Of  triumph  mingling  as  they  mounted,  trumpets. 
And  harps,  and  golden  lyres,  and  timbrels  sweet. 
And  many  a  strange  and  deep-toned  instrument 
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Of  heavenly  minstrelsy  unknown  on  certh. 
And  angels'  voices,  and  the  loud  acclaim 
Of  all  the  ransom*d,  like  a  tbunder-ahouL 
Far  through  the  skies  melodious  echoes  roU'd, 
And  fiiint  hosannis  distant  climes  retum*d. 

XZIII. 

Down  from  the  lessening  multitude  came  fiunt 
And  fainter  still  the  trum|)ct*s  dying  peal, 
All  clue  in  distance  lost ;  when,  to  nTrive 
Their  new  inhal>itants,  the  hfavrns  unfolded, 
rp  gazing,  then,  with  Mtn>aining  rytit,  a  glimpaa 
The  wirkinl  caught  of  ParadiM*,  whence  streaks 
Of  splendour,  gt>UIen  qui^oring  radiance  shone, 
Ah  whrn  the  showery  e veiling  mm  takes  leave, 
Brt'aking  a  moment  oVr  the  illumined  world. 
Hc«*n  far  within,  fair  fomm  moved  graceful  hy, 
S|«)w-turning  to  the  light  their  unowy  wings. 
A  dee{Mlrawn,  agonizing  gn)an  i'Kca|)ed 
The  hapleiw  outcaxtji,  when  u{Min  the  Loan 
The  gliiwing  |M>rta!ii  rIofMil.     rndone,  they  stood 
Wistfully  giizing  on  the  cold,  gny  heaven, 
A*  if  to  catch,  alas!  a  hi>|ii>  not  there. 
Hut  Hliatlex  liegan  to  gatlier ;  nit;ht  approach*d 
Murky  ami  lowerins::  round  with  horror  rolPd 
On  one  another,  their  despairin;;  eyim 
That  elannl  with  anzuish :  Mtarletw,  hop«*Iess  gloom 
Fell  on  their  soulii,  never  to  know  an  end. 
Thoujrh  in  the  far  horizon  lingerM  yet 
A  lurid  tfleani.  Mack  rloudi*  were  mustering  there; 
R<^d  flaxhet,  foUowM  hy  low  muttering  sounds. 
Announced  the  fiery  tem|)e«t  doom*d  to  hurl 
The  fr.igments  of  the  earth  again  to  chaos. 
Wild  KUxtri  swept  hy.  u{M>n  who«e  hollow  wing 
Unearthly  voiccH,  yells,  ainl  i;ha<itly  |m^U 
Of  demon  laughter  came.     Infernal  shapes 
Fliit4nl  alimg  the  sulphurous  wreaths,  or  plunged 
Tlu'ir  dark,  impure  abyss,  a*  sea- fowl  dive 

Their  watery  elemenL OVrwhelmc<l  with  sights 

And  itounds  appalling,  I  awoke;  an«l  fmmd 
For  g.ithering  storms,  ami  nigns  of  coming  wo, 
The  midnight  mmm  gleaming  U|>on  my  bed 
Herene  and  |M*ac«>fuL     (Sladly  I  sur^'cyM  her 
Walking  in  brightness  thnnigh  the  stars  of  heaven, 
And  blessed  the  recite  ere  the  day  of  doom. 


tl 


HADAD'S  DE.^rRIPTION  OF  THE  CITY 
OF  JKRrSALEM. 


"T  IS  so ; — the  hoary  harper  sinir*  aright ; 
Hi>w  InMutiful  is  Zii>n  !^Like  a  quern, 
ArmM  with  a  helm,  in  vinrin  lovelinens, 
Her  heaving  biMom  in  a  bivMy  cuirass, 
She  Hitu  aloft,  begirt  with  liattlements 
Ami  bulwarks  swelling  from  the  nick,  to  fuard 
The  pmi-nil  courts,  pavilions,  palaces, 
B«»ft  gleaming  through  the  umbrage  of  the  woods 
Whirh  tuA  her  summit,  and,  like  raven  tresses, 
Wavi<«l  their  dark  lieautv  round   the  tower  of 

Da^id. 
Resplendent  with  a  thousand  golden  bucUen, 
The  enibranures  of  alabaster  shine ; 


HaU*d  hjr  the  pilgrims  of  Um  teat,  Umni 
To  Judah*s  mart  with  orient  meirbiidiaa. 
But  not,  for  thou  ait  &ir  and  taiiH<mtia*i. 
Wa  with  the  choicest  dew  of  bcBven,  and  MeWd 
With  golden  fruits,  and  galea  of  CmnkinrriMi^ 
Dwell  I  beneath  thine  ample  cvitaina.     Hew, 
Where  saints  and  prophets  teach,  wbov  tha  ^am 

Uw 
Still  speaks  in  thunder,  where  chief  aogels 
And  where  the  gloiy  hovera,  ben  I  war. 


UNTOLD  LOVE.* 


Trb  soul,  my  lord,  is  fiwhion*d— like  the  lyvk 
Strike  one  chord  suddenly,  and  others  vibrate. 

m 

Your  name  abruptly  mention *d,  casual  words 
Of  comment  on  your  deeds,  praise  from  yoor 

uncle, 
New4  from  the  armies,  talk  of  yoor  return, 
A  word  let  fall  touching  vour  youthful  paanao. 
Suffused  her  cheek,  call'd  to  her  drooping  eya 
A  momentary  lustre :  made  her  pulw 
I^eap  heaillong,  and  her  boMnm  palpitate. 
I  could  not  long  be  bliml.  for  love  drfirs 
(Concealment,  making  every  glance  and 
Silence,  and  s}>errh  a  trll-tale- 


Theiie  thinir*.  though  trivial  of  thenuvlvea, ' 
SuMpicion.     But  long  months  rlapaed. 
Ere  I  knew  all.     She  had,  you  know,  a  lever. 
One  night,  when  all  were  weary  and  at  reft, 
I,  sitting  by  her  couch,  timi  and  o'erwatcfa'd. 
Thinking  she  slept,  sufTerM  my  lidn  to  r\< 

Wake«l  by  a  voice,  I  finind  her never. 

While  life  endures,  will  that  scene  fade  from 
A  dying  lamp  wink'd  in  the  h<*anh,  that  cast. 
And  snatrhed  the  shadows.     Something  stood  h^ 

fore  nne 
In  white.     My  flcfih  began  to  creep.     I 
I  saw  a  spirit     It  was  my  lady  risen, 
.\nd  standing  in  her  nitrht-robe  with  clasp*d 
Like  one  in  prayer     Her  {lallid  face  displayed 
Something,  methought,  surfiasiing  mortal 
She  presently  tuni'd  round,  and  fi&'d  her 

wild  eyes. 
Brimming  with  tears,  upon  me,  frtcfaeil  a 
.\s  from  a  riven  heart,  and  cried:  ••He's  dead! 
But,  hush! — weep  not, — Fve  bargain'd  fm  k 

soul. — 
That  *s  safe  in  IdiM  !**~Demanding  who  m 
Scarce  yet  aware  she  ravetl.  phe  answer*d 
Her  Cos  no.  her  beloved ;  for  that  his  ghoal. 
All  pale  ami  sory.  thrice  hatl  passM  her  hrd. 
With  that,  her  |iasMon  Ivrraking  loose,  my  lari^ 
She  pour*d  hrr  lamentation  forth  in  strains 
Pathetical  beyond  the  reach  of  reason. 

m 

•«Gone,  gone,  gone  to  the  grave,  and  never 
f  loved  him  !** — I  'd  no  power  to  speak,  or 
I  sat  stone  stilL^^  horror  fell  upon  me. 
At  last,  her  little  strength  ebb*d  out.  she 
And  lay,  as  in  death's  arms,  till  mominf. 
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SCENE  FROM  HADAD. 

vraeed  roof  of  K^nxiAnC%  house  by  night; 
med  with  votes  of  fiowen  and  jragrani 
tiha;  an  awning  over  pari  of  it,  Tamam 
I  Hasad. 

fik  No,  no,  I  well  remember — ^proo&,younid, 

own  to  Mosss. 

i.  Well,  my  love,  thou  know'it 

een  a  trayeller  in  Tarioiu  dimes ; 

Ethiopia's  scorching  sands,  and  scaled 

now-<dad  mountains ;  trusted  to  the  deep; 

rsed  the  fragrant  islands  of  the  sea, 

fith  the  wise  conversed  of  many  nations. 

n.  I  know  thou  hast 

iL  Of  all  mine  eyes  have  seen, 

reatest,  wisest,  and  most  wonderful 

t  dread  sage,  the  Ancient  of  the  Mountain. 

n.  Who! 

iL  None  knows  his  lineage,  age,  or  name : 

his  locks 
ke  the  snows  of  Caucasus ;  his  eyes 
with  the  wisdom  of  collected  ages, 
en,  unbroken  years  he  sees,  His  said, 
enerations  pass,  like  autumn  fruits, 
r'd,  consumed,  and  springing  fresh  to  life, 
to  perish,  while  he  views  the  sun, 
casons  roll,  in  rapt  serenity, 
dgh  communion  with  celestial  powers. 
ny  'tis  Shsm,  our  father,  some  say  Ehoch, 
ome  Melchisedbk. 
71.  I  've  heard  a  tale 
his,  but  ne'er  believed  it 
f.  I  have  proved  it 

igh  perils  dire,  dangers  most  imminent, 
days  and  nights,  mid  rocks  and  wildernesses, 
K)real  snows,  and  nevcr-thawing  ice, 
e  not  a  bird,  a  beast,  a  living  thing, 
he  fiur-soaring  vulture  comes,  I  dared 
!sperate  way,  resolved  to  know  or  perish. 
7t.  Rash,  rash  adventurer! 
i.  On  the  highest  peak 
»nny  Caucasus  there  blooms  a  spot 
[lich  perpetual  sunbeams  play,  where  flowers 
'eidure  never  die ;  and  there  he  dwells. 
91.  But  didst  thou  see  him  1 
t/.  Never  did  I  view 
awful  majesty :  his  reverend  locks 
like  a  silver  mantle  to  his  feet; 
iment  glistered  saintly  white,  his  brow 
like  the  gate  of  Paradise ;  his  mouth 
nusiral  as  its  bright  guardians'  songs. 
71.  What  did  he  tcU  thee  ?    O !  what  wisdom 

fell 

lips  so  hallow'd  ? 
i.  Whether  he  possesses 
Vtragramraaton — the  powerful  name 
3ed  on  Moses'  rod,  by  which  he  wrought 
iid-of  wonders,  which  constrains  the  heavens 
lower  down  blessings,  shakes  the  earth,  and 

rules 
trongpst  spirits ;  or  if  God  hath  given 
»gat<Ml  power,  I  cannot  tell. 


But  'twas  from  him  I  leam'd  their  &te,  their  fall. 
Who  erewhile  wore  resplendent  crowns  in  heaven ; 
Now  scatter'd  through  the  earth,  the  air,  the  sea. 
Them  he  compels  to  answer,  and  firom  them 
Has  drawn  what  Mosxs,  nor  no  mortal  ear 
Has  ever  heard. 

Tarn.  But  did  he  tell  it  thee  1 

Had.  He  told  me  much — more  than  I  dare  reveal; 
For  with  a  dreadful  oath  he  seal'd  my  lips. 

Tarn,  But  canst  thou  tell  me  nothing  1     Why 
unfold 
So  much,  if  I  must  hear  no  more  t 

Had,  You  bade 
Explain  my  words,  almost  reproach  me,  eweet. 
For  what  by  accident  escaped  me. 

7am.  Ah! 
A  little— something  tell  me— «are  not  all 
Were  words  inhibited. 

Had  Then  promise  never, 
Never  to  utter  of  this  conference 
A  breath  to  mortal. 

Tom,  Solenmly  I  vow. 

Had  Even  then,  'tis  little  I  can  say,  compared 
With  all  the  marvels  he  related. 

Tanu  Come, 
I  'm  breathless.    Tell  me  how  they  sinn'd,  how  fell. 

Had  Their  head,  their  prince  involved  them  in 
his  ruin. 

Tarn.  What  black  offence  on  his  devoted  head 
Drew  endless  punishment  1 

Had  The  wish  to  be 
Like  the  All-Perfect 

Tarn,  Arrogating  that 
Due  only  to  his  Maker !  awful  crime ! 
But  what  their  doom  1  their  place  of  punishment? 

Had  Above,  about,  beneaUi ;  earth,  sea,  and  abr; 
Their  habitations  various  as  their  minds. 
Employments,  and  desires. 

Tom.   But  are  they  round  us,  HasadI    not 
confined 
In  penal  chains  and  darkness  1 

Had.  So  he  said. 
And  BO  your  holy  books  infer.     What  saith 
Your  prophet  ?  what  the  prince  of  Uz  ? 

Tarn,  I  shudder. 
Lest  some  dark  minister  be  near  us  now. 

Had  You  wrong  them.     They  are  bright  in- 
telligences, 
Robb'd  of  some  native  splendour,  and  cast  down, 
'T  is  true,  from  heaven ;  but  not  deform'd  and  foul. 
Revengeful,  malice-working  fiends,  as  fools 
Suppose.    They  dwell,  like  princes,  in  the  clouds. 
Sun  their  bright  pinions  in  the  middle  sky ; 
Or  arch  their  palaces  beneath  the  hills. 
With  stones  inestimable  studded  so, 
That  sun  or  stars  were  useless  there. 

Tarn,  Good  heavens ! 

Had.  He  bade  me  look  on  rugged  Caucasus, 
Crag  piled  on  crag  beyond  the  utmost  ken. 
Naked  and  wild,  as  if  creation's  ruins 
Were  heaped  in  one  immeasurable  chain 
Of  barren  mountains,  beaten  by  the  storms 
Of  everlasting  winter.     But  within 
Are  glorious  palaces  and  domes  of  light, 
Irradiate  halls  and  crystal  colonnades. 
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Vaults  Mt  with  gemi  the  pmchAM  of  a  crown, 
Blazing  with  lustre  past  the  noontide  beam. 
Or,  with  a  milder  beauty,  mimicking 
The  mystic  signs  of  changeful  Mazxaroth. 

Tarn.  Unheard-of  splendour! 

Jfaii.  There  they  dwell,  and  muse. 
And  wander ;  beings  beautiful,  immortal. 
Minds  Tsst  as  heaven,  capacious  as  the  sky, 
WhiMo  thoughts  connect  past,  present,  and  to  oome. 
And  glow  with  light  intenxe,  imperishable. 
Tbuij,  in  the  sparry  chamliem  of  the  sea 
And  air-pavilions,  ndn))ow  tidtemacles, 
Tlioy  fftudy  nature's  secrets,  and  enjoy 
No  poor  dominion. 

Turn.  Are  they  beautiful. 
And  p<m'erful  far  beyond  the  human  raoe  T 

Had.  Man's  feeble  heart  cannot  conceive  it 
When 
The  Kiji^e  dcucribed  them,  fiery  eloquence 
FlowM  from  hi«i  lips ;  his  bosom  beared,  his  eyes 
(■rew  bri;;ht  and  mystical ;  moved  by  the  theme. 
Like  one  who  feels  a  deity  within. 

Tarn,  Wondrous!    What  intercourse  have  they 
with  men ! 

Hatf.  8\>inctime«  they  deign  to  intermii  with  man. 
But  ofl  with  woman. 

Tarn.  Ha !  with  woman  T 

Htul,  8he 
AttracU  them  with  her  gentler  virtues,  soft. 
And  l>eautiful,  and  heavenly,  like  themselves. 
They  have  been  known  to  love  her  with  a  passion 
Strunt^er  than  human. 

Tarn.  That  surpasses  all 
You  vet  have  told  me. 

Hit  ft.  This  the  sage  affirms ; 
And  MnsKs,  darkly. 

Tarn.  How  do  they  appear  T 
How  manifest  their  love  1 

Hufi.  Hometimes  \  is  spiritual,  signified 
Bt  iNMtifir  dreams,  or  more  distinct 
And  cloriiiUM  apimritinn.     They  have  stoop*d 
To  aiiiin.ite  a  human  form,  and  love 
Like  mitrtals. 

Tii/ii.  Frightful  to  be  so  beloved  ! 
Who  could  endure  the  horrid  thought !  What  makes 
Thy  citlil  hand  tremble  !  or  b't  mine 
That  feeU  si>  deathv  Y 

HaiL  I)»rk  imaginations  haunt  me 
When  I  recall  the  dreadful  interview. 

Dtm.  ().  tell  them  not:  I  would  not  hear  them. 

//  tfi.  But  why  contemn  a  npirit's  love  1  so  high. 
Bo  glorii>u«,  if  he  haply  deign*d  f 

Tarn.  Forswear 
Mt  Maker !  love  a  demon ! 

HiH.  No— O.  no— 
My  thi)iuht«butwander*d.  Oft.ala«!  they  wander. 

T»ttn,  Why  dtwt  thou  speak  so  nadly  now?    And 
Thine  even  are  fixM  a«ain  upim  Arrturus.      [lo ! 
T!iu4  ever,  when  thy  drooping  spirits  ebtn 
Thi>u  iTazeivt  on  that  star.     Hath  it  the  power 
To  cau«*  or  cure  thy  melancholy  mood  ? 

[Hf  nppean  lout  in  thnuf^. 
Tell  me.  aHcribest  thou  influence  to  the  slan  t 

Had.  (>/.lr^'n^^)   The  stare!     What  knosr'sC 
thou  of  the  stare  1 
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Tarn.  I  knosr  thai  they  were  nmim  to  nik  die 

nighL 
Had,  Like  palace  lamps !    Thou 
thy  grandsire. 
Woman !  the  stare  are  living,  gloriooi^ 
Amazing,  infinite! 

Tarn,  ftpeak  not  so  wildly. 
I  know  them  numberless,  resplendent,  act 
As  symbols  of  the  countleai^  conntlesa  jaa 
That  make  eternity. 

Had.  Eternity! 
O !  niigtity.  glorious,  miserable  thooghi! 
Had  ye  endured  like  those  great  saflrrei% 
Like  them,  seen  ages,  myriad  age*  roll ; 
Could  ve  but  look  into  the  void  abras 
With  eyes  experiencnt  unobscured  by 
Then  mifthtMt  thou  name  it  name  it  fretinsly. 
Thin.  What  aiU  thee,  Haiia»  !     Vnm  ns  mA 

so  close. 
Had,  Taxab  !  I  need  thy  love    man  iImb  thy 

love-^ 
Tarn.  Thy  cheek  is  wet  with  tears— Nay.  let  m 
'Tie  late^I  cannot,  munt  not  linger.  [paiv. 

[HnaM*  from  kim,  anJ  tg»L 
Hid.  lA>ved  and  alihonr'd !    Still.  stUI  accvnni  ? 
[He  paces  twice  w  thriee  up  and  donm,  9nik 
poMtionate  f^Mturts  .*  tkrn  turns  kisftig  Jb 
the  skyt  and  stands  a  moment  in  jtlnier.} 
O!  where. 
In  the  illimitable  space,  in  what 
Profound  of  untried  miserr,  when  all 
His  worlds,  his  rolling  orbs  of  light  that  fO 
With  life  and  beauty  yonder  infinite. 
Their  radiant  journey  nm,  forever  set 
Where,  where,  in  what  abys  shaU  I  be  granov^ 

s 

ARTHUR'S  SOLILOQUY.* 

Hese  let  me  pause,  and  breathe  a  while, 
The«e  si*r^ile  dro|M  from  olT  my  bummg 
Amidfit  th«iie  vencralile  trrea,  the  air 
BeeiiM  hallowM  by  the  breath  uf  other 
(^oni|Ninion«  of  my  fatheni !  ye  lu«e  niaik'4 
Their  grneretions  paas.     Vuur  giant  anna 
Shadow'd  their  youth,  and  proudly  canopied 
Their  silver  haire,  when,  ripe  in  yean  and 
TheM*  walk*  they  tnid  to  meditate  on  bcnvc 
What  warlike  puigeantii  have  ve  wen !  what 
Of  captiveM,  ami  what  hra[»  of  »|iuil !  what 
When  the  virtorioui  chief.  war*»  tempest  oW* 
In  Work  worth*!  buwere  unbound  his  panoply! 
Whst  flttoihi  of  «|4eiidour,  Imrvts  of  jocund 
Htartleil  the  slumbering  tenant*  «if  the 
When  niffbt  awoke  the  tumult  of  the 
The  iting  of  dam«rU,  and  the  sweet^oosd  lyvi . 
Then,  princely  pEsri  rrigned  amidflt  hia 
Cliampion.  and  jutlse,  and  Caber  of  the 
O,  d^ys  of  ancient  grendeur !  are  ye  gone  1 
Forever  gone  ?     Do  theae  same  seen 
His  i>fr*pring  here,  the  hin*lmg  of  a  Cue  ? 
O.  that  I  knew  my  f^te  *  tlisi  I  n>uld  read 
The  dnttiny  which  Heaven  ba«  mark'd  liw  warn ! 
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Charlks  Spraovx  was  bom  in  Boston,  on  the 
twenty-sixth  day  of  October,  in  1791.  His  father, 
who  still  survives,  was  one  of  that  celebrated  band 
who,  in  1773,  resisted  taxation  by  pouring  the  tea 
on  board  several  British  ships  into  the  sea. 

Mr.  SpRAOUB  was  educated  in  the  schools  of 
his  native  city,  which  he  left  at  an  early  period  to 
acquire  in  a  mercantile  house  a  practical  know- 
ledge of  trade.  When  he  was  about  twenty-one 
years  of  age,  he  commenced  the  business  of  a  mer- 
chant on  his  own  account,  and  continued  in  it,  I 
believe,  until  he  was  elected  cashier  of  the  Globe 
Bank,  one  of  the  first  establishments  of  its  kind  in 
Massachusetts.  This  office  he  now  holds,  and  he 
has  from  the  time  he  accepted  it  discharged  its 
duties  in  a  fiiultless  manner,  notwithstanding  the 
venerable  opinion  that  a  poet  must  be  incapable 
of  successfully  transacting  practical  afiairs.  In 
this  period  he  has  found  leisure  to  study  the  works 
of  the  greatest  authors,  and  particularly  those  of 
the  masters  of  English  poetry,  with  which,  proba- 
bly, very  few  contemporary  writers  are  more  &mi- 
liar ;  and  to  write  the  admirable  poems  on  which 
is  based  his  own  reputation. 

The  first  productions  of  Mr.  Spxaovs  which 
attracted  much  attention,  were  a  series  of  brilliant 
prologues,  the  first  of  which  was  written  for  the 
Park  Theatre,  in  New  York,  in  1821.  Priie  thea- 
trical addresses  are  proverbially  among  the  most 
worthless  compositions  in  the  poetic  form.  Their 
brevity  and  peculiar  character  prevents  the  develop- 
ment in  them  of  original  conceptions  and  striking 
ideas,  and  they  are  usually  made  up  of  common- 
place thoughts  and  images,  compounded  with  little 
skilL  Those  by  Mr.  Spr  agu  s  are  certainly  among 
the  best  of  their  kind,  and  some  passages  in  them 
are  conceived  in  the  true  spirit  of  poetry.  The 
following  lines  are  from  the  one  recited  at  the 
opening  of  a  theatre  in  Philadelphia,  in  f823. 

**  To  imce  the  ftage,  the  bard**  careering  mind 
fteeks  other  worlds,  and  leaves  hit  own  behind ; 
He  lures  from  air  its  bright,  unprison*d  forme. 
Breaks  through  the  tomb,  and  Death's  dull  region  storms, 
0*er  ruin'd  realms  he  pours  creative  day. 
And  slumbering  liings  his  mighty  voice  obey. 
From  its  damp  shades  the  long-laid  spirit  walks. 
And  round  the  murderer's  bed  in  vengeance  stalks. 
Poor,  maniac  Beauty  brings  her  cypress  wreath, — 
Her  smile  a  moonbeam  on  a  bla  it  id  heath ; 
Round  some  cold  grave  she  comes,  Kweet  flowers  to  strew, 
And,  lost  to  Heaven,  still  to  love  is  true. 
Hate  shuts  his  soul  when  dove-eyed  Mercy  pleads ; 
Power  lifts  his  axe,  and  Truth's  bold  service  bleeds  i 
Remtirse  drops  anguish  from  his  burning  eyes, 
Feels  heirs  eternal  worm,  and,  shuddering,  dies  ; 
War's  trophied  minion,  too,  forsakes  the  dust. 
Grasps  his  worn  shield,  and  waves  his  sword  of  rust, 
Springs  to  the  slaughter  at  the  trumpet's  call. 
Again  to  conqner,  or  again  to  fall.** 

The  ode  recited  in  the  Boston  theatre,  at  a  pa- 
geant in  honour  of  Shakspsars,  in  1823,  is  one 


of  the  most  vigorous  and  beautiful  lyrics  in  the 
English  language.  The  first  poet  of  the  world, 
the  greatness  of  his  genius,  the  vast  variety  of  his 
scenes  and  characters,  formed  a  subject  well  fitted 
for  the  flowing  and  stately  measure  chosen  by  our 
author,  and  the  universal  acquaintance  with  the 
writings  of  the  immortal  dramatist  enables  every 
one  to  judge  of  the  merits  of  his  composition. 
Though  to  some  extent  but  a  reproduction  of  the 
creations  of  Shakspsars,  it  is  such  a  reproduction 
as  none  but  a  man  of  genius  could  effect 

The  longest  of  Mr.  Spraovs's  poems  is  entitled 
« Curiosity.''  It  was  delivered  before  the  Phi 
Beta  Kappa  Society,  at  Cambridge,  in  August, 
1829.  It  is  in  the  heroic  measure,  and  its  diction 
is  fiiultless.  The  subject  was  happily  chosen,  and 
admitted  of  a  great  variety  of  illustrations.  The 
descriptions  of  the  miser,  the  novel-reader,  and 
the  &Uier  led  by  curiosity  to  visit  foreign  lands,  are 
among  the  finest  passages  in  Mr.  Spraous's  writ- 
ings. «  Curiosity"  was  published  in  Calcutta  a  few 
years  ago,  as  an  original  work  by  a  British  officer, 
with  no  other  alterations  than  the  omission  of  a 
few  American  names,  and  the  insertion  of  others 
in  their  places,  as  Scott  for  Cooper,  and  Cual- 
xsRs  for  Chakhiko  ;  and  in  this  form  it  was  re- 
printed in  London,  where  it  was  much  praised  in 
some  of  the  critical  gazettes. 

The  poem  delivered  at  the  centennial  celebra- 
tion of  the  settlement  of  Boston,  contains  many 
spirited  passages,  but  it  is  not  equal  to  «  Curiosity" 
or  «<The  Shakspeare  Ode."  Its  versification  is 
easy  and  various,  but  it  is  not  so  carefully  finished 
as  most  of  Mr.  Spraous's  productions.  «The 
Winded  Worshippers,"  "Lines  on  the  Death  of 
M.  8.  C,"  "The  Family  Meeting,"  "Art,"  and 
several  other  short  poems,  evidence  great  skill  in 
the  use  of  language,  and  show  him  to  be  a  master 
of  the  poetic  art  They  are  all  in  good  taste ;  they 
are  free  from  turgidness ;  and  are  pervaded  by  a 
spirit  of  good  sense,  which  is  unfortunately  want- 
ing in  much  of  the  verse  written  in  this  age. 

Mr.  SpRAeuE  has  written,  besides  his  poems, 
an  essay  on  drunkenness,  and  an  oration,  pro* 
nounced  at  Boston  on  the  fiilieth  anniversary  of 
the  declaration  of  independence ;  and  I  believe  he 
contributed  some  papers  to  the  "New  England 
Magazine,"  while  it  was  edited  by  his  friend  J. 
T.  BucKiiroHAM.  The  style  of  his  prose  is  florid 
and  much  less  carefully  finished  than  that  of  his 
poetry. 

He  mixes  but  little  in  society,  and,  I  have  been 

told,  was  never  thirty  miles  from  his  native  city. 

His  leisure  hours  are  passed  among  his  books; 

with  the  few  "old  friends,  the  tried,  the  true,"  who 

travelled  with  him  up  the  steeps  of  manhood ;  or  in 

the  quiet  of  his  own  fireside.    His  poems  show  the 

strength  of  his  domestic  and  social  afiections. 
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CURIOSITY.' 

It  came  from  Heaven — iu  power  arrhangeU 
knew, 
When  tliin  fair  f^iobe  fimt  roundetl  to  their  view; 
When  theyounf^  ftun  re\falM  the  glorious  m:ene 
Whore  iKvann  ^utherM  and  wht>n>  IuiuIh  (^>w  t^rei'n; 
WhiMi  the  dead  duKt  in  joyful  myriadii  twarmM, 
And  niun,  tlie  clud,  with  itoi)*«oun  breath  was 

wann'd: 
It  ri'iifuM  in  Eilen — when  tluit  man  dnt  woke, 
ltd  kindhnjf  iiithienre  from  hiH  eyt'-lialU  »{ioke ; 
No  ro\inti:  rhiMhoiNl,  no  explorini;  ynuth 
Ijcd  liini  uloni;,  till  wonder  chiird  to  truth ; 
FulUforniM  ut  once,  hir*  ^utlj(rt  world  he  trod, 
And  Kazitl  U|Kui  the  hdnmri*  of  hin  (ton ; 
On  all,  Ity  tu^nl^  hid  churtcrM  Kloiire  wan  ca«t. 
While  cdi-h  pleaited  lH'-«t  um  eai'h  a;i)NMr*d  the  lout ; 
But  when  ^'he  come,  in  nature*!*  hhiiueleMH  pride, 
Done  of  hiril>one,  his  hea^rn-uniiintitl  hride. 
All  nH*iiner  ohjirti*  fuhil  fnun  hi.4  M^ht, 
And  wMiite  tuniM  Kiddy  with  the  new  dcli^^ht; 
ThiMe  charmM  hin  eye.  hut  thirt  eiitranriHl  hin  soul, 
Ant>ther  M.'lf,  qutvn-wiindi'r  «tf  the  wholv! 
Ra|>t  at  the  virw,  in  ernUiMy  he  mIixmI, 
And,  like  hiM  Maker,  naw  that  all  woa  j^ood. 

It  n'i^nM  in  Eden — in  tlut  hi*avy  hi>ur 
Whi'ii  the  arch-tem])ter  Moiuht  iiur  niotherV  l»ower, 
In  thrilling  charm  her  yieldiiiit  heart  aArtailM, 
And  even  o*er  dn^d  Jkhov  \h\  wortl  prevail'd. 
Tht're  the  fair  trei>  in  fatal  l«eauty  i;r«>w. 
And  hunK  iti*  myntie  applc*i«  to  her  view: 
«*  Eat,**  lircatlunl  the  tlend.  iHMieath  hit*  iK>q>ent  iniiv* 
•*Ve  nhall  know  all  thinirn;  irather.  ami  lie  wIm!*' 
i'wivt  on  her  ear  the  wily  faliH^hood  *lole. 
And  nniM^l  the  rulin:;  fRttnion  of  her  imiuI. 
••Ye  jihall  U*come  liki*  (ion,** — tran«u>ondi*nt  fate! 
That  (ion**  command  forunt,  xhe  phirk'd  and  ate; 
Ate.  and  hi*r  |>artner  In  nil  t«>  ^harc  the  crime, 
Whoic  wo,  the  le'jtend  x  lith.  inUHt  livr  throutrh  time. 
r«»r  thi**  thry  iihrank  U-fore  the  Avontri-r'n  face, 
Fi>r  tliiii  Hf  dri>v«*  them  from  the  «,icn*d  place; 
Fitr  thiit  came  down  tlie  uni^er^il  lot, 
T»»  wi-ep,  to  wantler,  dir,  and  Ih*  fiirixnt. 

It  came  from  Hea\eii — it  nii^ned    in   Eden*t 
Khailct^ 
It  n>vr«  on  earth,  an«l  ev#«ry  walk  invad«*<: 
(*hilil)iiMid  and  av;c  alikt-  it-*  iiiilufiirr  own ; 
It  h-iuiit-i  thi*  In'ff^ar'i  iitMik.  thi'  m<>n.irt-irii  throne; 
Hiiii;pt  oVr  the  cridir,  Ir.in^  .iIhim'  tht*  hier. 
lia/i't)  on  iilil  Kalvri*  ttiMi>r— and  lin^>n«  here, 

T>>  all  that*4  litHy,  nil  th  M '<<  low  it  turnip 
With  tcrritr  ciiri!lr<i  and  with  r:i|>tiiri>  !tum)i; 
Now  fii'I*!  a  MTiph'o  thf'ifi.  i)ii\v.  |i''>4  than  man**. 
A  n*ptde  t«trtiin»<4  an<l  -i  pi  int-t  <M-.in<*; 
N«»w  idly  j.»tn<  in  lili'"*  ]^**\r,  pi*-iTi;  jam, 
N>*'-v  -Iiaki*"  crratinn  itir.  -iriil  ^**iT-  U-vitiid  the  ftan. 

*Tl*  Cl  ilIii*ITT^«h«»  \\a\}\  H'tt  trit 

ItH  ijiirit,  anil  U*f<»n*  i!*>  iltar  kni'It  ! 
In  t!n'  jilrn-*cd  infint  *••!•  the  |m«4*r  e\{nniU 
WiifMi  lir<it  th«  coral  I'llU  hi^  lit!li'  han<l ; 
Thrmi'd  in  it<  m«ither*«  lap.  it  «lrie««  rach  tear, 
A*  h«*r  >iw«>i't  le^tMid  fa!U  npm  hi*  ear; 

*  1»>ii\rrril  hrf.ir**  ihi-  Phi  R>'ti  K^njm  Httrirty  urilir- 
y!iril  I  niveriily,  in  l^'JU. 


I 


Neit  it  aivitlii  him  in  hin  top's  ■tranfre  hwB. 
Brrathen  in  hin  whi*itlf,  rrhm  in  his  dnm ; 
Eoch  Riltltil  toy,  that  ditttnif  love  hratowa^ 
He  lom^M  to  bri*uk.  and  evrry  vprins  rvpnar. 
Placiil  by  your  hearth,  with  what  «leli](lil  he 
()*er  the  l>riL(ht  p.ui'x  i>f  bin  pictured  ■tnrra; 
How  n(t  he  ••traU  u|Min  your  in^ver  taak. 
Of  thii«  to  tell  vou.  and  t>f  that  to  aak ; 
And,  when  the  waninii^  hour  to-bnlwani  bid% 
Thomih  Kcnile  i»leep  Mt  woitinir  tm  hia  liila, 
Hi>w  winnincly  be  pleadi*  to  npun  %ou  o*rr. 
That  he  mav  n-nd  one  little  Kturv  more! 
Nor  vet  uloiie  tn  ttt\«  and  tales  cimfinrd, 

mm 

It  hiXh,  dark  liriMnlins.  o*er  hit  embryo  mind : 
Take  him  lN-tw«vn  \i>ur  kneen,  |ii>ru'«e  hia  fare. 
While  all  you  kiii>w,nr  think  you  know.yuu  tnre; 
Tell  him  uhii  c|Nike  rreation  inti»  birth, 
Arcird  the  broad  hi'a\emi,  and  uprrad  ihc  poUuif 

earth ; 
Who  foniie«I  a  pathway  for  the  olirttient  mm. 
And  hide  thi*  NM^ttmH  in  their  cirrb**  run; 
Who  llll'd  the  air.  the  f«»n>t,  and  the  (loud. 
And  f^ave  man  all.  fi*r  ci»nifort,  or  fi>r  fouil; 
Tell  him  they  xprunii  >>*  Cfou*«  cmain^  noi^^ 
He*ito|>fiyuu!>bort  witli, »  Father,  who  madrGm'" 

Thurtthronuh  life*}*  ••ta;;rA  may  we  mark  * 
That  ma^terrt  man  in  e\ery  cbaninnff  hoar. 
It  tempti*  him  fnmi  the  blandi^hmentu  of 
Mountt-iinx  to  rlimb  and  fritrj'ti  ^a«  to  nmm ; 
Bv  air-blown  bubMeM  bui»v*d,  it  l>id«  him 
Am)  hant;.  an  atiun  in  the  %aiilte«l  »kie«; 
Luml  by  itji  charm,  he  Mt*  ami  leani«  to 
The  midniifht  wandrrin;!ii  of  the  •irlw  of 
Btdilly  he  kntM'ki*  at  wiMbmi**  ini:i<'Mt  vatr. 
With  natun*  coun^-K  and  commune*  with  bit; 
Below.  abti\r,  o*er  all  he  darri«  !•■  ri>vr. 
In  all  find-*  (ttm,  anil  fniiU  that  (Son  all  Iovil 

Turn  to  the  worlil — iti«  cnri'tu*  dwrtlen 
Like  P&(-L*<  Athenian*,  neekintr  «oinrthing 
Be  it  a  biMifir***'*  or  a  rity**  bUie. 
The  i*ili!M>t*)i  victim,  or  the  natinn**  ffue, 
A  female  atheist,  or  a  lrarne<l  din;. 
A  mon«tniu«  piinipkin.  nr  a  tnaniin<iCh  hog^ 
A  murder,  or  a  niii*ti  r.  *ti*  t*M»  -ame, 
Lift**i  fiiUie*.  elurii-'*.  '^rief*.  all  ft*e«l  th^ 
Hark,  where  the  mar«itl  tnini|M^t  filU  th« 
How  the  ritii4iHl  mnltitiide  rmne  ri>und  tA 
S|iiirt  dnifM  hi4  b^ll.  TimI  Thri>w«  hi«  hi 
Thrift  bn«ik«  n  ImfLriin  'ilT.  to  ptra«p  hia 
t'p  fly  the  wind  »wh,  e\en  fiir  mi*tnrH 
Tboii^h  dinner  bi:rn,  mn«t  run  t'*  take 
In  the  thriint^eil  court  the  ni!in;;  [nLwiofH 
Where  S  run  T  dit<tm-. «  here  W  i  ax  ainl  Wi 

plesid ; 
Yet  kiiiilre.l  mind*  a^-tnr  their  flights  *haD 
The  heni  pre«*  nn  tn  ■re  .1  cut-ihntat'a  Cmv. 
Around  the  icallim<«*  fi^ot  U  hobi  them  draw. 
When  the  bM  \ilUin  answer*  to  the  law; 
Soft  fNMiK  how  anxiiMH  on  hi*  fianir*  to 
When  the  vile  conl  «ha1I  tiirhten  rmmd  hk 
And,  ah !   each  hanl-bou'.{ht  utaml  lo  qoit  bdw 

srievcil, 
A*  the  Kid  nim<Mir  nin«-— ••  The  man'a  rvpricvsdr* 
Srr  to  the  church  the  pi'Hin  myriad*  poor, 
Squerie  through  the  aiales  ami  joMtlr  round  the  I 
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Does  Lahgook  preach  1 — (I  veil  his  quiet  name 
Who  senres  hU  God,  and  cannot  stoop  to  fame ;) — 
^Oy  'tis  some  reverend  mime,  the  latest  rage, 
Who  thumps  the  desk,  that  should  have  trod  the 

stage; 
Cant's  veriest  ranter  crams  a  house,  if  new. 
When  Paul  himself,  oft  heard,  would  hardly  fill 
a  pew. 
Lo,  where  the  stage,  the  poor,  degraded  stage, 
Holds  its  warp'd  mirror  to  a  gaping  age ; 
There,  where,  to  raise  the  drama's  moral  tone. 
Fool  Harlequin  usurps  Apollo's  throne ; 
There,  where  grown  children  gather  round,  to  praise 
The  new-vamp'd  legends  of  their  nursery  days ; 
Where  one  loose  scene  shall  turn  more  souls  to 

shame, 
Then  ten  of  CsAirif iiro's  lectures  can  reclaim ; 
There,  where  in  idiot  rapture  we  adore 
The  herded  vagabonds  of  every  shore : 
Women  unsex'd,  who,  lost  to  woman's  pride. 
The  drunkard's  stagger  apCf  the  bully's  stride ; 
Pert,  lining  g^Is,  who,  still  in  childhood's  fetters. 
Babble  of  love,  yet  barely  know  their  letters ; 
Neat-jointed  mummers,  mocking  nature's  shape, 
To  prove  how  nearly  man  can  match  an  ape ; 
Vaultcrs,  who,  rightly  served  at  home,  perchance 
Had  dangled  from  the  rope  on  which  they  dance ; 
Dwar&,  mimics,  jugglers,  all  that  yield  content. 
Where  Sin  holds  carnival  and  Wit  kcef^  Lent ; 
Where,  shoals  on  shoals,  the  modest  million  rush. 
One  sex  to  laugh,  and  one  to  try  to  blush. 
When  mincing  Ratsnot  sports  tight  pantalettes, 
And  turns  fops'  heads  while  turning  purouettes ; 
There,  at  each  ribald  sally,  where  we  hear 
The  knowing  giggle  and  the  scurrile  jeer ; 
W^hile  from  the  intellectual  gaHery  first 
Rolls  the  base  plaudit,  loudest  at  the  worst 

Crods !  who  can  grace  yon  desecrated  dome, 
W'hen  he  may  turn  his  Sh akspeaeb  o'er  at  home  ? 
Who  there  can  group  the  pure  ones  of  his  race. 
To  see  and  hear  whsit  bids  him  veil  his  face  1 
Ask  ye  who  can  ?  why  I,  and  you,  and  you ; 
No  matter  what  the  nonsense,  if  'tis  new. 
To  Doctor  Logic's  wit  our  sons  give  ear ; 
They  have  no  time  for  Hamlet,  or  for  Lear  ; 
Our  daughters  turn  from  gentle  Juliet's  wo, 
To  count  the  twirls  of  Almaviya's  toe. 

Not  theirs  the  blame  who  furnish  forth  the  treat. 
But  ours,  who  throng  the  board  and  grossly  eat ; 
We  laud,  indeed,  the  virtue-kindling  stage. 
And  prate  of  Shakspsars  and  his  deathless  page; 
But  go,  announce  his  best,  on  Cooper  call. 
Cooper,  "the  noblest  Roman  of  them  all;" 
Where  are  the  crowds,  so  wont  to  choke  the  doorl 
'T  is  an  old  thing,  they  've  seen  it  all  before. 

Pray  Heaven,  if  yet  indeed  the  stage  must  stand. 
With  guiltless  mirth  it  may  delight  the  land ; 
Far  better  else  each  scenic  temple  fall, 
And  one  approving  silence  curtain  all. 
Despots  to  shame  may  yield  their  rising  youth. 
But  Freedom  dwells  with  purity  and  truth ; 
Then  make  the  effort,  ye  who  rule  the  stage— 
With  novel  decency  surprise  the  age ; 
Even  Wit,  so  long  forgot,  may  play  its  part. 
And  Nature  yet  have  power  to  melt  the  heart; 


Perchance  the  listeners,  to  their  instinct  true. 
May  fency  common  sense    't  were  surely  some- 
thing new. 
Turn  to  the  Press — ^its  teeming  sheets  survey, 
Big  with  the  wonders  of  each  passing  day ; 
Births,  deaths,  and  weddings,  forgeries,  fires,  and 

wrecks. 
Harangues,  and  hail-storms,  brawls,  and  broken 

necks; 
Where  half-fiedged  bards,  on  feeble  pinions,  seek 
An  immortality  of  near  a  week ; 
Where  cruel  eulogists  the  dead  restore. 
In  maudlin  praise,  to  martyr  them  once  more ; 
Where  ruffian  slanderers  wreak  their  coward  spite, 
And  need  no  venom'd  dagger  while  they  write : 
There,  (with  a  quill  so  noisy  and  so  vain, 
We  almost  hear  the  goose  it  clothed  complain,) 
Where  each  hack  scribe,  as  hate  or  interest  bums, 
Toad  or  toad-eater,  stains  the  page  by  turns; 
Enacts  virtu,  usurps  the  critic's  chair. 
Lauds  a  mock  Guido,  or  a  mouthing  player; 
Viceroys  it  o'er  the  realms  of  prose  and  rhyme, 
Now  puffs  pert  "Pelham,"  now  "The  Course  of 

Time ;" 
And,  though  ere  Christmas  both  may  be  forgot. 
Vows  this  beats  Milton,  and  that  Walter  Scott; 
With  Samson's  vigour  feels  his  nerves  expand. 
To  overthrow  the  nobles  of  the  land ; 
Soils  the  green  garlands  that  for  Otis  bloom. 
And  plants  a  brier  even  on  Cabot's  tomb; 
As  turn  the  party  coppers,  heads  or  tails, 
And  now  this  faction  and  now  that  prevails ; 
Applauds  to-day  what  yesterday  he  cursed. 
Lampoons  the  wisest,  and  extols  the  worst ; 
While,  hard  to  tell,  so  coarce  a  daub  he  lays, 
Which  sullies  most,  the  slander  or  the  praif>e. 

Yet,  sweet  or  bitter,  hence  what  fountams  burst. 
While  still  the  more  we  drink,  the  more  we  thirst 
Trade  hardly  deems  the  busy  day  begun. 
Till  his  keen  eye  along  the  pt^  has  run ; 
The  blooming  daughter  throws  her  needle  by. 
And  reads  her  schoolmate's  marriage  with  a  sigh, 
While  the  grave  mother  puts  her  glasses  on. 
And  gives  a  tear  to  some  old  crony  gone; 
The  preacher,  too,  his  Sunday  theme  lays  down. 
To  know  what  last  new  folly  fills  the  town ; 
Lively  or  sad,  life's  meanest,  mightiest  things. 
The  fate  of  fighting  cocks,  or  fighting  kings ; 
Naught  comes  amiss,  we  take  the  nauseous  stufi^ 
Verjuice  or  oil,  a  libel  or  a  puff. 

'T  is  this  sustains  that  coarse,  licentious  tribe 
Of  tenth-rate  type-men,  gaping  for  a  bribe ; 
That  reptile  race,  with  all  that's  good  at  strife. 
Who  trail  their  slime  through  every  walk  of  life , 
Stain  the  white  tablet  where  a  great  man's  name 
Stands  proudly  chisell'd  by  the  hand  of  Fame ; 
Nor  round  the  sacred  fireside  fear  to  crawl, 
But  drop  their  venom  there,  and  poison  all. 

'T  is  Curiosity — though,  in  its  round, 
No  one  poor  dupe  the  calumny  has  found. 
Still  shall  it  live,  and  still  new  slanders  breed ; 
What  though  we  ne'er  believe,  we  buy  and  read , 
Like  Scotland's  war-cries,  thrown  from  hand  to 

hand. 
To  rouse  the  angry  passions  of  the  land. 
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Bo  th^  blark  ftbehood  Aim  from  nr  to  ear. 
While  (toikIiwm  grieves,  but,  grieving,  ttiU  mwt 

lirar. 
All  are  iittt  Rurh?  O  no,  there  an*,  thank  Heaven, 
A  nobliT  trcMip.  to  whom  thin  trunt  i«  given; 
Willi,  nil  unhnlied,  on  Fnvilom*ii  rampart*  staikl, 
Faitlil'ul  iiiid  firm,  bright  wunlrnt  of  the  land. 
By  thorn  utill  lifts  the  Preiw  its  arm  aliroad. 
To  irnidir  all-riiriouii  man  alont^  life's  roatl ; 
To  rhtft-r  youm^  (trniuii*  Pity's  ti'ar  to  start. 
In  Trutirn  In>M  rause  to  mum*  rarh  fi*arless  heart; 
OVr  unit'  and  frmale  (]iiarkH  to  shake  the  rod. 
And  iiroiiri^  the unitexM  thini^that  acorns herGon; 
To  hunt  Citrruption  from  his  w*rn*t  don. 
And  Mhow  the  monster  up,  the  t^Aje  of  wondering 

mvn. 
How  Fwrlls  my  theme !  how  vain  my  power  I 

find. 
To  tnirk  the  windini^  of  the  curious  mind ; 
Lrt  :iii'^ht  Ih>  hid,  thonirh  u<««*I<*im.  ni>thinff  boots, 
Ktniivhiwuv  it  mufit  lie  pInrkM  up  by  the  roots. 
How  lift  wr  lay  the  volunif*  down  to  ask 
Ot  him.  the  virtim  in  the  Inm  Mank ; 
Thr  rrn-it.Mi  miilnl  rub  with  fKiinful  rare. 
To  *]n*\\  th«*  le:ft»nd  out— 4hnt  in  not  there; 
With  duMouH  i(azc,  o'er  moiwt^own  tombstones 

In'thI, 
To  find  :i  name— the  heraliN  never  (lennM; 
Dii;  thri>n'jh  the  lava-«lrlu(;eil  city's  hnnist, 
I«c:irn  n!i  we  cnn,  and  wIm'Iv  i^uc^w  the  rest: 
Anrif'nt  or  modem,  sacnM  or  profane. 
All  mu««t  U*  known,  and  all  obscure  made  plain; 
If 't  w.i<4  a  pippin  tempted  Kvc  to  sin; 
If 'j!iiriini4  ]1tro\  druici^'d  his  muwe  with  ^n; 
If  Tnty  f'er  MtixHl ;  if  SiiAKsrKAHR  stole  a  deer; 
If  Nnel'ii  mi^'^in'i  trilH*^  found  n*fui{e  here; 
If  like  a  \illiiin  ('upt:iin  Hi:?iht  lied; 
If  like  a  ninrtyr  Captain  Moa«A?i  died. 

ItK  iiitn  otl  idle,  lovely  in  its  end. 
We  turn  t.>  b»i»k,  then  linfrer  to  liefriend; 
The  ni.iid  of  Kirypt  thus  was  led  to  save 
A  n.itioir<<  future  leailer  fnun  the  wave; 
New  thin;;-  t>)  hear,  when  er»>t  the  (xentilea  ran, 
Truth  rlo-411  what  Curi«wity  betran. 
How  niiinv  a  nolile  art,  now  wiilely  known, 
()we4  iu  youn?  impul'te  to  thiii  }>ower  alone; 
Even  in  iw  r»li<jhte>it  workini;,  we  tuny  trace 
A  dit'il  tli.it  chani!i*d  the  fortuni*ii  of  a  race : 
Bat'iR.  biinn'd  and  huntiil  on  hi«  native  soil. 
With  rnriiMi-*  eve  Mirvey'i!  a  ipider'n  toil: 
Bit  tiinc^  the  little  climber  MtM^e  and  failM ; 
Bit  ti'n*'*  the  rbief  I^'f^ire  bi^  fiN*«i  hiil  quail'd ; 
•*Once  nio-r."  he  crieil,  "in  thine  mv  diNim  I 

n*!ul. 
Once  niore  I  d.ire  the  fieht,  if  thou  «!ircreil ;" 
*T  w,i*  iliiiie— the  in«Mvt'«»  f  ite  he  mide  hii«  own, 
Onre  more  the  Itittle  wii^inI.  anil  train'd  a  throne. 

Hi-'iitl  I  t'h-  *ii-k  mnn.  in  hi-*  e:i-*y  rbnir, 
B.irrM  ffifii  the  bii-iy  crowd  and  bracing  air,— 
}\t\\v  I'Vi-ry  p:if  <iinz  trifle  pn»ve4  itn  |H>wer 
I'o  \%  li'd'*  away  the  Ion-;,  dull,  lazy  hour. 
A«  d«i*n  1*1-  luiie  the  rival  rainHlrop*  chase, 
CuritMH  lie  'II  w»trh  to  see  whii'h  wnm  the  race ; 
Ami  It  tw-i  diH^  lirneath  his  win«biw  fii^t. 
He  Ml  i^hut  hi-i  Bible  to  enjoy  the  sight. 


'  So  with  each  ncw-hom  nolhiiif  roOs  the  day. 
Till  some  kind  neighbour,  stumMiiif  in  his  ««j. 
Draws  up  his  chair,  the  ■uflrfcr  to  amnsa. 
And  makes  him  happy  while  ha  Idl*— the 
The  news!  our  morning,  noon,  and 

crj'. 
Day  unto  dsy  irpeats  it  till  wa  dia. 
For  this  the  cit,  the  critic,  and  the  fnp. 
Dally  the  h<mr  away  in  Tonsnr*s  shop; 
For  this  the  gossip  takes  her  daily  route. 
And  wears  yimr  threshold  and  your  patienea  ool; 
For  thii  we  leave  the  parsim  in  the  lurch. 
And  pauiie  to  prattle  on  the  way  to  rhurrfa; 
Even  when  some  coffin'd  friend  we  gather  voaal. 
We  ask,  '^What  news?**  then  lav  him  in  iha 

gmuml ; 
To  this  the  breakfast  owes  its  sweetest  seat. 
For  this  the  dinner  cools,  the  bed  renuuns  OB* 

presuM. 
Wliat  gives  each  tale  of  scandal  to  the  stivrt. 
The  'kitchen's  wonder,  and  the  p:irl>Hir*s  trrat  ? 
See  the  |N'rt  houM*maid  tt»  the  ke\h<»ie  fly. 
When  hut*lmnd  storms,  wife  frets,  or  lo%er«  sigh; 
Ber  Tom  yimr  fiockets  ransack  for  each  n«<e. 
And  Tviul  your  secret*  while  he  clean*  y>iur 
Bee,  yes,  to  linttm  see  even  mailam  deifn. 
When  the  vnius  seamstress  pours  h'-r  ir^ly  stj 
This  winipi  that  lie  tliut  malice  brmU  in  frar. 
No  tim:{ue  so  \ile  but  Amis  a  kindml  car; 
Bwift  flies  each  tale  <*f  laughter,  shame,  nr  foOe, 
Caught  bv  Paul  Prv  and  carrinl  home  to  PoUt: 
On  this  eai'h  fHd  calumntatair  leans. 
And  noils  and  hints  the  villany  he  means ; 
Full  well  he  knows  what  latent  wililfirr  bra 
In  the  cl(M(>  whinfier  and  the  dark  •unni'«e ; 
A  muflled  wonl.  a  wimlless  wink  has  wi>kc 
A  warmer  thrib  than  if  a  DicTTica  sfmke: 
And  he,  o*er  ETiasTT's  pericais  wh«>  wuuU 
To  track  a  secret,  half  the  town  has  imd. 
O  thiiu,  from  whose  niik  brralh  iH>r  an  c 

save. 
Nor  sacred  virtue,  nor  the  powerlew  jravew— 
Felon  unwhipp'd  !  than  whom  in  yim«ler  reOa 
Full  many  a  ffroanimc  wretch  lem  guilty  di 
Blush^f  of  honest  UikmI  a  dn>|i  reinajna. 
To  steal  its  bmelv  wav  alonit  thv  «eins, 
Blunh — if  the  br«mie,  bme  hinkm'd  on  thy 
Has  b-ft  a  spot  wh«'re  that  pi  tor  dmp  can  sj 
Blush  to  be  lirandetl  with  the  slamlervr's 
And,  thoudi  thou  dread'st  not  sin,  at  In 

shame. 
M*e  hear.  iiubNsl.  Imt  «huiMer  while  w»  hew 
The  in«ifliim«  f dteboiid  and  the  hc^r^IrM  jrrr; 
'  For  each  dark  liM  that  thou  li«*k'«t  to  shape, 
ThiMi  niaye«t  fnmi  law.  but  not  fmrn  scorn 
Tlie  fK>iiited  t'liik^T.  ci>ld,  averted  eye, 
In«ulte«l  viitue'n  bi<i«— th«m  canst  not  At. 

The  rburl,  who  hotils  it  heresy  t«>  ikimk^ 
Whi>  |o\e4  no  mupMc  but  the  didUr's  clink. 
Who  Uuichit  to  sc^Hu  the  wi«!om  of  the 
Anil  d«Tni«  the  flrst  of  poets  first  of  ftioU; 
Who  ne«er  found  what  gtiod  from  ariencc 
Ba\e  the  graiiil  truth  that  one  and  one  are  two; 
And  mar^rU  BowniTca  o*er  a  hook  sKomU 
I'nless  to  BLike  those  two  turn  into  four; 
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Wbo,  phoed  where  CatduU's  finehead  greets  the 

•ky, 
Grieree  that  ench  quaniee  all  unhewn  ahoold  lie; 
Or,  gazing  where  Niagara's  torrents  thrill. 
Exclaims,  «  A  monstrons  stream— to  turn  a  mill!" 
Who  lores  to  feel  the  blessed  winds  of  heaven. 
But  as  his  freighted  barks  are  portward  driven : 
Even  he,  across  whose  brain  scarce  dares  to  creep 
Aught  but  thrift's  parent  pair — to  get,  to  keep: 
Who  never  leam'd  life's  real  Miss  to  know — 
With  Curiosity  even  he  can  glow. 

Go,  seek  him  out  on  yon  dear  Gotham's  walk. 
Where  traffic's  venturers  meet  to  trade  and  talk : 
Where  Mammon's  votaries  bend,  of  each  degree, 
The  hard-eyed  lender,  and  the  pale  lendee ; 
Where  rogues,  insolvent,  strut  in  white-wash'd 

pride. 
And  shove  the  dupes,  who  trusted  them,  aside. 
How  through  the  buzzing  crowd  he  threads  his  way. 
To  catch  the  flying  rumours  of  the  day, — 
To  learn  of  changing  stocks,  of  bargains  cross'd, 
Of  breaking  merchants,  and  of  cargoes  lost ; 
The  thousand  ills  that  traffic's  walks  invade. 
And  give  the  heart-ache  to  the  sons  of  trade. 
How  cold  he  hearkens  to  some  bankrupt's  wo, 
Nods  his  wise  head,  and  cries,  « I  told  you  so: 
The  thriftless  fellow  lived  beyond  his  means. 
He  must  buy  brants — I  make  my  folks  eat  beans;" 
What  cares  he  for  the  knave,  the  knave's  sad  wife. 
The  blighted  prospects  of  an  anxious  life? 
The  kindly  throbs,  that  other  men  control, 
Ne*er  melt  the  iron  of  the  miser's  soul ; 
Through  life's  dark  road  his  sordid  way  he  wends, 
An  incarnation  of  &t  dividends ; 
But,  when  to  death  he  sinks,  ungrieved,  unsung, 
Buoy'd  by  the  blessing  of  no  mortal  tong^ue, — 
No  worth  rewarded,  and  no  want  redress'd, 
To  scatter  fragrance  round  his  place  of  rest,  •— 
What  shall  that  hallow'd  epitaph  supply— 
The  universal  wo  when  good  men  die? 
Cold  Curiosity  shall  linger  there. 
To  guess  the  wealth  he  leaves  his  tearless  heir; 
Perchance  to  wonder  what  must  be  his  doom. 
In  the  fiir  land  that  lies  beyond  the  tomb;-» 
Alas !  for  him,  if,  in  its  awful  plan, 
Heaven  deal  with  him  as  he  hath  dealt  with  man. 

Child  of  romance,  these  work-day  scenes  you 
spurn; 
For  loftier  things  your  finer  pulses  bum ; 
T^hrough  Nature's  walk  your  curious  way  yon  take. 
Gaze  on  her  glowing  bow,  her  g^Iittering  flake, — 
Her  spring's  first  cheerful  green,  her  autumn's  last. 
Bom  in  the  breeze,  or  dying  in  the  blast ; 
You  climb  the  mountain's  everlasting  wall ; 
You  linger  where  the  thunder-waters  fall ; 
You  love  to  wander  by  old  ocean's  side. 
And  hold  communion  with  its  sullen  tide; 
WsshM  to  your  foot  some  fragment  of  a  wreck, 
Fancy  shall  build  again  the  crowded  deck 
That  trod  the  waves,  till,  mid  the  tempest's  frown, 
The  sepulchre  of  living  men  went  down. 
Yet  Fancy,  with  her  milder,  tenderer  glow, 
But  dreams  what  Curiosity  would  know ; 
Ye  would  stand  listening,  as  the  booming  gun 
Proclaim'd  the  work  of  agony  half-done ; 
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There  would  you  drink  each  drowning  seaman's 

cry. 
As  wild  to  heaven  he  cast  his  frantic  eye; 
Though  vain  all  aid,  though  Pity's  blood  ran  cold. 
The  mortal  havoc  ye  would  dare  behold ; 
Still  Curiosity  woidd  wait  and  weep, 
Till  all  sank  down  to  slumber  in  the  deep. 

Nor  yet  appeased  the  spirit's  restless  glow : 
Ye  would  explore  the  gloomy  waste  below ; 
There,  where  the  joyful  sunbeams  never  fell. 
Where  ocean's  unrecorded  monsters  dwell, 
Where  sleep  earth's  precious  things,  her  rifled 

gold. 
Bones  bleach'd  by  ages,  bodies  hardly  cold. 
Of  those  who  bow'd  to  fate  in  every  form, 
By  battle-strife,  by  pirate,  or  by  storm ; 
The  saUor-chief,  who  Freedom's  foes  defied. 
Wrapp'd  in  the  sacred  flag  for  which  he  died ; 
The  wretch,  thrown  over  to  the  midnight  foam, 
Stabb'd  in  his  blessed  dreams  of  love  and  home ; 
The  mother,  with  her  fleshless  arras  still  clasp'd 
Round  the  scared  infant,  that  in  death  she  grasp'd; 
On  these,  and  sights  like  these,  ye  long  to  gaze. 
The  mournful  trophies  of  uncounted  days ; 
All  that  the  miser  deep  has  brooded  o'er. 
Since  its  first  billow  rollM  to  find  a  shore. 

Once  more  the  Press, — not  that  which  daily 
flings 
Its  fleeting  ray  across  life's  fleeting  things, — 
See  tomes  on  tomes  of  fancy  and  of  power. 
To  cheer  man's  heaviest,  warm  his  holiest  hour. 
Now  Fiction's  groves  we  tread,  where  young  Ro- 
mance 
Laps  the  glad  senses  in  her  sweetest  trance ; 
Now  through  earth's  cold,  impcopled  realms  we 

range. 
And  mark  each  rolling  century's  awful  change ; 
Tum  back  the  tide  of  ag^  to  its  head, 
And  hoard  the  wisdom  of  the  honour*d  dead. 
'T  was  Heaven  to  lounge  upon  a  couch,  said 
GaAT, 
And  read  new  novels  through  a  rainy  day : 
Add  but  the  Spanish  weed,  the  bard  was  right; 
'T  is  heaven,  the  upper  heaven  of  calm  delight ; 
The  world  forgot,  to  sit  at  ease  reclined, 
While  round  one's  head  the  smoky  perfumes  wind, 
Firm  in  one  hand  the  ivory  folder  grasp'd, 
Scott's  uncut  latest  by  the  other  clasp'd ; 
'T  is  heaven,  the  glowing,  grraphic  page  to  tum, 
And  feel  within  the  ruling  passion  bum ; 
Now  through  the  dingles  of  his  own  bleak  isle. 
And  now  through  lands  that  wear  a  sunnier  smile. 
To  follow  him,  that  all-creative  one. 
Who  never  found  a  «*  brother  near  his  throne." 

Look,  now,  directed  by  yon  candle's  blaze. 
Where  the  false  shutter  half  its  trust  betrays, — 
Mark  that  fair  girl,  reclining  in  her  bed. 
Its  curtain  round  her  polish'd  shoulders  spread , 
Dark  midnight  reigns,  the  storm  is  up  in  power. 
What  keeps  her  waking  in  that  dreary  hour? 
See  where  the  volume  on  her  pillow  lies — 
Claims  Radcliffs  or  Cbapons  those  frequent 

sighs? 
T  is  some  wild  legend, — ^now  her  kind  eye  fills, 
And  now  cold  terror  every  fibre  chills ; 
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Still  she  mil*  on — in  Fiction's  labyrinth  lost — 
Of  tyrant  fiitluTii,  and  of  true  love  croM*d ; 
Of  clanking  fotu-m,  low,  mysterious  groans, 
Dloud-4*ruHtt^I  daKi;i*ni,  anil  uncoffin'd  hones, 
l*aii>,  glulin^  K^iitntn.  with  Ani^ers  dropping  gore, 
Ahil  l>luc  flanu'M  ilancin;;  round  a  dungeon  door;— 
Ktiil  nlie  rradri  on — t>ven  thoui^h  to  read  she  fears, 
And  in  eurh  kry-holo  uioan  nt range  voireii  hears, 
While  cvrrv  hli:ulow  that  withdrawn  her  look, 
(ilun*!<  in  hiT  f.irc,  the  gohlin  of  the  hook ; 
Siill  oVr  the  leave*  her  craving  eye  in  cai»t ; 
(hi  ull  she  feaHt«,  yet  hunger*  for  the  lu^t; 
(*i>iint4  what  reiii;iin,  iidw  ^I^Ih  there  are  no  more. 
And  now  even  thi><«e  luilf  teiiiptiNl  to  nkip  o'er; 
At  Ien:;lh.  tlie  tud  all  killeil,  the  good  all  pk*aiied. 
Her  thinttiii'^  ('uri«)<*ity  ap|N'afie«l« 
Slie  riliut.x  til*'  diur.  dear  InNik,  that  maile  her  weep, 
I'litj*  out  hiT  li.;ht.  and  tunid  away  to  nleep. 

Her  hri»;ht,  her  Moo<ly  nvonls  to  unrol, 
^M*  Hiiitory  coiw\  and  wuke  th*  inquiring  soul: 
How  Itoundii  the  Utrtom  at  each  wondrous  deed 
Of  thoM'  wh«>  foundeil,  and  of  thone  who  freed; 
The  giMMl,  the  valinnt  of  our  own  loved  cUme, 
WlioKC  nnnieji  nhuU  brighten  through  the  clouds 

of  time. 
How  nipt  we  Imc:er  o*er  the  Tolumed  lore 
That  trackrt  the  glories  of  each  distant  nhore; 
In  nil  their  gruinleur  an«l  in  all  their  gloom. 
The  throneil,  the  thralfd  riiie  dimly  from  the  tomb ; 
('hirt'n,  Miii^A,  Inirdrt,  the  giantM  of  their  rare, 
Kiirth'i  monarch  men,  her  greatness  and  her  grace ; 
W;irinM  as  we  re<ul.  the  penman*s  page  we  spurn, 
And  to  e:irh  near,  each  far  arena  turn; 
Hen*,  where  the  Pili^'inr*  altar  first  was  built. 
Hen*,  where  the  patriot's  lifi«-hlood  fimt  wan  spilt ; 
Then',  where  new  empire;!  spread  along  each  s|»ot 
When*  old  ones  flimrirthM  but  to  lie  forgot. 
Or.  din'r  jud'^ment   hpared  to  fill  a  pairi*. 
And  with  their  emin*  warn  an  after  age. 

Ami  where  \%  he  upon  that  Ruck  can  stand. 
Nor  with  their  finnneiw  feel  his  heart  evfund. 
Who  a  new  empin*  phintctl  where  they  trod. 
And  (c:ive  it  to  their  chililn*n  and  their  (fon  T 
Who  yon  immortal  monnt.-iin-fthrine  hath  pressM, 
With  ^linllier  n*liert  Mored  than  priest  e'er  ble^sM, 
But  felt  ea'*h  tn^'itelul  pul»e  m-tre  Wiirmly  glow, 
1pi  vi>ii'i'le»4H  reven*nce  fi»r  the  drail  U'low  ? 
Who.  ti>t»,  by  C!'itri«>*tty  lis!  on. 
To  tnM'l  the  Nhitn'rt  of  kinkcd<Hn«  come  and  gone. 
Where  Faith  her  miriyn*  ti>  the  fai^ot  litl. 
^Vhere  Fn^ihinr*  rh.iinpi<>n4  on  the  sraiTold  bleil. 
Where  ani-ient  |)ower,  thoii;;h  MtrippM  of  ancient 

f.iriie, 
(.'urb'd,  but  not  crii^hi'd.  Mtill  live*  for  :*uilt  and 

sh.tine, 
11  lit  proudi*r.  hippier,  tur:i«  on  h-ime  to  eaze. 
Aril  thiiiiks  his  (miii  who  irive  hitn  Iw-ttrr  d.iys? 

I'lidnw  yon  curiiiin:  b><>k  within  that  nmrn. 
When*  all  i*  «pIendMir.  yet  when*  adl  i«  ffl«>om: 
W:iy  weejH  that  m-rther !  why,  in  |ien«ive  mood. 
(tri)tip  noivlesa  round,  that  little,  tivelv  hnmil ! 
The  bittleilore  i<  still,  laid  by  ea'*h  book. 
A  rill  the  harp  shiinlieni  in  it*  cu^tomM  nOi»k. 
Who  hath  done  thi«?  what  cold,  unpityinic  fite 
H.itn  made  this  house  the  dwelling-place  of  wo? 
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Tib  he,  the  husband,  lather,  lost  in  earn, 
0*er  that  sweet  fellow  in  his  cradle  thefe : 
The  gallant  bark  that  ridea  by  yondrr  strand* 
Bears  him  to-morrow  from  his  natirc  lamL 
Why  turns  he.  half-unwilling,  from  his  huoe 
To  tempt  the  ocean  and  the  earth  to  foam  * 
Wealth  he  can  boast,  a  miser's  sich  wouM 
And  health  i.H  laughing  in  that  ruddy  Mush ; 
Friendi*  Npring  to  gn-rt  him.  and  he  has  no 
H41  honour'd  and  S4>  bleM*d,  what  liids  him  co  '— 
Him  eye  niuiit  see.  hi«  TmH  each  s]«»t  must  traail. 
Where  sleepn  the  dust  of  eanh*s  remrdrO  4om1; 
Where  rixe  the  nionunienta  of  ancient  time. 
Pillar  and  |i>'raiiiid  in  age  sublime ; 
The  |Migan*s  temple  ami  the  chiirrhmairs  towr?. 
War's    blooilie!«t    plain    and  WiMlom's   grtimwi 

bower ; 
All  that  hi*  woruler  woke  in  schoi^l-boy  thei 
All  that  his  fancy  fired  in  youthful  dreams : 
Where  SticBATKs  onre  taught  he  thirvtn  to 
M'here  Hovsa  pour*d  his  everlastinc  lay ; 
F^rom  ViaKiL*4  tomb  he  lonffs  to  pluck  one 
By  Avon's  stn>am  u*  live  one  luoimliTht  hour; 
To  pautie  where  England  ••  Raniers  up"  her 
AfkS  dn>p  a  patriiit'N  tear  to  Milton'*  fate; 
Fame's  living  rna^tem.  tim,  he  mu^t  ti^h'tUI. 
Whoiic  deeiU  shall  blazon  with  the  be«t  of  old: 
Nations  comjun*,  their  laws  ami  cu«tiinis  aran. 
And  read,  wherever  spn'«l.  the  Un^t  of  man ; 
For  th(*^e  he  i:«m*4,  selMmniiih'il  from  his  hearth. 
And  wringK  the  hearts  of  all  he  love*  4tn  earth. 

Yet  say,  shall  not  new  joy  these  hearts  UM|afv, 
When  groupini^  muiid  the  future  i^inur  fiia. 
To  hear  the  wonders  of  the  wikLI  they  bum. 
And  lose  his  alwence  in  his  elad  rrtum  *-— 
Return  f  alas  \  he  »hall  n<tum  no  mi>re. 
To  bless  hii«  own  sweet  home,  his  ciwn  prood 
Look  once  a^ain— 4*old  in  his  cabin  n>*w. 
Death's  fin^^r-rnark  is  tm  his  |ullid  brow ; 
No  wife  stonil  by.  her  patient  watch  to  keefK 
To  smile  on  him,  then  turn  sway  to  wrq>; 
Kind  woman's  plaiv  rou^rh  m  irineri»  aupphedL 
And  shanil  the  wanderer's  Mr^wnnj  when  he 
Wrapft'd  in  the  rtiuM'nt  that  it  Ion?  must 
Hi*  Uidy  to  the  drrk  they  titowly  lM%Ar ; 
Kven  there  the  spirit  thit  I  sin,;  i«  true ; 
The  crew  l4)ok  on  v^ith  sail,  but  cuniHi*  view: 
The  setting  sun  fliii.;*  rotiiiil  hi*  firewell  rays; 
O'er  the  Imtail  oeeati  not  a  rip)4e  |ilsys; 
How  eloquent,  how  awful  in  it«  fNiwrr. 
The  silent  lit-ture  of  de  ith*«  SjMiath^our : 
One  voire  th:it  wilence  breaks— the  prayer  la 
Aiiil  the  l.t«t  rite  mtn  ]ki>4  tit  man  i«  paid; 
Thr  pla^him;  w.ili-rs  mark  hi*  re«tin3'f4are, 
An-1  fiM  hi  Ml  Miinil  in  onr  Ions.  coM  embn 
Briiilit  bu*»Mi**  f*r  a  moment  sfmrkle  o'er, 
7*li'*n  bnuk.  tit  lie,  like  hi'n.  U'helil  no 
Down,  conn  lie**  rithimi*  down,  be  sinks  to 
Witli  all  tht'  nani'*li*«*  s*ia|M**  that  haunt  the 

*•  AlfH  nsr  on  Al(*«**^in  vain  my  muae 
To  l.iy  the  sjiirit  that  she  dare«l  to  raiae : 
Wh:it  spreailin?  fr^enes  of  ra|iture  and  of  «■% 
With  n>ie  and  ryprr*ii  lure  me  aa  I  fOL 
In  every  question  ami  in  ererr  glanea. 
In  follv*s  wonder  ami  in  wis^kim's  timw% 
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tf  life,  nor  yet  of  life  alone, 

leyond,  this  mighty  power  we  own. 

tuld  nncUsp  the  mystic  book  of  fate, 

ice  the  paths  of  all  we  love  and  hate ; 

ither^s  heart  would    learn  his   children's 

doom, 

rhen  that  heart  is  crumbling  in  the  tomb ; 

must  sink  in  guilt,  or  sosu:  to  fame, 
ave  a  hated  or  a  hallow'd  name ; 
ye  elated,  or  depressM  by  doubt, 
n  the  death-pang  he  would  find  it  out 
ii  boots  it  to  your  dust,  your  son  were  bom 
pire's  idol  or  a  rabble's  scorn  ? 
ye  the  franchised  spirit  shall  return, 
jre  his  triumph,  his  disgrace  to  mourn  1 
iriosity  !  by  thee  inspired, 
nth  to  know  how  oft  has  man  inquired ! 

it  &ncy  all  ?  can  reason  say 

I  loves  must  moulder  with  earth's  moulder- 
ing clay  1 

[eath  can  chill  the  father's  sacred  glow, 
ash  the  throb  that  none  but  mothers  know  1 
ve  believe  those  tones  of  dear  delight, 
orning  welcome  and  the  sweet  good-night, 
nd  monition  and  the  well-eam'd  praise, 
7on  and  warm'd  us  in  our  earlier  days, 
i,  as  they  fell,  to  cold  and  common  air  1 — 

proud  Philosophy !  the  truth  declare ! 

no,  the  fond  delusion,  if  no  more, 
3uld  not  jrield  for  wisdom's  cheerless  lore ; 
ler  creed  they  hold,  who  dare  believe 
»d  return,  with  them  to  joy  or  grieve, 
weet,  while  lingering  slow  on  shore  or  hill, 

all  the  pleasant  soimds  of  earth  are  still, 

the  round  moon  rolls  through  the  unpillar'd 

skies, 

tars  look  down  as  they  were  angels'  eyes, 
weet  to  deem  our  lost,  adored  ones  nigh, 
ear  their  voices  in  the  night>winds  sigh, 
tany  an  idle  dream  that  hope  had  broke, 
le  awed  heart  to  holy  goodness  woke ; 
tany  a  feIon*s  guilt  in  thought  had  died, 

he  his  father's  spirit  by  his  side ; — 
let  that  fear,  that  hope,  control  the  mind ; 
>t  us  question,  still  no  answer  find ; 
ariosity  of  Heaven  inquire, 
irth's  cold  dogmas  quench  the  ethereal  fire. 
•  even  to  life,  nor  death,  nor  time  confined — 
read  hereafter  fills  the  exploring  mind ; 
irst  the  grave,  profane  the  coffin's  lid, 
lely  ask  of  all  so  wisely  hid ; 
ty's  dark  record  we  would  read, 
ries,  unraveird  yet  by  mortal  creed ; 
» to  come,  unending  joy  and  wo, 

II  that  holy  wranglers  dream  below; 
d  their  jarring  dogmas  out  we  long, 
irh  is  right,  or  whether  all  be  wrong; 

s  of  an  hour,  we  would  invade  His  throne, 
ind  out  Him,  the  Everlasting  One! 
we  may  boast,  undarken'd  by  a  doubt, 
urst  to  find  each  awful  secret  out ; 
may  sustain,  and  innocence  impart 
rreei  specific  to  the  fearless  heart ; 
squiring  spirit  will  not  be  controU'd, 
onld  make  certain  all,  and  all  behold. 


Unfathom'd  well-head  of  the  boundless  soul ! 
Whose  living  waters  lure  us  as  they  roll, 
From  thy  pure  wave  one  cheering  hope  we  draw — 
Man,  man  at  least  shall  spurn  proud  Nature's  law. 
All  that  have  breath,  but  he,  lie  down  content, 
Life's  purpose  served,  indeed,  when  life  is  spent ; 
All  as  in  Paradise  the  same  are  found ; 
The  beast,  whose  footstep  shakes  the  solid  ground. 
The  insect  living  on  a  summer  spire. 
The  bird,  whose  pinion  courts  the  sunbeam's  fire ; 
In  lair  and  nest,  in  way  and  want,  the  same 
As  when  their  sires  sought  Adam  for  a  name : 
Their  be-all  and  their  end-all  here  below. 
They  nothing  need  beyond,  nor  need  to  know; 
Earth  and  her  hoards  their  every  want  supply, 
They  revel,  rest,  then,  fearless,  hopeless,  die. 
But  Man,  his  Maker's  likeness,  lord  of  earth. 
Who  owes  to  Nature  little  but  his  birth, 
Shakes  down  her  puny  chains,  her  wants,  and  woes. 
One  world  subdues,  and  for  another  glows. 
See  him,  the  feeblest,  in  his  cradle  laid; 
See  him,  the  mightiest,  in  his  mind  array'd ! 
How  wide  the  gulf  he  clears,  how  bold  the  flight 
That  bears  him  upward  to  the  realms  of  light ! 
By  restless  Curiosity  inspired, 
Through  all  his  subject  world  he  roves  untired : 
Looks  back  and  scans  the  infant  days  of  yore, 
On  to  the  time  when  time  shall  be  no  more ; 
Even  in  life's  parting  throb  its  spirit  bums. 
And,  shut  from  earth,  to  heaven  more  warmly 

turns. 
Shall  he  alone,  of  mortal  dwellers  here. 
Thus  soar  aloft  to  sink  in  mid-career ! 
Less  favour'd  than  a  worm,  shall  his  stem  doom 
Lock  up  these  seraph  longings  in  the  tomb  ? — 
O  Thou,  whose  fingers  raised  us  from  the  dust, 
Till  there  we  sleep  again,  be  this  our  trust : 
This  sacred  hunger  marks  the  immortal  mind. 
By  Thee  'twas  given,  for  Thee,  for  heaven  design  d; 
There  the  rapt  spirit,  from  earth's  grossness  freed. 
Shall  see,  and  know,  and  be  like  Thee  indeed. 
Here  let  me  pause— no  further  I  rehearse 
What  claims  a  loftier  soul,  a  nobler  verse ; 
The  mountain's  foot  I  have  but  loiter'd  round, 
Not  dared  to  scale  its  highest,  holiest  ground ; 
But  ventured  on  the  pebbly  shore  to  stray, 
While  the  broad  ocean  all  before  me  lay  ; — 
How  bright  the  boundless  prospect  there  on  high ! 
How  rich  the  pearls  that  here  all  hidden  lie ! 
But  not  for  me^to  life's  coarse  service  sold. 
Where  thought  lies  barren  and  naught  breeds  but 

gold— 
'T  is  yours,  ye  favour'd  ones,  at  whose  command 
From  the  cold  world  I  ventured,  here  to  stand : 
Ye  who  were   lapp'd  in  Wisdom's  murmuring 

bowers. 
Who  still  to  bright  improvement  yield  your  hours ; 
To  you  the  privilege  and  the  power  belong, 
To  give  my  theme  the  grace  of  living  song ; 
Yours  be  the  flapping  of  the  eagle's  wing, 
To  dare  the  loftiest  crag,  and  heavenward  spring ; 
Mine  the  light  task  to  hop  from  spray  to  spray, 
Bless'd  if  I  charm  one  summer  hour  away. 
One  summer  hour — its  golden  sands  have  run, 
And  the  poor  labour  of  the  bard  is  done. — 
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Yet,  era  I  fling  tiide  my  humble  lyre. 
Let  one  toad  with  its  tremhUng  itringi  ixupkn ; 
Fancy  the  task  to  Feeling  ahall  reiign. 
And  the  heart  prompt  the  wann,  untntor'd  Una. 
Peace  to  this  ancient  spot !  here,  as  of  old. 
May  Learning  dwell,  and  all  her  stores  unfold ; 
8till  may  her  priests  around  these  altan  stand. 
And  train  to  truth  the  children  of  the  land ; 
Brif^ht  be  their  paths,  within  these  shades  who  rest, 
Tliese  brother-bands — beneath  his  guidance  Uess'd, 
Who,  with  their  lathers,  here  tum*d  wisdom's  page, 
Who  conies  to  them  the  statesman  and  the  sage. 
Praise  lie  his  portion  in  his  labours  here, 
l*he  praise  that  cheerMa  Kibklakd's  mild  career; 
The  love  that  finds  in  every  breast  a  shrine, 
Wlien  zeal  and  gentleness  with  wisdom  join. 
Here  may  he  sit,  while  rare  succeeding  race 
do  proudly  forth  his  parent  care  to  grace ; 
In  head  and  heart  by  him  prepared  to  rise. 
To  take  their  stations  with  the  good  and  wise  : 
Tills  crowning  recompense  to  him  lie  given, 
Tu  iH>e  tliem  guard  on  earth  and  guide  to  heaven ; 
Thus,  in  their  talents,  in  their  virtues  bless'd, 
O  be  his  ripest  years  his  happiest  and  his  beat ! 


SHAKSPEARE   ODE.* 


God  of  the  glorious  lyre ! 
Whose  notes  of  old  on  lofty  Pindus  ring. 

While  JoTK*s  exulting  choir 
Caught  the  glad  echoes  and  responsire 
Come !  bless  the  service  and  the  shiine 
We  consecrate  to  thee  and  thine. 

Fierce  from  the  froien  north. 
When  Havoc  led  his  legions  forth, 
0*er  Leaming*s  sunny  groves  the  dark  destroyer 
spread: 
In  dust  the  sacred  statue  slept. 
Fair  Science  round  her  altare  wept. 
And  Wisdom  oowl'd  his  head. 

At  length,  Olympian  lord  of  mom. 
The  rsven  veil  of  night  was  torn. 

When,  through  golden  clouds  deeeending, 
Thou  didst  hold  thy  radiant  flight, 
0*er  Nature*s  lovely  pageant  bending. 
Till  Avon  rolled,  all  sparkling  to  thy  sight ! 

There,  on  ito  bank,  beneath  the  mulberry's  shade, 
Wrapp*d  in  young  dreams,  a  wild^ed  minatiel 
stray  *d. 
Li^htiuR  there  and  lingering  long. 
Thou  didst  teach  the  bard  his  song ; 

Thy  fingers  strung  his  sleeping  shell. 
And  round  his  brows  a  xariand  curiM ; 

On  his  lips  thy  spirit  fell. 
And  bade  him  wake  and  warm  the  world ! 

Then  8«akspb4Bb  rose! 
Acroas  the  trembling  strings 
His  daring  hand  he  flings, 
And,  lo !  a  new  creation  glows ! 


*  Deltvrrvd  ta  IW  Boston  TiMatrs,  la  im,at  the  sxU- 
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There,  clustering  ioiumL 
Fate's  vassal  train 

Madness,  with  his  flrighlfiil 

Vengeance,  leaning  on  his  hnm, 
Avarice,  with  his  blade  and 
Hstrvd.  blasting  with  a 
Remorse,  that  weepa,  and  Ragv, 
And  Jealouity,  that  dotes,  but 
ders,  yet  adores. 


Mirth,  his  face  with  son-hesms  Gl, 
Waking  laughter's  meny  swell. 
Arm  in  arm  with  fieah-eyed  Wit, 
That  waves  his  tingling  lash,  while  FoOj 
hUbelt 


Despair,  that  haunts  the  gwffiaf 
Kiiw*d  by  the  virgin  moon's  eold 
Where  some  lost  maid  wild  chaplets  w 
And.  swan-like,  there  her  own  dirge 
Then,  broken-hearted,  sinks  to  lesC, 
Beneath  the  bubUing  wave,  that 
maniac  breast. 

Young  Love,  with  eye  of  tender  gloooi. 
Now  drooping  o'er  the  hallow'd  tooib 
Where  his  plighted  victims  li^-> 
Where  they  met,  but  met  to  die : 
And  now,  when  crimson  bods  are  slstpn^ 
Throufrh  the  dewy  arbour  pfcping. 
Where    Beauty's   child,   the   fmwiuBf   wsril 
f«»rgot. 
To  youth's  devoted  tale  is  listeniaf. 
Rapture  on  her  dark  lash  glistraiaf. 
While  fiuries  leave  their  cowslip  cells  sad  gvsid 
the  happy  ^mC 

Thus  rise  the  phantom  thrang^ 
Obedient  to  their  master's  song. 
And  lead  in  wilUng  chain  the  wanderincasalslsafc 
For  other  worids  war's  Great  One  sigh'd  m  ▼ 
0*er  otherworMs  see  Ss AKspBABB  rovsand 
The  rapt  magician  of  his  own  wild  lny» 
Earth  and  her  tribes  his  mystic  wand  stey. 
Old  Ocean  trembles.  Thunder  cracks  the 
Air  teems  with  sliapes,  and  tell-tals 
Night's  paltering  hags  their  frarful 
And  faithless  Guilt  unseals  the  lip  of 
Time  yields  his  trophies  op.  and  Death 
The  mouldered  \ictims  of  his  voiceli 
The  fireside  legend,  and  the  faded 
The  crime  that  cursed,  the  deed  that 

»g«» 
All,  all  come  forth,  the  good  to  charm  and 

To  scourge  bold  Vice,  and  start  ths 

tear; 

With  pictured  FoUy  gasing  feols  lo 

And  guide  young  Glory's  fiMt  alanf  tiia  path  si 

Fame. 

l«o!  hand  in  hand. 
Hell's  juggling  sisters  stand. 
To  greet  their  victim  froni  the  figii; 

Groap'd  on  the  Masted  kssth. 
They  tempt  him  to  the  work  of 
Then  melt  in  air,  and  mock  Wa 
sight. 
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In  midnight'f  hallow'd  hour 
He  Mdu  the  fiattal  tower, 
Where  the  lone  raven,  perch'd  on  high, 
Ponn  to  the  sullen  gale 
Her  hoarse,  prophetic  wail, 
And  croaks  the  dreadful  moment  nigh. 
See,  bj  the  phantom  dagger  led, 

Pale,  guilty  thing, 
Slowly  he  steals  with  silent  tread, 
I  grasps  his  coward  steel  to  smite  his  sleeping 
king. 
Hark !  *t  is  the  signal  bell. 
Struck  by  that  bold  and  unsex'd  one. 
Whose  milk  is  gall,  whoee  heart  is  stone; 
His  ear  hath  caught  the  knell — 
'T  is  done !  't  is  done ! 
Behold  him  from  the  chamber  rushing. 
Where  his  dead  monarch's  blood  is  gushing : 
Look,  where  he  trembling  stands. 

Sad,  gazing  there. 
Life's  smoking  crimson  on  his  hands, 
I  in  his  felon  heart  the  worm  of  wild  despair. 

Mark  the  sceptred  traitor  slumbering ! 

There  flit  the  slaves  of  conscience  round. 
With  boding  tongues  foul  murderers  num- 
bering; 
Sleep's  leaden  portals  catch  the  sound. 
In  his  dream  of  blood  for  mercy  quaking. 
At  his  own  dull  scream  behold  him  waking ! 
Soon  that  dream  to  fate  shall  turn. 
For  him  the  Uving  furies  bum ; 
him  the  vulture  sits  on  yonder  misty  peak, 
[  chides  the  lagging  night,  and  whets  her  hun- 
gry beak. 
Hark !  the  trumpet's  warning  breath 
Echoes  round  the  vale  of  death. 
Unhorsed,  unbelm'd,  disdaining  shield, 
The  panting  tyrant  scours  the  field. 
Vengeance !  he  meets  thy  dooming  blade ! 
The  scourge  of  earth,  the  scorn  of  heaven. 
He  falls !  unwept  and  unforgiven, 
And  all  his  guilty  glories  fade. 
!  a  crush'd  reptile  in  the  dust  he  lies, 
hate's  last  lightning  quivers  from  his  eyes? 

Behold  yon  crownless  king — 
Yon  white-lock'd,  weeping  sire — 
Where  heaven's  unpillar'd  chambers  ring. 

And  burst  their  streams  of  flood  and  fire ! 
e  gave  them  sU — the  daughters  of  his  love : 
hat  recreant  pair!   they  drive  him  forth  to 
rove; 

In  such  a  night  of  wo, 
The  cubless  regent  of  the  wood 
Forc^ets  to  bathe  her  fangs  in  blood. 

And  caverns  with  her  foe ! 

Yet  one  was  ever  kind ; 

Why  dingers  she  behind  7 
pity ! — view  him  by  her  dead  form  kneeling, 
ven  in  wild  frenzy  holy  nature  feeling. 

His  aching  eyeballs  strain, 
To  see  those  curtain'd  orbs  unfold. 
That  beauteous  bosom  heave  again: 

But  all  is  dark  and  cold. 
In  agony  the  father  shakes ; 


Griers  choking  note 
Swells  in  his  throat, 
Each  wither'd  heart-string  tugs  and  breaks ! 
Round  her  pale  neck  his  dying  arms  he  wreathes. 
And  on  her  marble  lips  his  last,  his  death-kiss 
breathes. 

Down!  trembling  wing:  shall  insect  weakness  keep 
The  sun-defnng  eagle's  sweep  1 
A  mortal  strike  celestial  strings. 
And  feebly  echo  what  a  seraph  sings  1 

Who  now  shall  grace  the  glowing  throne, 
Where,  all  unrivall'd,  all  alone. 
Bold  Shakspears  sat, and  look'd  creation  through, 
The  minstrel  monarch  of  the  worlds  he  drewl 

That  throne  is  cold — that  lyre  in  death  unstrung. 
On  whose  proud  note  delighted  Wonder  hung. 
Yet  old  Oblivion,  as  in  wrath  he  sweeps. 
One  spot  shall  spare— the  gprave  where  Sh  a  kspi  ars 

sleeps. 
Rulers  and  ruled  in  common  gloom  may  lie, 
But  Nature's  laureate  bards  shall  never  die. 
Art's  chisell'd  boast  and  Glory's  trophied  shore 
Must  live  in  numbers,  or  can  live  no  more. 
While  sculptured  Jove  some  nameless  waste  may 

claim. 
Still  roars  the  Olympic  car  in  Piif bar's  fame: 
Troy's  doubtful  walls,  in  ashes  pass'd  away. 
Yet  frown  on  Greece  in  Homer's  deathless  lay; 
Rome,  slowly  sinking  in  her  crumbling  fimes, 
Stands  all  immortal  in  her  Maro's  strains ; 
So,  too,  yon  giant  empress  of  the  isles, 
On  whose  broad  sway  the  sun  forever  smiles. 
To  Time's  unsparing  rage  one  day  must  bend. 
And  all  her  triumphs  in  her  Shakspears  end ! 

O  thou !  to  whose  creative  power 

We  dedicate  the  festal  hour. 
While  Grace  and  Goodness  round  the  altar  stand. 
Learning's  anointed  train,  and  Beauty'e  rose-lipp'd 

band — 
Realms  yet  unborn,  in  accents  now  unknown. 
Thy  song  shall  learn,  and  bless  it  for  their  own. 
Deep  in  the  west,  as  Independence  roves, 
His  banners  planting  round  the  land  he  loves. 
Where  Nature  sleeps  in  Eden's  infant  grace. 
In  Time's  full  hour  shall  spring  a  glorious  race : 
Thy  name,  thy  verse,  thy  language  shall  they  bear. 
And  deck  for  thee  the  vaulted  temple  there. 

Our  Roman-hearted  fathers  broke 

Thy  parent  empire's  galling  yoke ; 
But  thou,  harmonious  monarch  of  the  mind. 
Around  their  sons  a  gentler  chain  shall  bind ; 
Still  o'er  our  land  shall  Albion's  sceptre  wave. 
And  what  her  mighty  lion  lost,  her  mightier  swan 

shall  save. 


THE  BROTHERS. 

We  are  but  two— the  others  sleep 
Through  death's  untroubled  night ; 

We  are  but  two— O,  let  us  keep 
The  link  that  binds  us  bright 
M 
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Heart  leapt  to  heart— (ha  Mcrad  flood 
That  warma  ui  u  the  eaiiie ; 

That  good  old  man— hi«  honest  hlood 
Alike  we  fondly  claim. 

We  in  one  mother**  arms  were  lock'd- 

Long  he  her  love  repaid ; 
In  the  eame  cradle  we  were  rock*d. 

Round  the  eame  hearth  we  play'd. 

Our  boyish  sports  were  all  the  same, 

£ach  little  joy  and  wo ; — 
Let  manhood  keep  ahve  the  flame, 

Lit  up  so  long  ago. 

We  are  but  two— be  that  the  band 

To  hold  us  till  we  die ; 
Shoulder  to  shoulder  let  us  stand. 

Till  side  by  side  we  lie. 


ART. 


Wasif ,  from  the  sacred  garden  driven, 

Man  fled  before  his  Maker's  wrath. 
An  angel  left  her  place  in  heaven. 

And  rroM*d  the  wanderer's  sunless  path. 
*Twas  Art!  sweet  Art!  new  radiance  broke 

Where  her  light  foot  flew  o*er  the  ground, 
And  tlius  with  sersph  voice  she  spoke : 

«*The  curse  a  blessing  shall  be  found.* 


If 
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8hr  led  him  through  the  trackless  wild. 

Where  noontide  sunbeam  never  blaied ; 
The  thistle  shrunk,  the  harvest  smiled. 

And  Nature  gladden*d  as  she  gaied. 
Earth's  thousand  tribes  of  living  things. 

At  Art's  command,  to  him  are  given ; 
The  village  grows,  the  city  springs. 

And  point  their  spires  of  faith  to  heaven. 

He  rends  the  oak— and  bids  it  ride, 

To  guard  the  shores  its  beauty  grarcd; 
He  smites  the  rock — upheaved  in  pride. 

See  towers  of  strength  and  domes  of  tasta. 
Earth's  teeming  caves  their  wealth  reveal. 

Fire  bears  his  banner  on  the  wave. 
He  bids  the  mortal  poison  heal. 

And  leaps  trium|]^ant  o'er  the  grave. 

He  plucks  the  pearls  that  stud  the  de«|>, 

Admiring  beauty's  lap  to  fill ; 
He  breaks  the  stubbivm  marble's  sleep, 

And  mocks  his  own  Creator's  skilL 
With  thoughts  that  fill  his  glowing  soul. 

He  bids  the  ore  illume  the  |>agv», 
An<l.  proudly  scorning  Time's  control. 

Commerces  with  an  unborn 


In  fields  of  air  he  writes  hb  nsme. 

And  trrads  the  chambers  of  the  sky, 
Hr  rmiU  the  stars,  and  grasps  the  flame 

That  quivers  round  the  throne  on  high. 
In  war  renown'd,  in  peace  sublime. 

He  moves  in  greatness  and  in  grace; 
His  power,  subduing  spare  and  time. 

Links  realm  to  realm,  and  race  to  raee. 


O,  IT  is  life !  departed  day* 
FUng  back  their  brifffatoeaB  whib  I 
'Tis  Exxa's  self— thk  bn% 
Half-curtainM  in  this  glotsy  hair. 
These  eyes,  the  very  home  of  Un% 
The  dark  twin  arches  traeed  above^ 
These  red-ripe  lips  that  alnwet 
The  (ainter  blush  of  this  pore 
The  rose  and  lily's  beautcoua 
It  is— ah  no !— 'tis  aU  6«/  life. 

'Tis  all  Imt  life— art  could  notaave 

Thy  graces,  Evma,  from  the  grave; 

Thy  cheek  is  pale,  thy  smile  is  peel, 

Thv  love-lit  eves  have  look'd  thetr  hit; 

Mouldering  beneath  the  coflln*e  ttd* 

All  we  adored  of  thee  is  hid ; 

Thy  heart,  where  goodness  lowed  to  dweD, 

Is  throbleas  in  the  narrow  cell ; 

Thy  gentle  voice  shall  charm  no  man ; 

Its  last,  last,  joyful  note  is  o'cf. 

Oft,  oft,  indeed,  it  hath  been  sunf. 
The  requiem  of  the  (air  and  yoang ; 
The  theme  is  old,  alas !  how  old. 
Of  grief  that  will  not  be  controll'd. 
Of  sighs  that  speak  a  lather's  wo. 
Of  pangs  that  none  but  motheia  knoiv. 
Of  friendship,  with  its  bursting 
Doom'd  from  the  idolnme  to 
Still  its  sad  debt  must  feeUng  pay. 
Till  feeling,  too,  shall  pass  away. 

O  say,  why  age,  and  grieC  and  pais 
Shall  long  to  go,  but  long  in  vain ; 
Why  vire  is  left  to  mock  at  tine. 
And,  gray  in  years,  grow  gray  in 
While  youth,  that  every  eye  makes  glait 
And  beauty,  all  in  radiance  clad. 
And  goodness,  cheering  every  heart. 
Come,  but  come  only  to  defiart ; 
Sunbeanis,  to  cheer  life's  wintry  day. 
Sunbeams,  to  flash,  then  &de  away. 


Tis  dariiness  all !  black  bannefa 
Round  the  cold  borders  of  the  grave; 
There,  when  in  agonv  we  bend 
O'er  the  frt^  sod  th^  hides  a  friend. 
One  onlv  comfort  then  we  know<«» 
We,  ti»o,  shall  quit  this  world  of  «o; 
We.  too.  shall  find  a  quiet  plare 
With  the  dear  lost  ones  of  our  rare ; 
Our  crumbling  bones  with  tbeiia  dbtXL 
And  lile's  sad  story  find  an  cmL 

! 


And  IS  this  alt— this  moamfbl 
Beams  no  glad  light  beyond  the 
Mark  how  von  clouds  in  dark 
They  tlo  not  quench  the  orb  they 
Still' there  it  wheeb— the  tempest 
In  a  bright  sky  to  bum  once  mofe ; 
So,  far  above  the  clouds  of  time. 
Faith  can  behold  a  world  sublioi^ 
There,  when  the  storms  of  life  are 
The  hght  beyond  shaU  break  at  UtfL 
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CENTENNIAL  ODE* 

I. 

the  pagan's  moant  I  turn 
nspirations  now ; 
IS  and  its  gods  I  spnm — 
One,  be  with  me,  Thou! 
1,  in  whose  awful  name, 
1  suffering  and  from  shame 
re  fled,  and  braved  a  pathless  sea ; 
1,  in  whose  holy  fear, 
r  fix'd  an  empire  here, 
it  to  their  children  and  to  Thee« 

II. 

ou !  ye  bright-ascended  Dead, 

>  scom*d  the  bigot's  yoke, 

round  this  place  your  influence  shed ; 

r  spirits  I  invoke. 

e,  as  ye  came  of  yore, 

m  on  an  unknown  shore 

ng  hands  the  flag  of  fedth  unfurrd, 

loat  sublime, 

)ugh  future  time 

9n-banner  of  another  world. 

III. 
!  they  come— those  sainted  forms, 
ten  through  the  strife  of  storms ; 
I's  winter  cloud  hangs  coldly  down, 
irth  puts  on  its  rudest  frown ; 
Ider,  ruder  was  the  hand 
rove  them  from  their  own  fair  land ; 
n  fair  land — refinement's  chosen  seat, 
ihied  dwelling,  Learning's  green  retreat ; 
r  guarded,  and  by  victory  crown'd, 
ut  gentle  charity  renown'd. 
(treaming  eye,  yet  steadfast  heart, 
rom  that  land  they  dared  to  part, 
burst  each  tender  tie ; 
I,  where  their  sunny  youth  was  pass'd, 
t,  where  they  fondly  hoped  at  last 
eaceful  age  to  die. 

3,  kindred,  comfort,  all  they  spum'd ; 
ii  fathers'  hallow'd  graves ; 
)  a  world  of  darkness  turn'd, 
ond  a  world  of  waves. 

IT. 

Israel's  race  from  bondage  fled, 
from  on  high  the  wanderers  led; 
;re — Heaven  hung  no  symbol  here, 
steps  to  guide,  their  souls  to  cheer ; 
saw,  through  sorrow's  lengthening  night. 
It  but  the  fagot's  guilty  light ; 
loud  they  gazed  at  was  the  smoke 
-ound  their  murder'd  brethren  broke, 
ower  above,  nor  power  below 
n'd  them  in  their  hour  of  wo; 
I  fearful  path  they  trod, 
i  dared  a  fearful  doom ; 
!*o  build  an  altar  to  their  God, 
1  find  a  quiet  tomb. 

9Qiiced  at  the  Centennial  Celebration  of  the 
It  of  Boston,  September,  1830. 


T. 

But  not  alone,  not  all  unbless'd. 
The  exile  sought  a  place  of  rest; 
Oirs  dared  with  him  to  burst  the  knot 
That  bound  her  to  her  native  spot ; 
Her  low,  sweet  voice  in  comfort  spofte, 
As  round  their  bark  the  billows  broke ; 
She  through  the  midnight  watch  was  there. 
With  him  to  bend  her  knees  in  prayer ; 
She  trod  the  shore  with  girded  heart. 
Through  good  and  ill  to  claim  her  part ; 
In  life,  in  death,  with  him  to  seal 
Her  kindred  love,  her  kindred  zeal. 

vr. 

They  come ; — ^that  coming  who  shall  tell ! 

The  eye  may  weep,  the  heart  may  swell. 

But  the  poor  tongue  in  vain  essays 

A  fitting  note  for  them  to  raise. 

We  hear  the  after-shout  that  rings 

For  them  who  smote  the  power  of  kings ; 

The  swelling  triumph  all  would  share, 

But  who  the  dark  defeat  would  dare. 

And  boldly  meet  the  wrath  and  wo 

That  wait  the  unsuccessful  blow ! 

It  were  an  envied  fate,  we  deem, 

To  live  a  land's  recorded  theme, 
When  we  are  in  the  tomb ; 

We,  too,  might  yield  the  joys  of  home, 

And  waves  of  winter  darkness  roam. 
And  tread  a  shore  of  gloom — 

Knew  we  those  waves,  through  coming  time. 

Should  roll  our  names  to  every  clime ; 

Felt  we  that  milUons  on  that  shore 

Should  stand,  our  memory  to  adore. 

But  no  glad  vision  burst  in  light 

Upon  the  Pilgrims'  aching  sight ; 

Their  hearts  no  proud  hereafter  swell'd ; 

Deep  shadows  veil'd  the  way  they  held ; 
The  yell  of  vengeance  was  their  trump  of  fame. 
Their  monument,  a  gprave  without  a  name. 

VII. 

Tet,  strong  in  weakness,  there  they  stand, 

On  yonder  ice-bound  rock. 
Stem  and  resolved,  that  faithful  band, 
*   To  meet  fate's  rudest  shock. 
Though  anguish  rends  the  father's  breast. 
For  them,  his  dearest  and  his  best, 

With  him  the  waste  who  trod — 
Though  tears  that  freeze,  the  mother  sheds 
Upon  her  children's  houseless  heads— 

The  Christian  turns  to  God  ! 

VIII. 

In  grateful  adoration  now, 
Upon  the  barren  sands  they  bow. 
What  tongue  of  joy  e'er  woke  such  prayer 
As  bursts  in  desolation  there  ? 
What  arm  of  strength  e'er  wrought  such  power 
As  waits  to  crown  that  feeble  hour  1 
There  into  life  an  in&nt  empire  springs ! 
There  falls  the  iron  from  the  soul ; 
There  Liberty's  young  accents  roll 
Up  to  the  King  of  kings ! 
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To  &ir  crMtion'i  &ith(Mt  bound 
That  thrilling  summons  jet  shall  sound ; 
The  dreaming  nations  shall  awake. 
And  to  their  centre  earth's  old  kingdoms  shake. 
Pontitr  and  prince,  your  sway 
MuMt  crumble  from  that  day ; 
Before  the  loflier  throne  of  Hearen 
The  hand  is  raised,  the  pledge  is  given- 
One  monarch  to  ot>ey,  one  creed  to  own, 
Tliat  monarch,  Goo  ;  that  creed,  His  wcMrd  alone. 

IX. 

Spread  out  earth's  holiest  records  here, 
Of  dayit  and  deedn  to  reverence  dear; 
A  zi^al  like  this  what  pious  legends  tell  t 
On  kingdoms  built 
In  blood  and  guilt, 
The  womhippers  of  vulgar  triumph  dwell — 
But  what  exploits  with  theirs  shall  page> 

Who  roNe  to  bless  their  kind«- 
Who  left  their  nation  and  their  age, 
Man's  spirit  to  unbind  ? 

Who  iKiundless  seas  pass'd  o*er, 
And  boldly  met,  in  every  path, 
Faininot  and  frost,  and  heathen  wrath. 
To  dedicate  a  shore. 
Where  Pi(*ty*s  meek  train  might  breathe  their  vow, 
And  8«vk  their  Maker  with  an  unshamed  brow; 
Where  Lilwrty's  glad  race  might  proudly  come, 
And  set  up  there  an  everlasting  hornet 

X, 

O.  many  a  time  it  hath  been  told. 
The  story  of  those  men  of  old. 

For  this  fair  Poetry  hath  wreathed 
Her  sweetest,  purest  (lower ; 

For  this  proud  Eloquence  hath  bcettbed 
His  strain  of  loftiest  power; 
Devotion,  too,  hath  lingered  found 
Each  sp(»t  of  connecrated  ground. 

And  hill  and  valley  bless'd ; 
There,  wliere  our  banish'd  fathers  stray'd. 
There,  where  they  loved,  and  wept,  and  pray'd. 

There,  where  their  ashes  rest 

Zf. 

And  never  may  they  rest  unsung. 
While  Liberty  can  6nd  a  tongue. 
Twine,  Gratitude,  a  wreath  for  them. 
More  deathless  than  the  diadem. 
Who,  to  Uie's  noMest  end. 
Gave  up  life's  noblest  poweia, 

And  bade  the  legacy  dcaoend 
Down,  down  to  us  and  ours. 

zii. 
By  centuries  now  die  glorioiis  hour  we  merit. 
When  to  these  shores  they  sleer'd  their  shatter'd 

bark; 
And  still,  as  other  centuries  nelt  away, 
Hhall  other  ages  come  to  keep  the  day. 
When  we  are  dust,  who  gather  round  this  spot. 
Our  joys,  our  griefii,  our  very  names  torfoC, 
Here  shall  the  dwellers  of  the  land  be  esen. 
To  keep  the  memory  of  the  Pilgriaw  gieen. 


Nor  here  alone  their  priiaie  aheB  ge  loaad. 
Nor  here  alone  their  virtues  shall  abound— 
Broad  as  the  empire  of  the  free  shall  sfeiif. 
Far  as  the  foot  o!f  men  shall  daie  to  fneil. 
Where  oar  hath  never  dipp'd,  when  iMMea  ti 
Hath  never  through  the  woods  of  ages  nu^ 
There,  where  the  eagle's  sneaoi  and  wild  wolf 
Keep  ceaseless  day  and  night  throogb  earth  ana 
Even  there,  in  after  time,  as  toil  and 
(to  forth  in  giadnees  to  redeem  the 
Even  there  shall  rise,  as  gratdiil  myriads  titf 
Faith's  holy  prayer  and  Freedom's  joyful  so 
There  shall'  the  flame  that  flash'd  horn  jondcr  1 
Light  up  the  land,  till  nature's  final  shock. 

ZIII. 

Vet  while,  by  lifo's  endear 
To  mark  this  day  we  gather  ronnd. 
And  to  our  nation's  founders 
The  voice  of  gratitude  and 
Shall  not  one  line  lament  that  lion 
For  us  struck  out  from  sweet  eraatioQ's  facel 
Alas !  alas !  for  thern — those  lated  band*. 
Whose  monarch  tread  was  on  these  brood,  | 

lands; 
Our  fathers  call'd  them  savage-— theni,whose  h 
In  the  dark  hour,  those  (amish'd  fothcn  fed ; 
We  call  them  savage,  we. 
Who  hail  the  struggling  free 
Of  every  dime  and  hue ; 
We,  who  would  save 
The  branded  slave. 
And  give  him  liberty  he  never  knew; 
We,  who  but  now  have  caught  the  tale 
That  turns  each  listening  tyrant  pale. 
And  blemi'd  the  winds  and  waves  that  bon 
7'he  tidings  to  our  kindred  shore ; 
7'he  triumph-tidings  pealing  from  that  land 
Where  up  in  arms  insulted  legions  stand ; 
I'here,  gnthering  round  his  bold  compeeii^ 
Where  He,  our  own,  our  welcomed  One, 
Riper  in  glory  than  in  years, 
Down  from  his  forfeit  throne 
A  craven  monarch  hurTd, 
And  spum'd  him  forth,  a  proverb  to  the  wed 

ZIT. 

We  call  them  savage— O,  be  joat! 

Their  outraged  feelings  scan ; 
A  voice  comes  forth,  'tis  from  the  Just-  ■ 

The  savage  was  a  man ! 
7'hink  ye  be  loved  not !     Who  stood  bj. 

And  in  his  toils  took  paitt 
Woman  was  there  to  bleas  his  cye^— 

The  savage  had  a  heart ! 
Think  ye  he  pray'd  not!     When  on  high 

He  heard  the  thunders  roll, 
Whst  bade  him  look  beyond  the  skj  t 

The  savage  had  a  soul ! 

XT. 

I  venerate  the  Pilgrim's  canaa, 

Yet  for  the  red  man  dare  to  plead — 

We  bow  to  Heaven's  racoeied  laws. 
He  tum'd  to  natnie  for  a  cwad; 
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Benwdi  ^  pflkr'd  dome, 

We  seek  our  God  in  prayer ; 
oigh  boundless  woods  he  loved  to  roam, 
d  the  Great  Spirit  worshipped  there. 
,  one  fellow-throb  with  as  he  felt ; 
divinity  with  us  he  knelt ; 
1,  the  self-same  Freedom  we  adore, 
m  defend  his  violated  shore. 
iw  the  cloud,  ordain'd  to  grow, 
burst  upon  his  hills  in  wo ; 
iw  his  people  withering  by, 
ith  the  invader's  evil  eye ; 
feet  were  trampling  on  his  father's  bones ; 
idnigfat  hour  he  woke  to  gaze 
his  happy  cabin's  blaze, 
en  to  his  children's  dying  groans, 
w — and,  maddening  at  the  sight, 
his  bold  bosom  to  the  fight ; 
^r  rage  his  soul  was  driven ; 
r  was  not — nor  sought  nor  given ; 
tale  man  from  his  lands  must  fly ; 
ould  be  firee— K>r  he  would  die. 

TTI. 

d  was  this  savage  1  say, 
Te  ancient  few, 
Vho  struggled  through 
ang  Freedom's  trial-day — 

first  your  sleeping  wrath  awoke  1 
)ur  own  shores  war's  larum  broke ; 

tum'd  to  gall  even  kindred  blood  I 
!  your  own  homes  the  oppressor  stood ; 
•very  warm  affection  chill'd, 
5very  heart  with  vengeance  thrill'd, 

I  strengthen'd  every  hand ; 
''rem  mound  to  mound 
Tie  word  went  round — 
eath  for  our  native  land !" 

XTII. 

3theTs,  too,  breathe  ye  no  sigh 
lem  who  thus  could  dare  to  die  t 

II  your  own  dark  hours  forgot, 
soul-sick  suffering  here  ? 

pangs,  as,  from  yon  mountain  spot, 
spoke  in  every  booming  shot 
it  knell'd  upon  your  ear  1 
>ft  that  gloomy,  glorious  tale  ye  tell, 
I  your  knees  your  children's  children  hang, 
!i!m,  the  gallant  ones,  ye  loved  so  well, 
the  conflict  for  their  country  sprang ! 
de,  in  all  the  pride  of  wo, 
1  of  them,  the  brave  laid  low, 
lo  for  their  birth-place  bled ; 
le,  the  pride  of  triumph  then, 
1  of  them,  the  matchless  men, 
m  whom  the  invaders  fled. 

XTIII. 

e,  this  holy  place  who  throng, 
!  annual  theme  to  hear, 
1  bid  the  exulting  song 
I  their  great  names  from  year  to  year ; 
invoke  the  chisel's  breathing  grace, 
e  majesty  their  forms  to  trace ; 
18 


Te,  who  the  sleeping  rocks  would  raise, 
To  guard  their  dust  and  speak  their  praue ; 
Te,  who,  should  some  other  band 
With  hostile  foot  defile  the  land. 
Feel  that  ye  like  them  would  wake. 
Like  them  the  yoke  of  bondage  break. 
Nor  leave  a  battle-blade  undrawn. 
Though  every  hill  a  sepulchre  should  yawn — 
Say,  have  not  ye  one  line  for  those. 

One  brother-line  to  spare. 
Who  rose  but  as  your  fathers  rose. 
And  dared  as  ye  would  dare  1 

XIX. 

Alas  !  for  them — their  day  is  o'er. 
Their  fires  are  out  from  hill  and  shore ; 
No  more  for  them  the  wild  deer  bounds ; 
The  plough  is  on  their  hunting-grounds ; 
The  pale  man's  axe  rings  through  their  woods 
The  pale  man's  sail  skims  o'er  their  floods, 

frheir  pleasant  springs  are  dry ; 
Their  children — look,  by  power  oppress'd. 
Beyond  the  mountains  of  the  west. 

Their  children  go— to  die. 

XX. 

O,  doubly  lost !  Oblivion's  shadows  close 

Around  their  triumphs  and  their  woes. 

On  other  realms,  whose  suns  have  set, 

Reflected  radiance  lingers  yet ; 

There  sage  and  bard  have  shed  a  light 

That  never  shall  go  dowi^in  night ; 

There  time-crown'd  columns  stand  on  high. 

To  tell  of  them  who  cannot  die ; 

Even  we,  who  then  were  nothing,  kneel 
In  homage  there,  and  join  earth's  general  peaL 
But  the  doom'd  Indian  leaves  behind  no  trace. 
To  save  his  own,  or  serve  another  race ; 
With  his  frail  breath  his  power  has  pass'd  away. 
His  deeds,  his  thoughts  are  buried  with  his  clay ; 

Nor  lofty  pile,  nor  glowing  page 

Shall  link  him  to  a  future  age, 

Or  give  him  with  the  past  a  rank ; 
His  heraldry  is  but  a  broken  bow. 
His  history  but  a  tale  of  wrong  and  wo. 

His  very  name  must  be  a  blank. 

XXI. 

Cold,  with  the  beast  he  slew,  he  sleeps ; 

0*er  him  no  filial  spirit  weeps ; 
No  crowds  throng  round,  no  anthem-notes  ascend, 
To  bless  his  coming  and  embalm  his  end ; 
Even  that  he  lived,  is  for  his  conqueror's  tongue ; 
By  foes  alone  his  death-song  must  be  sung  ;• 

No  chronicles  but  theirs  shall  tell 
His  mournful  doom  to  future  times ; 

May  these  upon  his  virtues  dwell. 
And  in  his  fate  forget  his  crimes. 

XXII. 

Peace  to  the  mingling  dead ! 

Beneath  the  turf  we  tread. 

Chief,  pilgrim,  patriot  sleep. 

All  gone !  how  changed !  and  yet  the  atmr 

As  when  Faith's  herald  bark  first  came 

In  sorrow  o'er  the  deep. 
v2 
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Still,  from  his  noonday  height, 
Th«  lun  looks  down  in  light ; 
Along  tho  tncklett  realmi  of  ipsee. 
The  ftara  itill  run  their  midnight  nioo ; 
The  Mme  green  Talleys  smilef  the  nroe  rough  ibon 
Still  echoea  to  the  same  wild  ooemn*«  roar;— 
But  where  the  brivtling  night-wolf  iprang 

Upon  hii  startled  prej, 
Mlierp  the  fierce  Indian*!  war-crj  rang 

Through  many  a  bloody  fray, 
And  where  the  etem  old  pilgrim  pray'd 

In  Holitude  and  gloom, 
Wherr  the  bold  patriot  drew  his  blade. 
And  dared  a  patriot's  doom, — 
Behold  !  in  Liberty*!  unclouded  blaia 
We  lift  our  heads,  a  race  of  other  days. 

ZXIII. 

All  gone!  the  wild  beast*!  lair  is  trodden  out; 

Proud  temples  stand  in  beauty  there ; 
Our  children  rai«e  their  merry  shout  t 

Where  once  the  death-whoop  vex*d  the  air. 
The  pilgrim — «e(>k  yon  ancient  mound  of  graTes, 

Beneath  that  chapel's  holy  shade ; 
Ask,  wliere  the  breeze  the  long  (rrass  waves, 

Who,  who  within  that  spot  are  laid : 
The  fwtriot — go,  to  Fame's  proud  mount  repair; 

The  tardy  pile,  slow  rising  there. 

With  tongueless  eloquence  shall  tell 

Of  them  who  for  their  country  feU. 

ZXIT. 

All  gone !  't  is  ours,  the  goodly  land— 

L<M>k  round^tlic  heritage  behold ; 
Go  forth — u|>on  the  mountains  stand ; 
Then,  if  ye  can,  be  cold. 
See  living  vsles  by  living  waters  bleaa*d ; 

Their  wealth  see  earth's  dark  carems  yield ; 
See  ocean  roll,  in  glory  dress'd. 

For  all  a  treasure,  and  round  all  a  shield ; 
Hark  to  tlie  shouts  of  praise 
Rejoicing  millions  raise ; 
Gaze  on  the  spires  that  rise 
To  (mint  them  to  the  skies, 
Unfearing  and  unfear'd ; 
Then,  if  ye  can.  O,  then  forget 
To  whom  ye  owe  the  larreil  debt— 

The  pilirrim  rare  revered  ! 
The  men  who  !et  Faith's  burning  lights 
l*pon  thene  everlanting  heights. 
To  guide  their  children  through  the  year*  of  ttme; 
7*he  men  that  glorious  law  who  taught* 
Unshrinking  liberty  of  thought. 
And  roused  the  nations  with  the  truth  sublime. 

XXT. 

Fonret  t     No,  never — ne'er  shall  dia 

Those  names  to  memory  dear; 
I  read  the  promise  in  each  eye 

That  beams  upon  roe  here. 
Descendants  of  a  twioe-reeorded  race ! 
I«onff  msy  ye  here  your  lofty  lineiute  ffvee. 
T  i4  not  for  you  home's  tender  tie 

To  rend,  and  brave  the  waste  of  wmrm ; 
T  is  not  for  you  to  rouse  and  die. 

Or  yield,  and  live  a  line  of  staves. 


The  deedsof  danger  sad  of  telbwi 

Upheld  by  inwaid  power  sloosy 
Unhonoor'd  by  tiM  wofkrs  load 

T  is  yoniB  to  do  mikaawmf 
And  then  to  die  unsiiii(; 
To  other  days,  to  other  men  beloof 
The  penman's  plaudit,  and  the  poet's 

Enough  for  glory  has  becD  wnmgbt ; 

By  you  be  humbler  praiaee  songhl ; 

In  peace  and  truth  life*s  joomcy  run. 
And  keep  unsullied  what  your  fitfhcrs 

ZZTI. 

Take  then  my  prayer,  ye  dwelleffs  of  tlus 
Be  yours  a  noisrlon  and  a  guiltless  loC 
I  plead  not  that  ye  bask 
In  the  rank  beams  of  vulgar  haat ; 

To  light  your  stepa,  I  ask 
A  purer  and  a  holier  flame. 
No  bloated  growth  I  supplieate  for  yo«. 
No  pining  multitude,  no  pamper'd  few ; 
T  Im  not  alone  to  cofler  gokl. 
Nor  spreading  borders  to  behold ; 
*T  is  not  fast-swelling  crowds  to  win. 
The  refuse-ranks  of  want  and  sin. 
This  lie  the  kind  denee: 
Be  ye  by  Koodiiess  crown'd ; 
RevemI,  though  not  renown*d : 
Poor,  if  Heaven  will,  but  free ! 
Free  from  the  tyrants  of  the  hour. 
The  chuis  of  wealth,  the  clans  of  power. 
The  coar!r,  cold  scomers  of  their  Goo ; 
Free  from  the  taint  of  sin. 
The  leprosy  that  fimb  within. 
And  free,  in  merry,  from  tiM  bigot's  rod* 

zxvit. 

The  sceptre's  might,  the  crosier's  pridi 

Ye  do  not  frar; 
No  conquest  blade,  in  life-blood  dyed* 

Drop!  terror  here,— 
Let  there  not  lurk  a  subtler  snare. 
For  wisdom's  footsteps  to  bewaie. 
The  shackle  and  the  stake 

Our  fathers  fled ; 
Ne'er  may  their  children  wako 
A  fouler  wrath,  a  deeper  dread ; 
Ne'er  may  the  craft  that  fim  the  floh  lo 
Lock  its  hanl  fetters  on  the  mind ; 
Quench'd  be  the  flercrr  flame 
That  kindles  with  a  name ; 
The  pilgrim's  faith,  the  pilgrim's  iml« 
I^et  more  than  pilgrim  kindness  seal ; 
Be  purity  of  life  the  test. 
Leave  to  the  heart,  to  heaven,  the  iwL 

ZZTIII. 

So,  when  our  ehildivn  turn  the  poft. 
To  ask  what  triumphs  mark'd  our 
What  we  achieved  to  challenge 
Through  the  long  line  of  fbtuie  day 

This  let  them  read,  snd  hence  instradion 
•*Hefe  were  the  many  Mess'd, 
Here  found  the  virtuee  rrst, 

Paith  link'd  with  Love,  and  Liberty  wbk  Lmti 
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indiiflrj  to  oomibrt  led ; 
book  of  light  hen  learnmg  fpread ; 
ve  the  wmnn  heart  of  youth 

woo'd  to  tempeiance  and  to  truth; 

sre  hoexy  age  wae  found, 

rifldom  and  by  rererence  crown'd. 

>  great  but  guilty  &me 

ndled  pride,  that  should  have  kindled  shame ; 

e  choee  the  better,  happier  part, 

pour'd  its  sunlight  o'er  the  heart, 
crownM  their  homes  with  peace  and  health, 

weigh'd  Heaven's  smile  beyond  earth's 

wealth; 
r  from  the  thorny  paths  of  strife 

stood,  a  living  lesson  to  their  race, 
!:h  in  the  charities  of  life, 
in  his  strength,  and  woman  in  her  grace ; 
y  and  truth  their  pilgrim  path  they  trod, 
len  they  served  their  neighbour,  felt  they 
served  their  God." 

ZXIX. 

may  not  wake  the  poet's  verse, 
souls  of  fire  may  ne'er  rehearse 
[n  crowd-delighting  voice ; 
*  the  record  shall  the  patriot  bend, 
st  praise  the  moralist  shall  lend, 
And  all  the  good  rejoice. 

xxz. 

our  story,  then,  in  that  far  day, 
others  come  their  kindred  debt  to  pay. 
it  far  day  1 — O,  what  shall  be, 
js  dominion  of  the  free, 
ve  and  ours  have  render'd  up  our  trust, 
n  unborn  shall  tread  above  our  dust? 
lat  shall  be  ? — He,  He  alone 
e  dread  response  can  make, 
sitteth  on  the  only  throne 
at  time  shall  never  shake  : 
e  whose  all-beholding  eyes 
'eep  on,  and  empires  sink  and  rise. 

let  the  song,  to  Him  begun. 

Him  in  reverence  end  ; 

down  in  love,  Eternal  One, 
d  Thy  good  cause  defend ; 

late  and  long,  put  forth  thy  hand, 
lard  and  guide  the  Pilgrim's  land. 


ne:s  to  a  young  mother. 

0  mother !  what  can  feeble  friendship  say, 
le  the  anguish  of  this  mournful  day  1 

,ey  alone,  whose  hearts  like  thine  have  bled, 
ow  the  living  sorrow  for  the  dead ; 
tor'd  voice,  that  seeks  such  grief  to  cheer, 
;old  upon  the  weeping  parent's  ear ; 
it  all — alas !  too  well  I  know 
in  all  earthly  power  to  hush  thy  wo ! 
!er  thee,  childless  mother!  'tis  not  given 

1  to  ward  the  blow  that  falls  from  heaven. 


I've  felt  it  all — as  thou  art  feeling  now; 
Like  thee,  with  stricken  heart  and  aching  brow, 
I've  sat  and  watch'd  by  dying  beauty's  bed. 
And  burning  tears  of  hopeless  anguish  shed ; 
I've  gazed  updn  the  sweet,  but  pallid  fiioe. 
And  vainly  tried  some  comfort  there  to  trace ; 
I  've  listen'd  to  the  short  and  struggling  breath ; 
I  've  seen  the  cherub  eye  grow  dim  in  death ; 
Like  thee,  I  've  veil'd  my  head  in  speechless  g^oom. 
And  laid  my  firstpbom  in  the  silent  tomb. 


I  SEE  THEE  STILL. 

**  I  rock*d  her  to  the  cradle, 
And  laid  her  In  the  tomb.    She  was  the  f0UM£$H. 
What  flreside  circle  hath  not  felt  the  charm 
Of  that  iweet  tie  1    The  youngeat  ne'er  grew  old 
The  fond  endearments  of  oar  earlier  days 
We  keep  alive  in  them,  and  when  thej  die, 
Our  youthful  Joys  we  bury  with  them.'* 

I  SEi  thee  still : 
Kemembrance,  feithful  to  her  trust, 
Calls  thee  in  beauty  firom  the  dust ; 
Thou  comest  in  the  morning  Ught, 
Thon'rt  with  me  through  the  gloomy  night; 
In  dreams  I  meet  thee  as  of  old : 
Then  thy  soft  arms  my  neck  enfold. 
And  thy  sweet  voice  is  in  my  ear: 
In  every  scene  to  memory  dear 

I  see  thee  still. 


I  see  thee  still. 
In  every  hallow'd  token  round ; 
This  little  ring  thy  finger  bound, 
Thb  lock  of  hair  thy  forehead  shaded. 
This  silken  chain  by  thee  was  braided. 
These  flowers,  all  wither'd  now,  like  thee. 
Sweet  sister,  thou  didst  cull  for  me ; 
This  book  was  thine,  here  didst  thou  read ; 
This  picture,  ah !  yes,  here,  indeed, 

I  see  thee  still. 


I  see  thee  still : 
Here  was  thy  summer  noon's  retreat. 
Here  was  thy  favourite  fireside  seat; 
This  was  thy  chamber—here,  each  day, 
I  sat  and  watch'd  thy  sad  decay ; 
Here,  on  this  bed,  thou  last  didst  lie. 
Here,  on  this  pillow,  thou  didst  die : 
Dark  hour !  once  more  its  woes  unfold ; 
As  then  I  saw  thee,  pale  and  cold, 

I  see  thee  still. 


I  see  thee  still : 
Thou  art  not  in  the  g^ve  confined — 
Death  cannot  claim  the  immortal  mind; 
Let  earth  close  o'er  its  sacred  trust, 
But  goodness  dies  not  in  the  dust ; 
Thee,  O !  my  sister,  'tis  not  thee 
Beneath  the  coffin's  lid  I  see ; 
Thou  to  a  fairer  land  art  gone; 
There,  let  me  hope,  my  journey  done. 

To  see  thee  still! 
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UNES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  M.  &  C. 

I  KKBW  thct  we  must  part— dmj  after  dej, 
I  saw  the  dread  Destroyer  win  his  way ; 
That  hollow  cough  first  rang  the  &tal  kndl, 
As  on  my  ear  its  prophet-warning  frll ; 
Feeble  and  slow  thy  once  light  footstep  grew, 
Thy  wasting  cheek  put  on  death's  pallid  h«e. 
Thy  thin,  hot  hand  to  mine  more  weakly  clung, 
Each  sweet  **Good  night"  fell  fainter  from  thy 

tongue; 
I  knew  that  we  must  part — no  power  could  save 
Thy  quiet  goodness  from  an  early  grave ; 
Those  eyes  so  dull,  though  kind  each  glance  they 


Looking  a  sister's  fondness  to  the  last ; 

Thy  lips  so  pale,  that  gently  preasM  my  cheek. 

Thy  Toire — alas !  thou  rouldst  but  try  to  speak;— 

All  told  thy  doom ;  I  felt  it  at  my  heart ; 

The  shaA  had  struck — I  knew  that  we  must  part. 

And  we  have  parted,  MiaT — thou  art  gone ! 
Gone  in  thine  innocence,  meek,  suffering  one. 
Thy  weary  spirit  breathed  itself  to  sleep 
80  peacefully,  it  seem'd  a  sin  to  weep. 
In  those  fond  watchers  who  around  thee  stood. 
And  felt,  even  then,  that  God,  even  then,  was  good. 
Like  stars  that  struggle  through  the  elouda  of 

night. 
Thine  eyes  one  moment  caught  a  glorious  light. 
As  if  to  thee,  in  that  dread  hour,  *twere  given 
To  know  on  earth  what  faith  belieTes  of  heaven ; 
Then  like  tired  breezes  didst  thou  sink  to  rest. 
Nor  one,  one  pang  the  awful  change  confeas'd. 
Death  stoic  in  softness  o*er  that  lovely  fiioe, 
And  touched  each  feature  with  a  new-born  graoe ; 
On  cheek  and  brow  unearthly  beauty  lay. 
And  told  that  life's  poor  cares  hail  pass*d  awmy. 
In  my  last  hour  be  Heaven  so  kind  to  me ! 
I  ask  no  more  than  thin — to  die  like  thee. 

But  we  ha%'e  fiarted,  MiaT — thou  art  dead! 
On  its  last  rmtinff-plare  I  laid  thy  head. 
Then  by  thy  coffin-side  knelt  down,  and  iock 
A  brother's  farewell  kiss  and  farewell  look ; 
Those  marble  lips  no  kindred  kiss  retum'd ; 
From  thtNM*  vcil'd  orbs  no  glance  responsive  bam'd ; 
Ah !  then  I  felt  that  thou  hatUt  |iasK*d  away. 
That  the  sweet  fare  I  gazed  on  was  but  clay; 
And  then  came  Memory,  with  her  busy  throof 
Of  tender  images,  forgotten  long ; 
Years  hurried  back,  and  as  thry  swiftly  roU'd, 
I  saw  thee,  heard  thee,  as  in  days  of  old ; 
Sad  and  more  sad  each  sarred  feeling  ST^w; 
Manhood  was  moveil.  and  Sorrow  claim'd  her  due; 
Thick,  thick  and  fast  the  burning  tcar^lrops  started ; 
I  tum'd  away— «nd  felt  that  we  had  parted^-^ 

But  not  forever— in  the  silent  tomb. 
Where  thou  art  laid*  thy  kindred  shall  find  roooi ; 
A  little  while,  a  few  short  years  of  pain. 
And.  one  by  one,  we*U  conie  to  thee  again ; 
The  kind  old  father  shall  seek  out  the  place. 
Ami  rest  with  thee,  the  youngest  of  his  race; 
The  dear,  dear  mother,  bent  with  age  and  grief^ 
Shall  lay  her  head  by  thine,  in  awaet  relief; 


Sister  and  brother,  and  that  fiuOlU  WmJ, 
True  from  the  first,  and  tender  lo  tht 
All,  all,  in  His  good  time,  who  placed  oa  k0% 
To  live,  to  love,  to  die,  and  disappear. 
Shall  come  and  make  their  quiet  bed  wilk 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  that  ipi lading  traa ; 
With  thee  to  sleep  through  death's  loog, 

less  night. 
With  thee  rise  up  and  bleaa  the  ■■*'*"«*§  GghC 


THE  FAMILY  MEETING.* 

Wa  are  aU  here! 

Father,  mother. 

Sister,  brother. 
An  who  hold  each  other  dear. 
Each  chair  is  fill'd — we're  all  at  Aaiac/ 
To-night  let  no  cold  stranger  ooma: 
It  ii  not  often  thus  around 
Our  old  familiar  hearth  we  're  found : 
Bless,  then,  the  meeting  and  the  ^mt; 
For  once  be  every  care  forgot; 
Let  gentle  Peace  aasert  her  power. 
And  kind  Affection  rule  the  hour; 

We're  all— aU  here. 

We're  rufi  all  here! 
Some  are  away — the  deail  ones  dear. 
Who  throng'd  with  us  this  ancient  hearth. 
And  gave  the  hour  to  guiltless  mirth. 
Fate,  with  a  stem,  relentless  hand, 
Look'd  in  and  thinn'd  our  little  hand: 
Sonae  like  a  night-flash  paas'd  away. 
And  some  sank,  lingering,  day  by  day ; 
The  quiet  graveyard— some  lie  thtw 
And  cruel  Ocean  has  his  share— 

We're  no/ all  here. 

We  art  all  here ! 
Even  they — the  dead — though  dead,  aa 
Fond  Memory,  to  her  duty  true. 
Brings  back  their  failed  forms  to  vi 
How  life-like,  through  the  mist  of 
Each  well-rrmember'd  face  a|»peara! 
We  see  them  as  in  times  long  past ; 
From  each  to  each  kind  looks  are 
We  hear  their  words,  their  smiles  bebaU; 
They  're  round  us  as  they  were  of 

We  art  all  here. 

We  are  all  here! 

Father,  mother. 

Sister,  brother. 
You  that  I  love  with  love  so  dear. 
Thia  may  not  long  of  us  be  said : 
Soon  must  we  join  the  gathcr'd  dead; 
And  by  the  hearth  we  now  sit  roiuidt 
Some  other  circle  will  be  found. 
O !  then,  that  wisdom  mav  we  know. 
Which  yielils  a  Ufe  of  pe^  beiow ! 
So,  in  the  workl  to  fellow  this. 
May  each  repeat,  in  words  of  bGai^ 

We're  all— all  Acre/ 


Whites  OS  the  scrfcisBUl 
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THE  WINGED  WORSHIPPERS. 

Gat,  guiltless  pair, 
What  seek  ye  from  the  fields  of  heayeat 

Ye  have  no  need  of  prayer, 
Te  have  no  sins  to  be  forgiven. 

Why  perch  ye  here, 
Where  mortals  to  their  Maker  bendt 

Can  your  pure  spirits  fear 
The  Gron  ye  never  could  offend  1 

Ye  never  knew 
The  crimes  for  which  we  come  to  weep. 

Penance  is  not  for  you. 
Blessed  wanderers  of  the  upper  deep. 

To  you  't  is  given 
To  wake  sweet  nature's  untaught  lays; 

Beneath  the  arch  of  heaven 
To  chirp  away  a  life  of  praise. 

Then  spread  each  wing. 
Far,  far  above,  o'er  lakes  and  lands, 

And  join  the  choirs  that  sing 
In  yon  blue  dome  not  rear'd  with  hands. 

Or,  if  ye  stay. 
To  note  the  consecrated  hour, 

Teach  me  the  airy  way. 
And  let  me  try  your  envied  power. 

Above  the  crowd, 
On  upward  wings  could  I  but  fly, 
I  'd  bathe  in  you  bright  cloud, 
And  seek  the  stars  that  gem  the  sky. 

*Twere  heaven  indeed 
Through  fields  of  trackless  light  to  soar. 

On  Nature's  charms  to  feed. 
And  Nature's  own  great  God  adore. 


DEDICATION  HYMN. 


Gov  of  wisdom,  God  of  might, 

Father !  dearest  name  of  all. 
Bow  thy  throne  and  bless  our  rite ; 

'T  is  thy  children  on  thee  call. 
Glorious  05E !  look  down  from  heaven, 

Warm  each  heart  and  wake  each  vow ; 
Unto  Thee  this  house  is  given ; 

With  thy  presence  fill  it  now. 

Fill  it  now !  on  every  soul 

Shed  the  incense  of  thy  grace, 
While  our  anthem-echoes  roll 

Round  the  consecrated  place ; 
While  thy  holy  page  we  read, 

While  the  prayers  Thou  lovest  ascend. 
While  thy  cause  thy  servants  plead, — 

Fill  this  house,  our  Goo,  our  Friend. 

Fill  it  now— O,  fill  it  long ! 

So,  when  death  shall  call  us  home, 
Still  to  Thee,  in  many  a  throng, 

May  our  children's  children  come. 
Bless  them.  Father,  long  and  late. 

Blot  their  sins,  their  sorrows  dry; 


Make  this  place  to  them  the  gate 
Leading  to  thy  courts  on  high. 

There,  when  time  shall  be  no  more. 

When  the  feuds  of  earth  are  past. 
May  the  tribes  of  every  shore 

Congregate  in  peace  at  last ! 
Then  to  Thee,  thou  One  all-wise. 

Shall  the  gather'd  millions  sing^ 
Till  the  arches  of  the  skies 

With  their  hallelujahs  ring. 


TO  MY  CIGAR. 


Yvs,  social  friend,  I  love  thee  well. 

In  learned  doctors'  spite ; 
Thy  clouds  all  other  clouds  dispel, 

And  lap  me  in  delight. 

What  though  they  tell,  with  phizzes  long. 

My  years  are  sooner  pass'd  ? 
I  would  reply,  with  reason  strong, 

They  're  sweeter  while  they  last 

And  oft,  mild  friend,  to  me  tho«  art 

A  monitor,  though  still ; 
Thou  speak'st  a  lesson  to  my  heart, 

Beyond  the  preacher's  skilL 

Thou'rt  like  the  man  of  worth,  who  gives 

To  goodness  every  day, 
The  odour  of  whose  virtues  lives 

When  he  has  passed  away. 

When,  in  the  lonely  evening  hour. 

Attended  but  by  thee, 
O'er  history's  varied  page  I  pore, 

Man's  fate  in  thine  I  see. 

Oft  as  thy  snowy  column  grows. 

Then  breaks  and  falls  away, 
I  trace  how  mighty  realms  thus  rose. 

Thus  tumbled  to  decay. 

A  while,  like  thee,  earth's  masters  bum, 
And  smoke  and  fume  around, 

And  then,  like  thee,  to  ashes  turn, 
And  mingle  with  the  ground. 

Life's  but  a  leaf  adroitly  roll'd. 
And  time 's  the  wasting  brea^ 

That  late  or  early,  we  behold, 
Gives  all  to  dusty  death. 

From  begfgar's  frieze  to  monarch's  robe. 
One  common  doom  is  pass'd : 

Sweet  nature's  works,  the  swelling  globe. 
Must  all  bum  out  at  last. 

And  what  is  he  who  smokes  thee  now?— 

A  little  moving  heap, 
That  soon  like  thee  to  fate  must  bow. 

With  thee  in  dust  must  sleep. 

But  though  thy  ashes  downward  go. 

Thy  essence  rolls  on  high ; 
Thus,  when  my  body  must  lie  low. 

My  soul  shall  cleave  the  sky. 
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TO  THE  URSA  MAJOR. 

With  what  a  stately  and  majestic  step 
That  glorious  conHti*llation  of  the  north 
Treads  its  etA'mal  circle !  going  forth 
Its  princely  way  among  the  stars  in  slow 
And  silent  brightness.     Mighty  one,  all  hail! 
I  joy  to  see  thee  on  thy  glowing  |>ath 
Walk,  like  some  stout  and  girded  giant ;  stem, 
T'nwearied,  resolute,  whose  toiling  foot 
Di^lains  to  loiter  on  its  destineil  way. 
Tha  other  tribes  forsake  their  midnight  track. 
And  rest  their  weary  orbs  beneath  thy  wave ; 
But  thou  dost  never  cltMe  thy  burning  eye. 
Nor  stay  thy  steadfast  step.     But  on,  still  on. 
While  systems  change,  and  aims  retire,  and  worlds 
Slumber  and  wake,  thy  ceaseless  march  proceeds. 
The  near  horixon  tempts  to  rest  in  vain. 
Thou,  faithful  sentinel,  dost  never  quit 
7*hy  long-ap)iointe<1  watch ;  but.  sleepleas  still. 
Dost  guani  the  f\x\\  light  of  the  universe, 
And  bill  the  north  forever  know  its  place. 

Ages  have  witnessM  thy  devoted  nust, 
T^nchangt*d.  unchanging.     When  the  sons  (^  God 
8ent  forth  that  shout  of  joy  which  rang  through 

heaven, 
.And  echoM  from  the  outer  spheres  that  bound 
The  illimitable  universe,  thy  voice 
Join*d  the  high  chonis ;  from  thy  radiant  orbs 
The  glail  cry  soundot),  swelling  to  Hi«  praise. 
Who  thus  bail  ca«t  another  simrkling  gem. 
Little,  but  Iteautiful,  amid  the  crowd 
Of  splendours  that  enrich  his  firmamenL 
As  thou  art  now.  so  want  thou  then  the  same. 
.Vge«  have  roll'd  their  course,  and  time  grown  gray: 
The  earth  hns  gather*d  to  her  womb  again. 
And  yet  again,  the  myriads  that  were  bom 
Of  her  uncounted,  unrememberM  trilMw. 
The  sens  have  changeil  their  beds ;  the  eternal  hills 
Have  utoopM  with  age :  the  solid  continents 
Have  left  their  banks ;  and  man's  imperial  works— 
The  t«>il,  pride,  strength  of  kingdoms,  which  had 
flung 


T^heir  haughty  honours  in  the  laee  of 
As  if  immortal — have  been  swept  away : 
HhatterM  and  mouldering,  buried  and  forgot. 
But  time  has  shtM  no  dimness  on  thy  fmni. 
Nor  touchM  the  flrmneas  of  thT  tirad ;   voolh. 

stn'nirth. 
And  bi*auty  still  are  thine  ;  as  clear,  as  bright. 
As  when  the  Almighty  Former  sent  thee  luflh. 
Beautiful  offspring  of  his  curious  skill. 
To  watch  earth's  northern  beacon,  and  prodaia 
The  eternal  choru«  <if  eternal  Love. 

I  wonder  as  I  gaxe.     That  stream  of  Gght, 
I'ndimmM.  unquf>nch*d— just  as  I  see  it  now— 
Has  issued  from  thojie  dazzling  points  through  yi 
Hiat  go  back  far  into  eternity. 
Exhau'«tleas  flood  !  fore^-er  sfient,  renefrM 
Forever !     Yea,  and  those  refulpent  drops, 
Which  now  de<«cenil  upon  my  lifted  eye. 
Left  their  far  fountain  twice  three  vet 
M'hile  those  wingM  |iarticle«.whiMe  spe««i 
The  flii;ht  of  thought,  were  on  their  war.  tha  sartk 
CompoM^M  its  teilious  cirruit  round  ami 
.\nd.  in  the  extremes  of  annual  changv. 
Six  autumns  faile.  sii  springs  renew  thrvr 
So  far  from  earth  tho«e  miohty  orbs  revotva ! 
Ho  vast  the  void  through  which  their  bei 

Yes, gloriou* lamp r>f( Son!  He miy haveqvrwh'i 
Your  ancient  flames  aiul  bid  rlrrnal  night 
Rest  on  your  sphereii ;  and  \rt  no  tidings  mch 
T*his  dii*twnt  planet.     Mi*i*<*t>nt.vr«  still  coiaa 
Laden  with  your  far  fire.  ajHl  we  may  aerni 
To  see  your  light*  ^ill  burning :  while  their  Ma» 
But  hides  the  black  wreck  of  extingiii*h*dl«aU»k 
M'here  anarchy  and  darkness  long  have  retgn*^ 
Y'et  what  i«  ihi«.  which  to  the  a«toni«h*J  wand 
Seems  mea«ureless,  and  which  the  Kaflled  thovghl 
Confounds  ?     A  span,  a  point,  in  th<ise 
Which  the  keen  eye  can  traverse.     Aevrn 
Dwell  in  that  brilliant  cluster,  and  the  sight 
Embraces  all  at  once ;  ret  each  fmn  each 
Recedes  as  br  as  each  of  them  frnoi  earth* 
And  everr  star  from  ererr  other  hama 
No  leas  lemote.     Prom  the  prafoand  of 
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1  eren  in  thought,  keen,  piercing  rays 
igh  the  Toitl,  revealing  to  the  flense 
ad  worlds  unnumberM.     Take  the  glass 
1  the  skies.  The  opening  skies  pour  down 
r  gaze  thick  showers  of  sparkling  fire ; 
vded,  throng'd,  in  regions  so  remote, 
swift  beams — the  swiftest  things  that 

eird  centuries  on  their  flight  to  earth. 
1,  and  nearer  constellations !  what 
lid  this  infinite  extent 
.tude  of  God's  most  infinite  works! 
ise  are  suns !  vast,  central,  living  fires, 
lependent  systems,  kings  of  worlds 

as  satellites  upon  their  power, 
ish  in  their  smile.     Awake,  my  soul, 
tate  the  wonder !     Countless  suns 
nd   thee,  leading  forth  their  countless 
»rlds! 

I  whose  bosoms  living  things  rejoice, 
:  the  bhss  of  being  from  the  fount 
vading  Love.     What  mind  can  know, 
gue  can  utter  all  their  multitudes ! 
iberless  in  numberless  abodes ! 
it  to  thee,  blessM  Father !  Thine  they  are, 
ren,  and  thy  care ;  and  none  o'erlook'd 
No,  not  the  humblest  soul  that  dwells 
humblest  globe,  which  wheels  its  course 

giant  glories  of  the  sky, 

nean  mote  that  dances  in  the  beam 

the  mirror'd  lamps,  which  fling 

(teful  splendour  fix)m  the  palace  wall, 

ne  escape  the  kindness  of  thy  care ; 

iss*d  underneath  thy  spacious  wing, 

and  guided  by  thy  powerful  hand. 

>,  ye  splendid  orbs !  as  from  your  throne 

the  rolling  provinces  that  own 

y,  what  beings  fill  those  bright  abodes  1 

i*d,  how  gifted  1  what  their  powers,  their 

ite, 

»piness,  their  wisdom  ?   •  Do  they  bear 

p  of  human  nature  ?     Or  has  God 

hose  purer  realms  with  lovelier  forms 

i  celestial  minds  1     Does  Innocence 

her  native  and  untainted  bloom  1 
n  breathed  his  deadly  blight  abroad, 
d  corruption  in  those  fairy  bowers  1 

trod  o'er  them  with  his  foot  of  fire  t 
ery  forged  his  chains ;  and  Wrath,  and 
ate, 

id  Selfishness,  and  cruel  Lust 
heir  base  bands  to  tread  out  light  and  truth , 
er  wo  where  Heaven  had  planted  joy  t 
?y  yet  all  paradise,  unfallen 
•rrupti  existence  one  long  joy, 
disease  upon  the  frame,  or  sin 

heart,  or  weariness  of  life ; 
er  quench'd,  and  age  unknown, 
1  unfear'd ;  while  fresh  and  fadeless  youth 
the  light  from  God's  near  throne  of  love  ? 
rour  lips,  ye  wonderful  and  fair ! 
•eak !  the  mysteries  of  those  living  worlds 

No  language  ?     Everlasting  light 
listing  silence  1     Tet  the  eye 
>  and  understand.    The  hand  of  God 


Has  written  legibly  what  man  may  know, 
Thk  olort  of  the  Maker.    There  it  stdnes, 
Inefiable,  unchangeable ;  and  man. 
Bound  to  the  surface  of  this  pigmy  globe, 
May  know  and  ask  no  more.    In  other  days, 
When  death  shall  give  the  encumber'd  spirit  wings, 
Its  range  shall  be  extended ;  it  shall  roam, 
Perchance,  among  those  vast,  mysterious  spheres. 
Shall  pass  from  orb  to  orb,  and  dwell  in  each, 
Famihar  with  its  children ;  learn  their  laws, 
And  share  their  state,  and  study  and  adore 
The  infinite  varieties  of  bliss 
And  beauty,  by  the  hand  of  Power  divine 
Lavished  on  all  its  works.    Eternity 
Shall  thus  roll  on  with  ever  fresh  delight; 
No  pause  of  pleasure  or  improvement ;  world 
On  world  still  opening  to  the  instructed  mind 
An  unexhausted  universe,  and  time 
But  adding  to  its  glories.    While  the  soul. 
Advancing  ever  to  the  Source  of  light 
And  all  perfection,  lives,  adores,  and  reigni 
In  cloudless  knowledge,  purity,  and  bliss. 


SEASONS  OF  PRAYER. 

To  prayer,  to  prayer ; — for  the  morning  breaks, 
And  earth  in  her  Maker's  smile  awakes. 
His  light  is  on  all  below  and  above. 
The  light  of  gladness,  and  life,  and  love. 
O,  then,  on  the  breath  of  this  early  air. 
Send  up  the  incense  of  grateful  prayer. 

To  prayer ; — for  the  glorious  sun  is  gone, 
And  the  gathering  darkness  of  night  comes  on. 
Like  a  curtain  fix)m  God's  kind  hand  it  flows, 
To  shade  the  .couch  where  his  children  repose. 
Then  kneel,  while  the  watching  stars  are  bright. 
And  give  your  last  thoughts  to  the  Guardian  of 
night. 

To  prayer ; — .for  the  day  that  God  has  bless*d 
Comes  tranquilly  on  with  its  welcome  rest 
It  speaks  of  creation's  early  bloom ; 
It  speaks  of  the  Prince  who  burst  the  tomb. 
Then  summon  the  spirit's  exalted  powers, 
And  devote  to  Heaven  the  hallow 'd  hours. 

There  are  smiles  and  tears  in  the  mother's  eyes, 

For  her  new-born  infant  beside  her  lies. 

O,  hour  of  bliss !  when  the  heart  o'erflows 

With  rapture  a  mother  only  knows. 

Let  it  gush  forth  in  words  of  fervent  prayer ; 

Let  it  swell  up  to  heaven  for  her  precious  care. 

There  are  smiles  and  tears  in  that  gathering  band. 
Where  the  heart  is  pledged  with  the  trembling  hand. 
What  trying  thoughts  in  her  bosom  swell. 
As  the  bride  bids  parents  and  home  farewell ! 
Kneel  down  by  the  side  of  the  tearful  fair. 
And  strengthen  the  perilous  hour  with  prayer 

Kneel  down  by  the  dying  sinner's  side. 
And  pray  for  his  soul  through  Him  who  died. 
Large  drops  of  anguish  are  thick  on  his  brow — 
O,  what  is  earth  and  its  pleasures  now ! 
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And  what  ahall  uwuage  hu  dark  despair. 
But  the  penitcQt  cry  of  humble  prayer ! 

Knrel  down  at  the  couch  of  departing  faith. 
And  hear  the  la«t  words  the  belierer  aaith. 
He  has  bidden  adieu  to  his  earthly  friends ; 
There  is  peace  in  his  eye  that  upward  bends; 
There  is  peace  in  his  calm,  confiding  air ; 
For  liis  last  thoughts  are  (joD's,his  last  words  prayer. 

The  voice  of  prayer  at  the  sable  bier ! 

A  voice  to  fiUHtain,  to  soothe,  and  to  cheer. 

It  commendrt  the  spirit  to  God  who  gave ; 

It  lifbi  the  tboughu  from  the  cold,  dark  grave ; 

It  poiiitjt  to  the  t^lory  where  he  shall  reign. 

Who  whiH|)er*d,  "  Thy  brother  shall  rise  again**' 

The  voice  of  prayer  in  the  world  of  bliss ! 
But  gladder,  purrr,  than  rose  from  this. 
I'hc  ninM>inM  Hhout  to  their  glorious  King, 
Where  no  Morrow  Hhades  the  soul  as  they  sing; 
But  a  MiiU^KM  ami  joyous  song  they  raine; 
And  their  voiiv  of  prayer  is  eternal  praise. 

Awake,  awiike.  and  gird  up  thy  strength 

To  join  tliHt  holy  iNind  at  lentrth. 

To  htm  who  uiiceoKing  1o\t  displaya, 

Whom  the  p(»werii  of  nature  unceasingly  praise, 

To  Him  thy  heart  and  thy  hours  be  given; 

For  a  life  of  prayer  is  the  life  of  heaven. 


THE  VISION  OF  LIBERTY.* 


The  evening  heavens  were  calm  and  bright; 

No  dimne>4  n^ted  on  the  glittering  light    Thigh; 
That  ttparkled  from  that  wildemcas  of  worltU  on 

Those  distant  nuns  bumM  on  in  quiet  ray ; 

The  placid  pin  nets  held  their  modest  way : 
And  silence  mi^nM  profound  o*er  earth,  and  aeft, 
and  sky. 

0  wlut  an  hour  for  loAy  thought ! 
My  npirit  Imnrd  within ;  I  caught 

A  hitly  iuhpirdtiiMi  from  the  hour. 

Around  nie  man  and  nature  slept ; 

Alone  my  solemn  watch  I  kept. 
Till  morning  d.iwird,aml  sleep  resumed  her  power. 

A  vinion  pii«M  upon  my  soul. 
I  still  wai  miriii?  up  to  heaven. 
As  in  the  e»rlv  hours  of  even; 

1  still  liehelil  the  planets  roll. 
And  all  thoM*  nmiitleMi  sons  of  light 

Flame  from  the  hroad  blue  arch,  and  guide  the 
moonless  nighL 

Mlien.  lo,  upiin  the  plain. 

Ju<t  whert>  it  hkirts  the  swelling  main, 

A  maA*i%e  ca<«tle,  far  anil  high. 

In  towering  s:randeur  broke  upon  my  eye. 
Pn>u<I  in  it!*  ^trensth  and  years,  the  ponderous  pile 

Fluns  up  its  time^lefying  towers ; 
Its  lofty  irates  «<*em*d  scornfully  to  smile 

At  vain  astiault  of  human  powers. 
And  threats  and  arms  deride. 
Its  gunreous  carvings  of  heraldric  pride 

•  Fnim  s  pwin  delivered  befors  Uto  Phi  BcU  Kappa 
Boctcty,  SI  Csaarrldfs,  la  IMS. 
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In  giant  masses  grMcd  th«  walk  afaovt. 
And  dungeons  yawn*d  below. 

Yet  ivy  there  and  moaa  thai 
Grave,  ailent  chnmiclerv  of  tioie'e 


Bursting  on  my  steadfast  gate, 

See,  within,  a  sudden  blaie ! 
80  small  at  fino,  the  iephyr*s  sligfateal  flwrO, 

That  scarcely  stirs  the  pinMree  top, 

Nor  makes  the  wtther'd  leaf  to  (bop, 
The  feeble  fluttering  of  that  flaoic  would  ^ndL 

But  soon  it  spread- 
Waving,  rushing,  fierce,  and  ifd— 
From  wall  to  wall,  from  tower  to  tower. 
Raging  with  n^sistless  power; 

Till  every  ferment  pillar  glow'd. 

And  every  stone  seem*d  buminf  coal. 

Instinct  with  lining  heat,  that  fluw*d 

Like  streaming  radiance  from  the  kindled  poliL 

Beautiful,  fearful,  grand, 

Hilrnt  as  death.  I  saw  the  fiibrie^gand. 

At  length  a  crackling  sound  hegwi  s 

From  aide  to  iiide,  throughout  tho  pile  it  fan ; 

And  louder  yet  and  loader  grew, 

Till  now  in  rattling  thunder<*peob  it  gno; 

Huge  shiverM  fragments  from  the  piUan  bt«k% 

Like  fiery  sparkles  from  the  anviTs  stroke. 

The  shatter *d  wmlls  were  lent  and  riven. 

And  piecemeal  driven 

IJke  blazing  comets  through  tho  tioulited  ilcy. 

*T  is  done ;  what  centuries  had  laar'd, 

In  quick  ei plosion  disappear*d. 
Nor  even  its  ruina  met  my 

But  in  their  place — 

Bright  with  more  than  homan 
Robed  in  more  than  mortal  aeeming. 

Radiant  glonb'  in  her  (are. 
And  erea  with  heaven's  own 

• 

Rose  a  fiur.  majestic  form. 

As  the  mild  rainbow  from  the 

I  mark*d  her' smile,  I  knew  her  ere; 

And  when,  with  gesture  of 

8he  wave«l  aloft  the  cap-crow n'd 
Mt  alumbers  fled  mid  shouts  of  •• 


^ 


Read  ye  the  dream  T  and  know  ye 
How  truly  it  unlocked  the  worU  of  & 

Went  not  the  flame  from  this  illoilfioaa 
And  spreaiN  it  not.  and  buma  in  cvcrj 

And  when  their  old  ami  cumbrmia 
Fiird  with  this  spirit,  glow  in< 
Vainlv  thev  rvar'd  their  impoCrat 

The  faliric  falU ! 

That  fervent  enervy  must  spread. 

Till  despotism**  towera  ha  ovarthrowa 

And  in  their  <t«*ad, 
Libertv  stands  alone ! 

Hasten  the  tlay,  just  Heaven ! 

Acromplish  thy  d««ign ; 
And  IH  the  blesMng*  thon  bait  IMj 

Freely  on  all  men  ahino ; 
Till  equal  rights  be  cqnaUy  cnjojM 
And  human  power  for  h 
Till  law,  and  not  the  aovenifn,  rala 
And  peace  and  ▼irtno  nndiaptid 
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[BarB,  1794    Dwd,  IVt.} 


ton  of  Carlos  Wilcox  were  among 
jprants  to  New  England.  His  father 
ible  farmer  at  Newport,  New  Hamp- 
the  poet  was  bom,  on  the  twenty- 
October,  1794.  When  he  was  about 
I,  his  parents  removed  to  Orwell,  in 
d  there,  a  few  years  afterward,  he  ac- 
ired  himself  with  an  axe ;  the  wound, 
are  or  skill,  was  not  healed ;  it  was  a 
;ring  for  a  long  period,  and  of  lame- 
tiis  life ;  it  made  him  a  minister  of 
1  poet. 

that  this  accident  and  its  conse- 
ted  him  for  agricultural  pursuits,  his 
t^ed  to  give  him  a  liberal  education, 
ore,  he  was  thirteen  years  old,  he  was 
demy  at  Castlcton ;  and  when  fifteen, 
at  Middlebury.  Here  he  became  re- 
determined to  study  theology.  He 
«ct  of  the  officers,  and  of  his  asso- 

mildness  of  his  temper,  the  gravity 
*s,  and  the  manliness  of  his  conduct; 
listinguished  for  his  attainments  in 
!  polite  letters. 

iduated  in  1813;  and  afler  spending 
I  with  a  maternal  uncle,  in  Georg^ia, 
le  theological  school  at  Andover,  in 
>.  He  had  not  been  there  long  when 
tssmates  died,  and  he  was  chosen  by 
t  pronounce  a  funeral  oration.  The 
ent  was  loved  by  all  for  his  excellent 
;  by  none  more  than  by  Wilcox  ; 
erness  of  feeling,  and  the  purity  of 
characterized  his  eulogy,  established 
1  for  genius  and  eloquence  in  the 

id  at  this  time  few  associates ;  he  was 
man ;  "  I  walk  my  room,"  he  remarks, 
letters,  «with  my  hands  clasped  in 

my  eyes  streaming  with  tears ;"  he 
bat  his  mind  was  unstrung,  relaxed 
1  the  power  of  reaction ;  that  he  had 
>1  of  his  thoughts  and  afiections,  and 
sive  slave  of  circumstances ;  "  I  feel 

he  says,  *<  in  despairing  listlcssness, 
!  current  in  all  its  windings,  without 
raise  my  head  to  see  where  I  am,  or 
;oing ;  the  roaring  of  a  cataract  before 
;her  lull  me  to  a  deeper  sleep  than 
n  effort  to  escape  destruction."  His 
Te  apparent  to  his  friends,  among 
were  givings-out  concerning  an  un- 
on,  or  the  faithlessness  of  one  whose 
en  pledged  to  him ;  and  he  himself 
wme  who  were  his  confidants,  troubles 
kind :  he  was  indebted  to  the  college 
I  other  ways  embarrassed.  Whatever 
an  the  cause,  all  perceived  that  there 
19 


was  something  preying  on  hia  mind ;  that  he  was 
ever  in  dejection. 

As  time  wore  on,  he  became  more  cheerful ;  he 
finished  the  regular  course  of  theological  studies, 
in  1817,  and  in  the  following  spring  returned  to 
Vermont,  where  he  remained  a  year.  In  this  period 
he  began  the  poem,  in  which  he  has  sung 

^Of  true  Benevolence,  Its  charms  divine, 
With  other  motives  to  call  forth  its  power, 
And  its  gnnd  triomphs." 

In  1819,  WiLGox  began  t<\ preach;  and  his  pro 
fessional  labours  were  constant,  for  a  year,  at  the 
end  of  which  time  his  health  failed,  and  he  ao 
cepted  an  invitation  from  a  fnend  at  Salisbury,  in 
Connecticut,  to  reside  at  his  house.  Here  he  re- 
mained nearly  two  yean,  reading  his  favourite 
authors,  and  composing  "The  Age  of  Benevo- 
lence." The  first  book  was  published  at  New 
Haven,  in  1822;  it  was  &vourably  received  by  the 
journals  and  by  the  public  He  intended  to  com- 
plete the  poem  in  five  books ;  the  second,  third, 
and  fourth,  were  left  by  him  when  he  died,  ready 
for  the  press;  but,  for  some  reason,  only  brief  frag- 
ments of  them  have  been  printed. 

During  the  summer  of  1824,  Wilcox  devoted 
his  leisure  hours  to  the  composition  of  *<  The  Re- 
ligion of  Taste,"  a  poem  which  he  pronounced 
before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Yale  College ; 
and  in  the  following  winter  he  was  ordained  as 
minister  of  the  North  Congregational  Church,  in 
Hartford.  He  soon  obtained  a  high  reputation  for 
eloquence ;  his  sermons  were  long,  prepared  with 
great  care,  and  delivered  with  deep  feeling.  His 
labours  were  too  arduous ;  his  health  rapidly  de- 
clined; and  in  the  summer. of  1825,  he  sought 
relief  in  relaxation  and  traveL  He  visited  New 
York,  Philadelphia,  the  springs  of  Saratoga,  and, 
for  the  last  time,  his  home  in  Vermont.  In  the 
autumn  he  returned  to  his  parish,  where  he  re- 
mained until  the  spring,  when,  finding  himself 
unable  to  perform  the  duties  of  his  office,  he  sent 
to  the  government  of  the  church  his  resignation. 
It  was  reluctantly  accepted,  for  he  had  endeared 
himself,  as  a  minister  and  a  man,  to  all  who  knew 
him.  The  summer  of  1826  was  passed  at  New- 
port, Rhode  Island,  in  the  hope  that  the  sea-breeze 
and  bathing  in  the  surf  would  restore  his  health. 
He  was  disappointed ;  and  in  September,  he  visited 
the  White  Mountains,  in  New  Hampshire,  and 
afterward  went  to  Boston,  where  he  remained  se- 
veral weeks.  Finally,  near  the  end  of  December, 
he  received  an  invitation  to  preach  in  Danbury,  in 
Connecticut.  He  went  immediately  to  his  new 
parish,  and  during  the  winter  discharged  the  duties 
of  his  profession  regularly.  But  as  the  spring 
came  round,  his  strength  fiuled ;  and  on  the  27th 
of  May,  1827,  he  died. 
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There  is  much  merit  in  some  pt— gfi  of  the 
fragroeut  of  the  **  Age  of  Benevolenre.'*  Wilcox 
was  |Mou«,  grntle-hearted,  and  unaflfected  and  re- 
tiring in  hi«  manners.  The  general  character  of 
his  poetry  it  rvligiotu  and  siuoere.    He  was  a 


loTer  of  nature,  and  ha  dcKTibod  nifal 
ioundA  with  singular  cIcameH  and  Bdrliiv.  la  iht 
ethical  and  narrative  parta  of  his  porlM^  he  wm  km 
successful  than  in  the  deacripliTe;  but  mn 
and  aiupUcit>  pcrraded  all  thai  he  wi 


«>»MMMM»*»*»»MM»*«»»*M»^^^»^^>^^i 


SPRING  IN  NEW  ENGLAND.* 

Lo^o  Kwuln  in  drenching  rain,  seeds,  germs,  and 
huds 
Htart  at  th«*  touch  of  vivifying  beams. 
Moviil  liy  thi'ir  iMvret  ft)n"i»,  the  vital  lymph 
DifTiirtive  ninn.  and  sprmiU  oVr  wood  and  field 
A  fltxtd  of  vonlurr.     riolhcil,  in  one  short  week. 
In  nak<*«i  Nature  in  hi'r  full  attire. 
On  thf*  fintt  mom.  licrht  as  an  open  plain 
I«  all  the  wofxllund,  fillM  with  Hunheams,  poar*d 
Through  the  bare  to|w,  on  yollow  leaves  lielow, 
With  stronz  reflection :  on  the  last,  't  iM  dark 
With  full-f;^n>wn  fi>liafl|;e,  shailing  all  within. 
In  one  short  week  the  orrhanl  buds  and  blooms ; 
And  now,  when  str<*pM  in  dew  or  gentle  showers. 
It  yirld«t  the  purest  sweetness  to  the  breexe, 
Or  all  the  traiupiil  atmosphere  perfumes. 
EVn  frotn  the  juiry  leaves  of  sudden  growth. 
And  the  nink  cmw  of  steaming  ground,  the  air, 
PillM  with  a  watery  glimmering,  receives 
A  flrrsteful  smoU,  eihaled  by  warming  rays. 
E:it-h  day  are  heard,  and  almost  every  hour, 
New  not4Mi  to  swell  the  mnnic  of  the  groves. 
And  s«>on  the  latest  of  the  featherM  train 
At  evening  twilii^ht  come ;  the  lonely  snipe, 
0*er  marshy  ficMs,  high  in  the  dusky  air. 
Invisible,  but  with  faint,  tremtdous  tones, 
Hovcrinu  or  playing  oVr  the  listener's  head ; 
And.  in  mid  air,  the  sjtortive  nii;ht-hawk,  seen 
Flyini;  a  while  at  random,  uttcrin?  oft 
A  cheerful  cr\'.  attendtNl  with  a  shake 
Of  level  pinions,  dark,  but  when  uiitumM 
Airainit  the  brightness  of  the  western  sky. 
One  white  plume  xhowiiig  in  the  midst  of 
Then  fir  di>wn  divint;  with  a  hollow  souml ; 
And,  de4*p  at  6r<(t  within  the  distant  wood. 
The  whif>-{MM>r-will.  her  name  her  oidy  s<mg. 
She,  so«in  us  children  from  the  n«ii*v  «pi»rt 
Of  wht>>»pini!.  laughin;.  talkini;  with  all  tones, 
To  hear  the  erhiv*  of  ihr  rmpty  l»am. 
Are  by  her  voire  iliverteil  :ind  held  mute, 
f'omes  to  the  m  irzin  of  the  nt* :ir»^  grove ; 
And  when  the  twilight.  dtvjwnM  into  ni-jht. 
Ct\U  them  within.  c|ih«*  to  the  hou^i*  nhe  comes, 
.\nd  on  its  dark  sidi*.  h:iply  on  thi*  ilrp 
Of  unfrtNpientei!  doi»r  lighting  iin^wn. 
Breaks  into  strains  articulate  ami  rleAr. 
The  cIo*ing  sometimes  qui<-k<*nM.  as  in  sport. 
Now.  animate  throughout,  from  morn  to  eve 
All  harmonv.  activity,  an«I  iov. 
Is  lovely  Nature,  as  in  her  ble«M*d  fmme. 
The  robin  to  the  garden  or  green  yani. 


I 


h. 


*  Tht*  snil  ihf  fnnr  (tillnwliif  eilraru  mn  t^m  "The 
Affv  of  BcDevulrncc.** 


Close  to  the  door,  rrpaiis  to 

Within  her  wonteil  tree ;  and  at  her  wotk 

Beems  doubly  busy  for  her  past  delay. 

Along  the  surface  of  the  winding  strraiB, 

Pursuing  every  turn,  gay  swallows  skim. 

Or  round  the  bi>rderB  of  the  spaciooa  lawn 

Fly  in  refieated  circles,  rising  o*er 

Hillock  and  fence  with  motion  serpentine. 

Easy,  afwl  light     One  snatches  from  Ibe  giuund 

A  downy  feather,  and  then  upwanl  sptima^ 

Followed  by  others,  but  oft  drops  it  soon. 

In  playful  mood,  or  from  too  slisrhl  a  hold. 

When  all  at  once  dart  at  the  falhnff  prisr. 

The  flippant  blackbird,  with  liyht  yellow  cfoini. 

HanflTs  flutt4>rinff  in  the  air,  and  chati«>r«  thick 

Till  her  breath  fails,  when,  heeakinv  nfll  shr  drnps 

On  the  next  tree,  and  on  its  hirhesi  limh 

Or  some  tall  flag,  and  gently  rockinff,  aita. 

Her  strain  repeating*     With  sonorous 

Of  every  tone,  mii'd  in  confuiq«m 

All  chanteil  in  the  fulness  of  delight. 

The  forest  ring* :  where,  far  around 

With  bushy  sides,  am)  cover'd  hivh  above 

With  foliage  thick,  supported  by  hare  tranki^ 

Like  pillam  rising  to  support  a  roof. 

It  seems  a  temple  vast,  the  spare  within 

Rincs  lou<l  and  clear  with  thrilling  melody. 

Apart,  but  near  the  choir,  with  voice  disi^Kt» 

The  merry  mocking-bird  tofrther  links 

In  one  continued  song  their  diflerrnt  note^ 

Adding  new  life  ami  sweetnev  to  them  alL 

Hill  under  shrubs,  the  squirrel,  that  in 

Frequents  the  stony  wall  and  briery 

Here  chin*s  «o  shrill,  that  human  fert 

rnheanl  till  just  ufion  him.  when,  with 

Sudilen  and  liharp.  he  darls  to  his  refrent 

Beneath  the  mosiy  hillock  or  aged  tree; 

But  oft  a  moment  after  rrappeai^ 

First  fieepinr  out.  thf*n  startinv  forth  at 

With  a  conmgeotis  air.  yet  in  his  pranks 

Keeping  a  wat«*hful  eye.  nor  venturing  fa 

Till  left  unbectleil.     In  rank  pasfnrra 

Hinelv  and  mntetv.  the  cnntenteil  herd ; 

Anil  on  the  uplaml  Mugh  the  peacrfiil 

Rejanllps*  of  the  fn»'ic  lambs,  that. 

Beside  them,  ami  »s^«*fr  their  fa 

With  manv  an  antic  leap  and  butting 

Try  to  firovoke  th**m  to  imile  in  sport. 

Or  grant  a  loitk.  till  tireil  of  vain  attrvpl 

When,  gsihenng  in  one  cumpany  apart. 

All  vigour  and  delight,  away  they  rm, 

Btraight  to  the  utmoit  comer  of  the 

"Hie  fence  be«i«Ie ;  then,  wheetinv.  dissf 

In  some  small  sandy  pit.  then  rise  to  vifW| 

Or  crowd  toiref  her  up  the  heap  of  laiik 

Aronnd  some  nptom'd  root  of  fcllsn  IniL 
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»p  a  trembling  moment  stand, 

distant  flock  at  onoe  return. 

by  the  general  joy, 

r  prospect  of  a  fruitful  year, 

t,  with  light  heart  and  nimble  step, 

iirsues,  as  it  were  pastime  sweet. 

a  cheering  word,  his  willing  team 
fresh,  he  hastens  to  the  field 
g  lose  its  coolness ;  but  at  eve, 
in'd  from  the  plough  and  homeward 
*d, 

slow  and  silent,  stopping  oft 
e  daily  growth  of  tender  grain 
ws  of  deep  verdure,  or  to  view 
d  flock  and  herd,  of  their  own  will 

for  the  night  by  various  paths, 
N  freely  sporting  with  the  young, 
g  with  uncouth  attempts  at  sport 


A  SUMMER  NOON. 


T  noon,  not  in  the  summer's  prime, 
I  fresh  with  life,  and  youth,  and  bloom, 
s  close,  when  vegetation  stops, 
[nature  stand  ripening  in  the  sun, 
1  enervates  with  its  thousand  charms, 
>f  silence  and  of  rest, 
;holy  mind.     The  fields  are  still ; 
idman  has  gone  to  his  repast, 
lartaken,  on  the  coolest  side 
le,  reclines  in  sweet  repose. 
)  shaded  stream  the  cattle  stand, 
beside  the  fence,  with  heads  all  prone, 
g  quick.     The  fields,  for  harvest  ripe, 
bend  in  smooth  and  graceful  waves, 

their  motion,  dim  and  bright  by  turns, 
ne  seems  to  move ;  nor  e'en  a  breath 
>ng  the  surface  with  a  shade 
d  thin,  like  that  of  flying  smoke, 
r  stalks  their  heavy  bended  heads 
motionless  as  oaks  their  tops. 

woods  the  topmost  leaves  are  still ; 
ild  poplar  leaves,  that,  pendent  hung 
lastic,  quiver  at  a  breath, 

general  calm.     The  thistle  down, 
ftnd  thick,  by  gazing  up  beside 
ng  object,  in  a  silver  shower 
'n,  and  slower  than  the  slowest  snow, 
[1  the  sleepy  atmosphere  descends ; 

it  lights,  though  on  the  steepest  roofi 
:  spire  of  grass,  remains  unmoved. 

fleece,  as  dense  and  as  distinct 
esplcndent  sky,  a  single  cloud, 
:  bosom  of  the  air  bccalra'd, 
le  shadow,  as  distinct  and  still, 
e  plain,  or  sunny  mountain's  side ; 
K>lish'd  mirror  of  the  lake, 
fie  deep  reflected  sky  appears 
hlirae  immensity  below, 
d  nor  motion  of  a  living  thing 
ss  breaks,  but  such  as  serve  to  soothe, 
le  soul  to  feel  the  stillness  more, 
r-hammcr  by  the  way-side  picks, 
B  thistle's  seed ;  but  in  her  flight, 


So  smoothly  serpentine,  her  wingi  oatipread 
To  rise  a  little,  closed  to  fall  as  far, 
Moving  like  sea-fowl  o'er  the  heaving  warea, 
With  each  new  impulse  chimes  a  feeble  nota. 
The  russet  grasshopper  at  times  is  heard. 
Snapping  his  many  wings,  as  half  he  flies. 
Half-hovers  in  the  air.     Where  strikes  the  sun. 
With  sultriest  beams,  upon  the  sandy  plain, 
Or  stony  mount,  or  in  the  close,  deep  vale. 
The  harmless  locust  of  this  western  clime, 
At  intervals,  amid  the  leaves  unseen. 
Is  heard  to  sing  with  one  unbroken  sound. 
As  with  a  long-drawn  breath,  beginning  low, 
And  rising  to  the  midst  with  shriller  swell, 
Then  in  low  cadence  dying  all  away. 
Beside  the  stream,  collected  in  a  flock, 
The  noiseless  butterflies,  though  on  the  ground, 
Continue  still  to  wave  their  open  fans 
Powder'd  with  gold ;  while  on  the  jutting  twigs 
The  spmdling  insects  that  firequent  the  banks 
Rest,  with  their  thin,  transparent  wings  outspread 
As  when  they  fly.     Ofltimes,  though  seldom  seen, 
The  cuckoo,  that  in  summer  haunts  our  groves», 
Is  heard  to  moan,  as  if  at  every  breath 
Panting  aloud.     The  hawk,  in  mid-air  high. 
On  his  broad  pinions  sailing  round  and  round, 
With  not  a  flutter,  or  but  now  and  then. 
As  if  his  trembling  balance  to  regain,  , 

Utters  a  single  scream,  but  fiedntly  heard. 
And  all  again  is  stilL 


SEPTEMBER. 


The  sultry  summer  past,  September  come^ 
Sofl  twilight  of  the  slow-declining  year. 
All  mildness,  soothing  loneliness,  and  peace ; 
The  &ding  season  ere  the  falling  come, 
More  sober  than  the  buxom,  blooming  May, 
And  therefore  less  the  favourite  of  the  world, 
But  dearest  month  of  all  to  pensive  minds. 
'Tis  now  far  spent ;  and  the  meridian  sun, 
Most  sweetly  smiling  with  attemper'd  beams. 
Sheds  gently  down  a  mild  and  grateful  warmth. 
Beneath  its  yellow  lustre,  groves  and  woods, 
Checker'd  by  one  night's  frost  with  various  hues. 
While  yet  no  wind  has  swept  a  leaf  away, 
Shine  doubly  rich.     It  were  a  sad  delight 
Down  the  smooth  stream  to  glide,  and  sre  it  tinged 
Upon  each  brink  with  all  the  gorgeous  hues. 
The  yellow,  red,  or  purple  of  the  trees 
That,  singly,  or  in  tuAs,  or  forests  thick 
Adorn  the  shores ;  to  see,  perhaps,  the  side 
Of  some  high  mount  reflected  far  below, 
With  its  bright  colours,  intermix'd  with  spots 
Of  darker  green.     Tea,  it  were  sweetly  sad 
To  wander  in  the  open  fields,  and  hear, 
E'en  at  this  hour,  the  noonday  hardly  past. 
The  lulling  insects  of  the  summer's  night ; 
To  hear,  where  lately  buzzing  swarms  were  heard, 
A  lonely  bee  long  roving  here  and  there 
To  find  a  single  flower,  but  all  in  vain ; 
Then  rising  quick,  and  with  a  louder  hum, 
In  widening  circles  round  and  round  hia  head. 
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Atnight  hy  ^  Ustener  fiyinf  t^mr  awmy, 

Ai  if  to  \nd  the  fields  a  iMt  adiea ; 

To  hear,  within  the  woodland*!  tunny  aide, 

Ijftte  full  of  muair,  nothing  nve,  pcrhapa. 

The  sound  of  nutahelU,  by  the  aquirrd  dropp'd 

From  some  tall  beech,  fast  fiilling  through  the  leavea. 


SUNSET  IN  SEPTEMBER/ 


Thk  sun  now  rrsts  upon  the  mountain  tops — 
Bi'inuM  to  sink  behind — is  hulf  cimrralM — 
And  now  is  gone:  the  last  fuint,  twinkling  beam 
Ih  cut  in  twain  bj  the  sharp  risinK  ridge. 
^^v\«'l•t  to  the  {jensivv  is  dcimrtiiig  day, 
^^'ll<>ll  unly  one  small  cloud,  m  still  and  thin, 
S<i  thoroughly  imbu«^l  witli  ainlier  light. 
And  M>  trans|»arent.  that  it  H«Tins  a  fpot 
Of  briifhtiT  sky,  bi'vond  the  farthest  mount. 
Hangs  o*er  the  hiddrn  orb;  or  \«lu>rt'  a  few 
Ijont{.  narrow  strifies  o(  d«'ns«.>r,  darker  Kraio, 
A I  «*ar}i  end  i»harpenM  to  a  uti'tlle's  |»oint, 
AVith  i^>lden  lK>nlenMoinetimeH  strdiKbt  and  smooth. 
And  wMiietimos  crinkhng  like  the  lightning  stream, 
A  hiilf-hour*s  spare  alwve  the  mountain  lie ; 
Or  i»hen  the  whole  consolidated  niass. 
That  only  tbreaten'd  rain,  is  t»roken  up 
Into  a  thousaiul  parts,  and  yet  is  one, 
One  at  the  ocean  broken  into  wa^es; 
And  all  its  sfionivy  inurtii,  imbibin;;  deep 
The  {ut»iftt  effulgence,  seem  like  fleec«*s  dyed 


l! 


*  Kvrri  perMin,  who  hts  wiinrsi^d  ih**  sptriMjuur  of 
Ibc  >uniiift  srirnrry  lit  AndnVer,  w  ill  rvfognisc  w  nh  drli^'lil 
Itii'  /'fd/  as  n-i-ll  as  Kcneril  truth  and  b-'aiily  nf  ibts  di*- 
»rri;iii'in.  Thfrr  b  not,  perh«(i«.  In  Nrw  Cnc1and,s  tpm 
«  h*  r*'  the  tun  rm^  down,  »f  a  rl>-ar  *iimmrr*s  evrninf, 
amid*!  so  much  rrandvur  r«>fli*>'tfd  iiv«>r  earth  aod  sky. 
In  the  winter  srason,  t<io.  It  is  a  most  masnlAcrnl  and 
imprpMiw  scene.  The  great  eitent  of  ilie  landccape; 
the  nitu.itMn  of  Uie  hill,  on  the  hfi.td.  I*  «el  siiuiniit  of 
«hirh  «l.ind  th**  buildiricanf  th**  Th>-ii|iisi>il  Institution; 
the  vast  am|ihhheatre  of  luiuriint  fiirest  and  tlrld,  which 
riiiep  frum  It*  Ka<e,  and  «Wfllii  away  intu  the  hi^avens; 
the  pprfert  outline  of  the  horicnn ;  the  noli|<  range  of 
blue  OHiiintains  in  the  barhsround,  that  •eem  to  retire 
one  bet  Olid  a  mil  her  almi-at  tti  In  finite  dutance  ;  titg^thcr 
with  the  uiieiiiritent  «-&|un«r  of  %\\  viwi'ilr  at  nnr^  fruiB 
the  elf'\dt*'d  n»i»t,-  th»  •••  ff-inirea  runvtiint^  it  all  iinH^ 
a  #r^nr  on  whKh  the  loTi»r  of  niture  ran  n«'Ter  hr  weary 
wiihgirinc.  Uhen  the  sun  ff<M*ii  dnwn,  it  i«  4II  la  a  blase 
wilh  hi*  *]i*M>riMting  gUiry  The  suntri  u  the  nmat  pvt- 
f«4llv  brjutiful  when  an  .tArrnoim  •!!••» pf  h.i«  Ju«t  pre- 
redi-il  It  1  he  fi>rgeoiis  rluudt  r<>II  aw  x>  iikv  m •«••■«  of 
amhrr  The  shy,  i|im«>  ifi  ili^  hi>rryon.  !■  a  «^a  of  the 
rKhfkt  piirpl**  The  aertinc  tun  vhin*-*  thr>i«ith  the  nilvl, 
whirh  n«e«  fVitm  the  net  forert  and  iiirad'iM,  and  rtwkes 
lh<*  rluitered  fdiage  appear  inrfwted  with  a  hrilliani 
golden  transparency  Nearer  tn  the  p)«-.  the  trees  and 
•hrubii  are  s^rkling  with  fre«h  riin-ilrn[i«.  an«t  over  the 
whole  Mrrne,  tlie  parting  rays  of  ■iinMrdt  Imirr  with  a 
vi-lliiw  glram,  aslf  relurlantiopaMriitiri-l)  away.  Then 
come  i|i#  varying  tints  of  twHighi.  "fiding,  still  fading,** 
till  the  Btsrs  sre  uat  In  their  beauty,  and  a  rUiudless  night 
reigna,  with  lis  silence,  sliaili>wt,  and  rr|Hwe.  In  the 
■uiiiiiii  r,  Andover  rombiaes  alatiwt  every  thing  tn  rharm 
and  t!.-«aTr  the  feetipga  of  the  •imtent  In  winter,  iIm 
niinhwratrrn  bli«i«,  thai  sweep  freah  from  the  snow* 
binks  on  the  ft  rand  Monadnnrk.make  the  invalid,  at  leasi, 
sigh  fur  a  more  congeatal  rlimau— lev.  G  B  ('HcirTni 


I 


Deep  searleC,  saf&tm  light,  or 
As  they  are  thick  or  thiii,  or 
All  fiiding  soon  as  lower  sinks  the  •••, 
Till  twilight  end.     But  now 
To  me  most  beautiful  of  all. 
The  sky.  without  the  shadow  of  a  dottd, 
Throuffhout  the  west,  is  kindled  to  %  glow 
Ho  bright  sud  bnuil,  it  gbres  apoo  the  era. 
Not  daizlhig,  but  dilating  with  eahn 
Its  power  of  virion  to  admit  the  whole. 
Below,  *ti>«  nil  of  richot  orange  dye, 
Midway,  the  blushing  of  the  mellow 
PaiiitM  not,  but  tinffi*s  the  etherral  deep ; 
And  here,  in  thi*  most  bi\rly  rrgion. 
With  add«-d  lovelinesa,  the  r^ening-star. 
Above,  the  fainter  purple  slomly  CMlea, 
Till  chaniretl  into  the  azure  of  mid-heo' 

Along  the  le\rl  ridge,  o*er  tchich  tbo  sub 
Desc«>nde<i,  in  a  ein;;Ie  row  arraii;;ed. 
As  if  thus  jilantnl  by  the  h^iil  of  art, 
Maj<>i*tii*  piiicf  Nhi»ot  up  into  the  sky. 
And  ill  iiA  fluid  ^o!d  seem  half-ilins^ihed. 
rpon  a  ntMirer  p*ak,  a  cluster  stands 
With  ehafts  cn'ct,  and  \o\tn  converged  to  oaiw 
A  stately  colonnade,  with  vrrdant  roof; 
l'(Nin  a  nearer  titill,  a  single  tree. 
With  shapely  form,  loi>ks  lieautiful  al 
While,  firther  northward,  through  a  ns! 
^oop'd  in  the  hither  ran;?',  a  single 
Beyond  the  rest,  of  finer  suioothiieas 
And  of  a  softer,  more  etlu'real  blue, 
A  pyramid  of  polishM  sap^ire  huilL 

But  now  the  twilight  ininvles  into 
The  various  mountains ;  levels  to  a  plaia 
This  nearer,  lower  landscajH*,  dark  with 
Wherr  c\ery  oI>jtvt  to  my  sight  prraenta 
Its  shaded  side ;  while  herr  upon  theM« 
And  in  that  eaiiteni  w(vnI.  \i\tM\  the  tnmkB 
I'lider  thick  foliase,  refi<Ttive  shows 
Its  vellow  luttrr.     How  distinct  the  lino 
Of  the  horizon,  parting  heaven  and  earth! 


SUMMER  EVENING  UOIITXINO. 


FiM  off  anil  low 
In  the  horizon.  fn»?n  a  sultry  cimid. 
Where  «U*e|M  in  embryo  tlw  niiilnitcht 
Tlie  silent  li:;htninir  sleams  in  fitful 
Illumes  the  si>liil  masa,  revralinsr  thus 
Its  darker  fniirmmis.  and  its  ranrnl  veii^ ; 
i  >r  if  the  biijiier  fuiiry  si»  ciMicfiw 
Of  its  fanlafttir  fonn*.  n-^ealine  thus 
Its  kI<**"ii>  ca\em«.  nigirevl  »iile»  snd  tnpo 
With  lieetlinx  cliiTi  eroie«i)ue.     But  not  m 
The  distant  flai^be*  xlram  as  to  eflfaee 
The  windttw's  iniatre.  on  the  fl<ior  impn«*4 
By  the  dim  crr^cmt ;  or  outshines  the  bghl 
<  *ast  from  the  n^im  ufMin  the  tiers  hud  by. 
If  haply,  to  illume  a  nioonleaa  nisht. 
The  lichtetl  taper  shine ;  though  lit  In  Tiii^ 
To  waste  aw,iy  unused,  and  from  abcood 
Distinctly  through  the  open  windmv  wi^ 
Lone,  pale,  and  still  as  a  sepulrhni  lunpb 
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THE  CASTLE  OF  IMAGINATION.* 


JufT  in  the  centre  of  that  wood  wae  leor'd 
Her  castle,  mil  of  maible,  smooth  and  white ; 
Above  the  thick  young  trees,  its  top  appeared 
Among  the  naked  trunks  of  towering  height ; 
And  here  at  morn  and  eve  it  glitter'd  bright, 
As  often  by  the  fiur-off  traveller  seen 
In  level  sunbeams,  or  at  dead  of  night, 
When  the  low  moon  ^ot  in  her  rays  between 
That  wide-spread  roof  and  floor  of  solid  foliage 
green. 

Through  this  wide  interval  the  roving  eye 
From  turrets  proud  might  trace  the  waving  line 
Where  meet  Uie  mountains  green  and  azure  sky. 
And  view  the  deep  when  sun-gilt  billows  shine ; 
Fair  bounds  to  sight,  that  never  thought  confine, 
But  tempt  it  fiur  beyond,  till  by  the  charm 
Of  some  sweet  wood-note  or  some  whispering  pine 
Caird  home  again,  or  by  the  soft  alarm 
Of  Love's  approaching  step,  and  her  encircling  arm. 

Through  Uiis  wide  interval,  the  mountain  side 
Show'd  many  a  sylvan  slope  and  rocky  steep : 
Here  roaring  torrents  in  dark  forests  hide ; 
There  silver  streamlets  rush  to  view,  and  leap 
Unheard  from  lofty  clifis  to  valleys  deep : 
Here  rugged  peaks  look  smooth  in  sunset  glow, 
Along  the  clear  horizon's  western  sweep ; 
There  from  some  eastern  summit  moonbeams  flow 
Along  o'er  level  wood,  &r  down  to  plains  below. 

Now  stretch'd  a  blue,  and  now  a  golden  zone 
Round  that  horizon ;  now  o'er  mountains  proud 
Dim  vapours  rest,  or  bright  ones  move  alone : 
An  ebon  wall,  a  smooth,  portentous  cloud. 
First  muttering  low,  anon  with  thunder  loud. 
Now  rises  quick,  and  brings  a  sweeping  wind 
0*er  all  that  wood  in  waves  before  it  boVd ; 
And  now  a  rainbow,  with  its  top  behind 
A  spangled  veil  of  leaves,  seems  heaven  and  earth 
to  bind. 

Above  the  canopy,  so  thick  and  grreen, 
And  spread  so  high  o'er  that  enchanted  vale, 
Through  scatter'd  openings  oft  were  glimpses  seen 
Of  fleecy  clouds,  that,  llnk'd  tog^her,  sail 
In  moonlight  clear  before  the  gentle  gale : 
Sometimes  a  shooting  meteor  draws  a  glance ; 
Sometimes  a  twinkling  star,  or  planet  pale. 
Long  holds  the  lighted  eye,  as  in  a  trance ; 
And  oft  the  milky-way  gleams  through  the  white 
expanse. 

That  castle's  open  windows,  though  half-hid 
With  flowering  vines,  show'd  many  a  vision  fair : 
A  face  all  bloom,  or  light  young  forms,  that  thrid 
Some  maze  within,  or  lonely  ones  that  wear 
The  garb  of  joy  with  sorrow's  thoughtful  air. 
Oft  caught  the  eye  a  moment :  and  the  sound 
Of  low,  sweet  music  often  issued  there. 
And  by  its  magic  held  the  listener  bound. 
And  seem'd  to  hold  the  winds  and  forests  fiir  around. 


•  This  and  the  two  extracts  which  follow  are  flrooi 
«  The  Religkm  of  Taste." 


Within,  the  queen  of  all,  in  pomp  or  mirth, 
While  glad  attoodants  at  her  glance  unfold 
Their  shining  wings,  and  fly  through  heaven  and 

earth. 
Oft  took  her  throne  of  burning  gems  and  gold, 
Adom'd  with  emblems  that  of  empire  told, 
And  rising  in  the  midst  of  trophies  bright, 
That  bring  her  memory  ftt>m  the  days  of  old, 
And  help  prolong  her  reign,  and  widi  the  fli^t 
Of  every  year  increase  the  wonders  of  her  might 

In  all  her  dwelling,  tales  of  wild  romance, 
Of  terror,  love,  and  mystery  dark  oi  gtij. 
Were  scatter'd  thick  to  catch  the  wandering  glance, 
And  stop  the  dreamer  on  his  unknown  way ; 
There,  too,  was  every  sweet  and  lofty  lay. 
The  sacred,  classic,  and  romantic,  sung 
As  that  enchantress  moved  in  might  or  play ; 
And  there  was  many  a  harp  but  newly  strung, 
Tet  with  its  fearless  notes  the  whole  wide  valley 
rung. 

There,  from  all  lands  and  ages  of  her  &me. 
Were  marble  forms,  array 'd  in  order  due. 
In  groups  and  single,  all  of  proudest  name ; 
In  them  the  high,  the  fttir,  and  tender  grew 
To  life  intense  in  love's  impassion'd  view. 
And  from  each  air  and  feature,  bend  and  swell. 
Each  shapely  neck,  and  lip,  and  forehead  threw 
O'er  each  enamour'd  sense  so  deep  a  spell, 
The  thoughts  but  with  the  past  or  bright  ideal  dwell. 

The  walls  around  told  all  the  pencil's  power ; 
There  proud  creations  of  each  mighty  hand 
Shone  with  their  hues  and  Unes,  as  in  the  hour 
When  the  last  touch  was  given  at  the  command 
Of  the  same  genius  that  at  first  had  plann'd, 
Exulting  in  its  great  and  glowing  thought: 
Bright  scenes  of  peace  and  war,  of  sea  and  land. 
Of  love  and  glory,  to  new  life  were  wrought. 
From  history,  from  fable,  and  from  nature  brought 

With  these  were  others  all  divine,  drawn  all 
From  ground  where  oft,  with  signs  and  accents 

dread. 
The  lonely  prophet  doom'd  to  sudden  fall 
Proud  kings  and  cities,  and  with  gentle  tread 
Bore  life's  quick  triumph  to  the  humble  dead, 
And  where  strong  angels  flew  to  blast  or  save. 
Where  martyr'd  hosts  of  old,  and  youthful  bled, 
And  where  their  mighty  Lord  o'er  land  aUd  wave 
Spread  life  and  peace  till  death,  then  spread  them 

through  the  grave. 

From  these  fix'd  visions  of  the  hallow'd  eye, 
Some  kindling  gleams  of  their  ethereal  glow. 
Would  ofttimes  fall,  as  from  the  opening  sky, 
On  eyes  delighted,  glancing  to  and  fro. 
Or  &isten'd  till  their  orbs  dilated  grow ; 
Then  would  the  proudest  seem  with  joy  to  learn 
Truths  they  had  fear'd  or  felt  ashamed  to  know ; 
The  skeptic  would  believe,  the  lost  return ; 
And  all  the  cold  and  low  would  seem  to  rise  and  bunir 

Theirs  was  devotion  kindled  by  the  vast. 

The  beautiful,  impassion'd,  and  refined ; 

And  in  the  deep  enchantment  o'er  them  cast, 

They  look'd  from  earth,  and  soar'd  above  their  kind 
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To  the  UenM  calm  of  an  abitnctod  nundt 
And  iu  communion  with  thingi  all  iu  own, 
lu  fonna  aublima  and  lovely ;  aa  the  blind. 
Mid  earthly  icenea,  forgotten,  or  unknown. 
Live  in  ideal  worlds,  and  wander  there  alone. 

Such  were  the  lone  enthunianta,  wont  to  dwell 
With  all  whom  that  enchantreie  held  subdued. 
As  in  the  holiest  circle  of  her  spelU 
Where  meaner  spirits  never  dare  intrude, 
They  dwelt  in  calm  ami  silent  solitude, 
Rdpt  in  the  love  of  all  the  high  and  sweet. 
In  thought,  and  art,  and  nature,  and  imbued 
With  its  devotion  to  lifers  inmost  seat. 
As  drawn  from  all  the  charms  which  in  thai  val- 
ley meet. 


ROUSSEAU  AND  COWPER. 


RorssiAr  could  weep^ym,  with  a  heart  of  stone 
The  impious  sophist  could  recline  beside 
The  pure  and  peaceful  lakr,  and  nmse  alone 
On  all  its  loveliness  at  eventide : 
On  its  small  running  waves,  in  purple  dyed 
Beneath  bright  clouds,  or  all  the  glowing  sky. 
On  the  white  sails  that  o*er  its  bosom  glide. 
And  on  aurroumling  mountains  wild  and  high. 
Till  tears  unbidden  gushM  from  his  enchanted  eye. 

But  his  were  not  the  tears  of  feeling  fine. 
Of  grief  or  love ;  at  fancy's  flash  they  flow*d. 
Like  burning  drops  from  some  proud,  lonely  pine, 
By  lio^htning  fired ;  his  heart  with  passion  fftow'd 
Till  it  consumed  his  life,  and  yet  he  show*d 
A  chilUng  coldness  both  to  friend  and  (be. 
As  Etna,  with  its  centre  an  abode 
Of  wasting  fire,  chills  with  the  icy  snow 
Of  all  its  desert  brow  the  living  world  below. 

Was  he  but  justly  wretched  from  his  crimes  t 
Then  why  was  Coweta's  anguish  oA  as  keen. 
With  all  the  heaven-bom  virtue  that  sublimee 
Genius  and  fi<eling.  and  ti>  things  unseen 
Lifts  the  pure  heart  through  clouds  that  roU  be- 
tween 
The  earth  and  skies,  to  darken  human  hope  t 
Or  wherefore  did  thosr  clouds  thus  intervene 
To  render  vain  faith's  liAed  tel«*M-o|)e, 
And  leave  him  in  thick  gloom  his  weary  way  to 
grope? 

He.  too,  could  give  himself  to  musing  deep ; 
By  the  calm  lake  at  evening  he  could  stand. 
Lonely  and  sad.  to  see  the  moonlight  sleep 
On  all  its  breast,  by  not  an  insert  fann*d. 
And  hear  low  voices  on  the  far-off  strand. 
Or  through  the  still  and  dewy  atmosphere 
The  pipe's  soft  tones  waked  by  some  gentle  hand. 
From  fronting  shore  and  woody  idand  near 
In  echoes  quick  retom'd  more  mellow  and  more 
clear. 

Ami  he  could  cherish  wild  and  monmful  dreams. 
In  the  pine  grove,  when  low  the  full  moon  &ir 
Shot  under  lofty  tope  her  level  lieam*, 
Stretching  the  shades  of  trunks  erect  and  bare, 


In  stripea  drawn  parallel  with  mdtr  m^ 
As  of  some  temple  vast  or  coloonafde. 
While  on  gfvcn  turi^  made  amooihwttbovl 
He  wander*d  o*er  its  stripea  of  lifht  and 
And  heard  the  dying  day-bcaew  aB  ftm 
pervade. 


:l 


"Twat  thus  in  nature's  bloom  and 
He  nursed  his  grief  till  nothing  eoaU 
T  was  thus  his  tender  spirit  waa  iobdaad* 
Till  in  life's  toils  it  could  no  n 
Aim!  his  had  been  a  uaeleas  pilgrimage. 
Had  he  Uvn  gifted  with  no  sarred 
To  send  his  thoughts  to  everr  fnlofe 
But  he  is  gone  where  grief  will  not 
Where  beauty  will  not  frde,  and 
lower. 


THE  CURE  OF  .MELANCHOLY. 


Amd  thou,  to  whom  long  wonhipp'd 
No  strength  to  fly  from  grief  or  bear  ita 
Stop  not  to  rail  at  foes  or  fickle  frirnda. 
Nor  set  the  world  at  naught,  nor  spam  aft 
None  seirk  thy  misery,  none  thy  being 
Break  from  thy  former  self,  thy  life  befpn 
I>o  thou  the  giMul  thy  thoughu  oft 
And  thou  shult  feel  the  good  man's  peace 
And  at  thy  dying  day  his  wreath  of  gloij 


With  deeds  of  virtue  to  embalm  his 
He  dies  in  triumph  or  serene  delight ; 
Weaker  and  weaker  grows  hb  mortal 
At  every  breath,  Imt  in  imm'Xtal  might 
His  spirit  ennrs,  prepsring  for  its  flight: 
The  world  recedes  and  failes  like  clooda  ut 
But  heaven  comes  nearer  fiMt,  and 

bright. 
All  intervening  mists  fmr  off  are  driven ; 
The  world  will  vanish  soon,  and  all  wiB 

heaven. 


WouMt»t  thou  from  sorrow  find  a 
Or  ifi  thy  hesrt  o|>|*mis*d  with  wors  nnioM  t 
Balm  wouldst  thtfU  irather  for  corrodiaf  gfiin 
Pour  lileksinss  round  thee  like  a  shower  of  fril: 
T  is  when  the  rose  is  wrtpp'd  in  many  a  Ud 
Close  to  its  h<*art,  the  worm  u  wasting  tfMW 
Its  life  and  beauty ;  not  when,  all  QBrBB"^ 
I#eaf  after  leaf,  its  bowmi  rich  and  Ikif 
Breathes  freely  its  perfumes  throughoat  the  i^ 
bient  air. 


Wske,  thou  that  sleepest  in  enchanted 
Lest  these  lost  yean  shouU  haunt  the*  ea 

night 
Mlien  desth  is  waiting  for  thy  muahft^J 
To  take  th«'ir  swift  and  everhtfling  flight; 
Wske  en*  theearihhom  charm  onner^ 
And  be  thy  thoughts  to  work  divine 
Do  something— do  it  soon— with  aB  thj 
An  angel's  wing  would  droop  if  looif  at 
And  God  himself  inactive 


'J: 
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Some  high  or  humble  enterprise  of 
Contemplate  till  it  shall  poaaas  thy 
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Become  thy  study,  pastime,  rest,  and  food. 
And  kindle  in  thy  heart  a  flame  refined ; 
Pray  Heaven  with  finnness  thy  whole  soul  to  bind 
To  this  thy  purpose— to  begin,  pursue. 
With  thoughts  all  fix*d  and  feelings  purely  kind. 
Strength  to  complete,  and  with  delight  review. 
And  grace  to  give  the  praise  where  all  is  ever  due. 

No  good  of  worth  sublime  will  Heaven  permit 
To  hght  on  man  as  firom  the  passing  air ; 
The  lamp  of  genius,  though  by  nature  lit, 
If  not  protected,  pruned,  and  fed  with  care, 
Soon  dies,  or  runs  to  waste  with  fitful  glare ; 
And  learning  is  a  plant  that  spreads  and  towers 
Slow  as  Columbia's  aloe,  proudly  rare. 
That,  mid  gay  thousands,  with  the  sons  and 
showers 
Of  half  a  century,  grows  alone  before  it  flowers. 

Has  immortality  of  name  been  given 
To  them  that  idly  worship  hills  and  groves, 
And  burn  sweet  Incense  to  the  queen  of  heaven  ? 
Did  NswTOir  learn  from  fancy,  as  it  roves. 
To  measure  worlds,  and  follow  where  each  moves  t 
Did  HowABD  gain  renown  that  shall  not  cease, 
By  wanderings  wild  Uiat  nature's  pilgrim  loves  ? 
Or  did  Paul  gain  heaven's  glory  and  its  peace, 
By  musing  o'er  the  bright  and  tranquil  isles  of 
Greece! 

Beware  lest  thou,  from  sloth,  that  would  appear 
But  lowliness  of  mind,  with  joy  proclaim 
Thy  want  of  worth ;  a  charge  Uiou  couldst  not  hear 
From  other  lips,  without  a  blush  of  shame, 
Or  pride  indignant ;  then  be  thine  the  blame, 
And  make  thyself  of  worth ;  and  thus  enlist 
The  smiles  of  all  the  good,  the  dear  to  fiune ; 
Tis  infamy  to  die  and  not  be  miss'd. 
Or  let  all  soon  forget  that  thou  didst  e'er  exist 

Rouse  to  some  work  of  high  and  holy  love, 
And  thou  an  angel's  happiness  shalt  know,— 
Shalt  bless  the  earth  while  in  the  world  above ; 
Tlie  good  begun  by  thee  shall  onward  flow 
In  many  a  branching  stream,  and  wider  grow; 
The  seed  that,  in  these  few  and  fleeting  hours. 
Thy  hands  unsparing  and  unwearied  sow. 
Shall  deck  thy  grave  with  amaranthine  flowers, 
And  yield  thee  fruits  divine  in  heaven's  immortal 
bowers. 


SIGHTS  AND  SOUNDS  OF  THE  NIGHT. 

Ems  long  the  clouds  were  gone,  the  moon  was  set; 
When  deeply  blue  without  a  shade  of  gray, 
The  sky  was  fill'd  with  stars  that  almost  met. 
Their  points  prolong'd  and  sharpen'd  to  one  ray; 
Through  their  transparent  air  the  milky-way 
Seem'd  one  broad  flame  of  pure  resplendent  white, 
As  if  some  globe  on  fire,  tum'd  £ir  astray, 
Had  cross'd  the  wide  arch  with  so  swift  a  flight. 
That  for  a  moment  shone  its  whole  long  track  of 
light 


At  length  in  northern  skies,  at  first  but  small, 
A  sheet  of  light  meteorous  begun 
To  spread  on  either  hand,  and  rise  and  full 
In  waves,  that  slowly  first,  then  quickly  run 
Along  its  edge,  set  thick  but  one  by  one 
With  spiry  beams,  that  all  at  once  shot  high, 
Like  those  through  vapours  from  the  setting  sun ; 
Then  sidelong  as  before  the  wind  they  fly. 
Like  streaking  rain  from  clouds  that  flit  along  the 
sky. 

Now  all  the  mountain-tops  and  gulfs  between 
Seem'd  one  dark  plain;  from  forests,  caves  pro- 
found. 
And  rushing  waters  far  below  unseen. 
Rose  a  deep  roar  in  one  united  sound, 
Alike  pervading  all  the  air  around. 
And  seeming  e'en  the  azure  dome  to  fill, 
And  from  it  through  sofl  ether  to  resound 
In  low  vibrations,  sending  a  sweet  thrill 
To  every  finger's  end  fi^m  rapture  deep  and  still. 


LIVE  FOR  ETERNITY. 

A  BBioHT  or  dark  eternity  in  view. 
With  all  its  fix'd,  unutterable  things. 
What  madness  in  the  living  to  pursue. 
As  their  chief  portion,  with  the  speed  of  wings. 
The  joys  that  death-beds  always  turn  to  stings ! 
Infatuated  man,  on  earth's  smooth  waste 
To  dance  along  the  path  that  always  brings 
Quick  to  an  end,  from  which  with  tenfold  haste 
Back  would  he  gladly  fly  till  all  should  be  retraced ' 

Our  life  is  like  the  hurrying  on  the  eve 
Before  we  start,  on  some  long  journey  bound. 
When  fit  preparing  to  the  last  we  leave, 
Then  run  to  every  room  the  dwelling  round. 
And  sigh  that  nothing  needed  can  be  found ; 
Yet  go  we  must,  and  soon  as  day  shall  break; 
We  snatch  an  hour's  repose,  when^loud  the  sound 
For  our  departure  calls ;  we  rise  and  take 
A  quick  and  sad  farewell,  and  go  ere  well  awake. 

Rear'd  in  the  sunshine,  blasted  by  the  storms 
Of  changing  time,  scarce  asking  why  or  whence. 
Men  come  and  go  like  vegetable  forms. 
Though  heaven  appoints  for  them  a  work  immense, 
Demanding  constant  thought  and  zeal  intense. 
Awaked  by  hopes  and  fears  Uiat  leave  no  room 
For  rest  to  mortals  in  the  dread  suspense. 
While  yet  they  know  not  if  beyond  the  tomb 
A  long,  long  life  of  bliss  or  wo  shall  be  their  doom. 

What  matter  whether  pain  or  pleasures  fill 
The  swelling  heart  one  little  moment  here! 
From  both  alike  how  vain  is  every  thrill. 
While  an  untried  eternity  is  near ! 
Think  not  of  rest,  fond  man,  in  life's  career; 
The  joys  and  grief  that  meet  thee,  dash  aside 
Like  bubbles,  and  thy  bark  right  onward  steer 
Through  calm  and  tempest,  till  it  cross  the  tide, 
Shoot  into  port  in  triumph,  or  serenely  glide. 


JOHN    NEAL. 
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went  to  Daltimorc,  and  wan  tixvTv  lUModatetl  i«i*veral 
joara  with  Joiiv  Pikipo^t  in  mrnantilr  tran«ac- 
tionK ;  but  thcac  mttihinii^  dlMMtrounly,  he  turned 
hJH  attention  to  litfrature,  commenrintr  hia  career 
by  writini^  for  *«'rhc  Portico.**  a  monthly  mafca- 
zinc,  a  Marion  of  critical  eniiaya  on  the  worka  of 
Btro?i.  In  181H,  he  publinlied  •«  Keep  Cool,**  a 
no\«>l.  and  in  the  following  year  **  The  Battle  of 
Niagara,  (itJdau  the  Maniac  Harper,  ami  other 
Poeina,  by  Jehu  0'( 'atarwl,"*  and  -Otho."  a  tr»- 
ge<ly.  lie  aliio  wrote  a  larice  |M)rtion  of  Allbx*8 
^  lli)«t4>ry  of  the  AuH^rican  Ri'vitlution/'  which  ap- 
peared rarly  in  Irt^l.  In  lA'Z'Z  he  publiAhnl  in 
Philiuli*lphia  a  iiecond  novel,  cntitUtl  •*I«of;an,** 
which  wan  reprintiil  Mx>n  aAcr  in  Ijoiulon.  Thin 
was  folK)we«l  in  ix*3  by  •«  Heventy-aix/*  the  niorit 
|M)[Milar  of  hitt  fiction*;  **  Kandolpli,**f  a  Nt4>ry 
which  attracti*<l  coiiftidcrable  att^'iititm  at  tlie  time 
by  the  n(>ti(*i>it  it  ct>ntuinc«l  of  the  nioi4  prominent 
politicinnit,  authorn,  and  artiatM  then  in  tlie  country; 
and  **  Krrata,  or  t!ie  VVorka  of  Will  Adoma.'* 

Near  the  cIomc  of  the  but-mentione«l  year  Mr. 
Nkal  went  abr<>ad.  S«>on  afb'r  his  arrival  in  Ijon- 
diMi  ht^  btvume  a  contributor  to  x'arioun  perioilicaU, 
for  which  he  wn>tc,  chieflv  ufwK'r  the  i;uiM»  of  an 

• 

En;;liHhinan,  nunn'nMM  articlen  to  correct  erroneoua 
opinion**  wliich  pr«> vailed  in  recunl  to  the  aorial 
and  {Militicd  coiulition  of  the  I'nit<>d  States.  He 
m.iil«>  hiH  fip^  ap{iearance  in  BUckwo^Mfa  Maga- 
iini\  in  -  SkctchcH  «if  the  Five  American  Preai- 
dtMitiiand  tlic  Fi\e  (*andidate?i  for  the  Pm*itli'nnr,** 
m  |ia{M>r  wiiichwoM  widely  n>|HiliIio)Mtl.  ainl,  with 
otiiom,  l«^l  to  bin  introiluctii>n  t^>  many  eminent 
|ienion!4,  am<»ni^  wiiom  waa  Jkrcvt  BaMTaaWt 
who  Continued  until  hin  death  to  be  Mr.  Nkal's 
wann  ihtmhioI  friend. 

A  tier  {lUMiiinK  fiMir  yean  in  Great  Britain  and  on 
the  continent,  in  which  tinw*  app«>are«l  hia  **  Brother 
Jonatlion/*  a  novel,  Mr.  Xkal  rame  liack  to  hia 


I 


*  ^  Jkiii-  OTAfAaArr"  wai  a  iiaiM  ffivm  to  Nial 
bjr  the  l>«'l|ihuin  (lub  uf  B-iltiiiHirr. of  m  birli  Pai  l  ALLKK. 
Gi*n.  BmD.  Btfv.  John  PiaaiHtMr.  Juilfe  Baacaaii- 
aii>oB.  Nbau  and  (Hhi*r  ih«iincui«hi'<l  u«-n,  wer^  tbea 
Biciiib«>ra.  Thi>  f<H*iin«l  rtlitmn  of  tin*  lltnk  nf  >iiiiff«ra 
w»«  piihluhi-il  in  1**19.  Ahil  r*r  *' Jkiii  oTAT^aACT"  wa« 
•titMtitntfd  the  real  nani^  <»f  Ihr  «iith<ir 

In  thn  riHtmn  nf^Tb^  Purta  and  P«irtrjr  of  Aai^rira** 
1  havr  quiitrd  fmm  tbe  **  Balilr  of  .N  Mffara"  aa  n  apfwar- 
ed  witb  ih«  *'laat  addrtkHM  and  cnrrectHma  "  I  bad 
•rrn  iinly  iIh*  Ar*l  bHprea»i«>ii  nf  ii  wbea  tbu  work  waa 
orlfinalljr  pri>pari*d  f>»r  tbe  ftn^: 

f  In  a  nnip  In  RIarkwnnrf**  Magatlnr,  Mr  XiaL  aajra 
br  wriiii*  **  Randiilfib**  in  tblrty-aii  daya.  whh  an  Inter- 
val of  about  a  Wffrk  between  lb*  two  vidum**.  In  whkb 
br  wrirta  niHblnf ;  **  Errata**  In  Imb  tb«n  tblri)  niM 
davfl  i  and  **  l^v»ntr-«i&**  >"  Iwrntf-arvcn  days  HurUif 
tbia  ilnta  be  waa  cofaftd  4a  prufeaaional  buainrat 


native  city  of  Portland,  where  he  noar 
Hince  hia  return  he  haa  pubUahed  ••  RarbrI  Dw.'* 
*«Authon(bip/' ••  The  Down  EMtefB,**  au!  •«  Rh^  a> 
der  ;'*  e<lite.l  •'The  Yankee.**  a  wwkhr 
yearn,  and  contributed  lanrety  lo  other 

Mr.  Ncal'«  novela  contain  niuneioua 
markeil  bv  brilliannr  of  aentimeiit  and  ei] 
and  «)ccaiiiitnal  ncenea  which  ahow  that  he 
dramatic  ability.  They  are  oriipnai ;  they  are 
ten  from  the  impuUes  of  hia  heart,  and  are  [wnaiW 
by  tlie  |ieculiaritieB  of  hia  character ;  but  bmmI  «f 
them  wf're  (iroducevi  rapidly  and  rareleaalj,  and  M« 
without  unity,  aim,  or  continnoiia  intereaL 

Hia  |Niernii  have  the  iinqiieatioiiat>le  alamp^'af 
KeniuK.  He  ponaeaaca  imagination  in  a  digi—  af 
aenaibility  and  enency  hardly  aurpaaMn!  in  ihia  afK. 
'I*he  «>lfnH>nta  of  poetry  are  poured  liirth  in ! 
with  a  priMlii;ality  and  power  altogether 
But  he  in  deficient  in  the  eonatructive  bmkr.  Ha 
ha.4  no  jiiKt  M-nxe  of  proportion.  No  one  with  aa 
rich  and  abundant  matiTiala  had  ever 
uflinff  thfMi.  Innteail  of  bringing  tbe  laney  tp  i 
tlie  atructurea  uf  the  imagination,  he  lei 
{Nieticid  law,  i;i\  ing  to  the  imagination  the 
anip'  ofBce.  no  that  the  pointa  illiutnled 
fori<:ottrn  in  tlie  accumulation  and  nlendov 
imnxery.  The  ••  Battle  of  Niagara,  with  ita 
and  mIow,  f^ay  and  aulemn  OKnenient,  CUb  cm 
ear  ax  if  it  were  compoard  to  martial  OMMic  h 
iit  marred,  however,  bt*  hi*  cuatomary  faulta.  T%B 
iiithnma  which  bounda  the  beaiitifiil  ia  aa  wanmm 
ail  that  u|Min  the  bonlera  of  the  aublinie,  aod  ha 
CHMMit  t*oth  without  heaitation.  Pi 
woulil  Ite  magnifin'nt  tut  far  Unea  or 
which,  if  tlie  reailrr  were  not  confident  thai  k* ! 
UM'on'  liiiu  the  author**  own  cilition,  ha  woaU 
hibl  iMvn  thrown  in  l>y  aomc  burlra^uinf 

I  ha\e  lieard  an  aiieedute  which  iUi 
rapidity  with  which  he  writea.  When  ha  Ihvi  in 
Baltiinon-,  he  went  one  evening  lo  tbe  loaaaaf 
PicaroMT.  ainl  read  to  him  a  poem  which  be  had 
juf4  coiiiplf'ted.  The  author  of  ••  Aire  of 
wait  alwaya  a  nice  cntic,  and  he  frankly 
out  the  f.iiiltji  nf  the  perf«tnnaiire.  Nkal 
to  n'^i«i*  it.  atui  aubmit  it  acain  on  the 
momint;.  At  the  a|i^iinted  lima  be  repairad  la 
the  a{»aninent  of  bin  friend,  and  read  lo  hJMi  n  arw 
piiem.  of  three  or  four  hundred  Unrab  Ha  hal 
tried  lo  improve  hia  fiial,  but  fiuKng  to  do  aa^  had 
cli«Meri  a  new  aubieel,  a  new  neaanre,  and 
an  entin*ly  new  work,  heftire  retiring  lo 

In  the  laat  edition  o€  hia  PoeoM.  Mr  Naa^ 
aenta  mmim*  vjiectinena  of  an  intended 
eont|iic«t  «if  i*fru ;  and  he  baa  writtm  many  ^jrial 
pi«vrm  nid  im-luded  in  hia  colktctMina,  whKh 
tiern  |Mt|iuljr. 

US 
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I  THE  CONQUEST  OF  PERU. 

NVOCATION  TO  THE  DEITY. 

r,  from  whom  the  rebel  angels  fled, 

u  didst  rend  thine  everlasting  veil, 

thy  countenance  in  wrath !     O  Thou, 

38e  brow,  unclothed  in  light — ^put  forth 

evelation — ^they  that  stood 

saven,  they  that  walk'd  sublime, 

jT  presence,  Lord !  and  they  that  shone 

>us  'mid  the  host  of  glorious  ones, 

fer — the  Morning  Star,  the  Terrible, 

of  old  immortals — with  the  sight 

lenly  consumed !     Almighty !  Thou, 

e  but  shone  upon  the  rebel  host 

I  constellations,  and  their  crowns 

ich'd  for  ever !  and  the  mightiest  fell, 

inumerable  wings  went  up, 

r'd  round  about  the  Eternal's  throne, 

i  solitudes  of  air  were  fiU'd 

ders  and  with  voices !  and  the  war 

thy  presence !     And  thy  wrath  was  o*er, 

n  again  in  peace ! 

— our  Inspiration — Thou,  O  God ! 
the  prophets  and  the  crowned  kings, 
of  many  years,  who  caught  from  Thee 
ng  of  the  spirit !  Thou,  to  whom 
1  monarchs,  on  their  ivory  thrones, 
ith  jewelry,  have  fallen  down 
their  golden  harps,  age  after  age ! 
)  whom  the  gifted  men  of  old, 
.  among  the  mysteries  of  heaven, 
liick  stars,  and  listened  to  the  wind, 
I  the  thunder,  told  the  voice 
tumbling  in  his  caves,  explained 
sting  characters  of  flame 
upon  the  firmament,  and  saw 
f  him  that  sitteth  in  the  sun, 
he  writing  there,  that  comes  and  goes, 
to  the  eyes  the  fate  of  men, 
hs,  and  of  empires ! — men  who  stood 
lolitudes  of  heaven  and  earth,  and  heard 
ligh  mountain-top  the  silent  Night 
er  uninterpreted  decrees ! — 
ible  men  !  the  old,  and  mighty, 
nd  bards  and  kings,  whose  souls  were  fill'd 
ortality,  and  visions,  till 
ts  have  ached  with  weary  supplication; 
Future,  rushing  o'er  their  strings, 
and  in  light,  hath  drown'd  their  prayers, 
leir  mighty  harps  all  ringing  loud 
hecy  and  wo !     O  Thou,  to  whom 
Ic  suns,  and  moons,  and  worlds, 
lis  elevations  of  the  sky, 
of  cherubim  and  seraphim — 
Quititudes,  that  worship  round 
»ing  throne — upon  their  golden  harps 
trumps,  and  organs  of  the  air, 
isting  melody !     O  Thou,  to  whom 
th  been  familiar  ftom  the  hour 
1  didst  bow  the  heavens,  and,  at  the  sound 
bunders,  pealing  thy  decree, 
nrang  to  light,  when  time  began 
9  boundless  sky  was  full  of  suns, 
symphony,  and  man  was  made 

20  


Sublime  and  confident,  and  woman,  up 

From  die  sunshine  of  the  Eternal  rose, 

All  intellect  and  love !  and  all  the  hills 

And  all  the  vales  were  green,  and  all  the  tiees  hi  flower. 

— O,  bless  our  trembling  haip ! 


FROM  THE  BATTLE  OF  NIAGARA. 

A  CAVALCADE  SEEN  AT  SUNSET  THROUGH  A 

GORGE. 

Ah,  now  let  us  gaze !  what  a  wonderful  sky ! 
How  the  robe  of  the  god,  in  its  fltme-colored  dye, 
Goes  ruddily,  flushingly,  sweepingly  by ! . . . . 
Nay,  speak  !  did  you  ever  behold  such  a  night  ? 
While  the  winds  blew  about,  and  the  waters  were 
The  sun  rolling  home  in  an  ocean  of  light !     [bright, 
But  hush !  there  is  music  away  in  the  sky ; 
Some  creatures  of  magic  are  charioting  by ;     [wild 
Now  it  comes — ^what  a  sound !  't  is  as  cheerful  and 
As  the  echo  of  caves  to  the  laugh  of  a  child  ; 
Ah  yes,  they  are  here !  See,  away  to  your  left, 
Where  the  sun  has  gone  down,  where  the  mountains 

are  clefl, 
A  troop  of  tall  horsemen !  How  fearless  they  ride ! 
'Tib  a  perilous  path  o'er  that  steep  mountain's  side; 
Careering  they  come,  like  a  band  of  young  knights, 
That  the  trumpet  of  mom  to  the  tilting  invites; 
With  high-nodding  plumes,  and  with  sim-shiny  vests ; 
With  wide-tossing  manes,  and  wiUi   mail-cover'd 

breasts; 
With  arching  of  necks,  and  the  plunge  and  the  pride 
Of  their  high-mettled  steeds,  as  they  galloping  ride, 
In  glitter  and  pomp ;  with  their  housings  of  gold. 
With  their  scarlet  and  blue,  as  their  squadrons  unfold 
Flashing  changeable  light,  like  a  banner  unroll'd ! 
Now  they  burst  on  the  eye  in  their  martial  array 
And  now  they  have  gone,  like  a  vision  of  day. 
In  a  streaming  of  splendour  they  came — ^but  they 

wheel'd ; 
And  instantly  all  the  bright  show  was  conceal'd-^ 
As  if 't  were  a  tournament  held  in  the  sky. 
Betray 'd  by  some  light  passing  suddenly  by ; 
Some  band  by  the  flashing  of  torches  reveal'd. 
As  it  fell  o'er  the  boss  of  an  uplifted  shield. 
Or  banners  and  blades  in  the  darkness  conceai'd 


APPROACH  OF  EVENING. 

A  GLOW,  like  enchantment,  is  seen  o'er  the  lake, 
Like  the  flush  of  the  Ay,  when  the  day  heralds  wake 
And  o'er  its  dull  bosom  their  soft  plumage  shake. 
Now  the  warmth  of  the  heaven  is  fading  away~- 
Young  Evening  comes  up  in  pursuit  of  the  Day— 
The  richness  and  mist  of  the  tints  that  were  there 
Are  melting  away  like  the  bow  of  the  air — 
The  blue-bosom'd  water  heaves  darker  and  bluer, 
The  clif&  and  the  trees  are  seen  bolder  and  truer. 
The  landscape  has  less  of  enchantment  and  light : 
But  it  Ues  the  more  steady  and  firm  in  the  nght 
The  lustre-crown*d  peaks,  while  they  dazzled  the  eye, 
Seem'd  lonsen'd  and  pessing  away  in  the  sky, 
And  the  far-distant  hills,  in  their  tremulous  blue. 
But  baflled  the  eye,  as  it  dwelt  on  their  hue. 
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The  \inhi  of  the  hill,  and  the  wave,  and  the  tkj 
Gr«>w  fuintrr,  aitd  faintirr: — The  wondeni  all  die! 

TUf  viiiioiia  have  ^nw !  they  have  vaninhM  awaj, 
Unt>hierfcd  in  tlwir  chanjce,  lik«>  tlie  bliMi  of  a  day. 
The  r:iiiilN)wii  of  heaven  wi-n*  lietit  in  c»ur  aiffht. 
And  finintaiiiii  were  ffuxhiiiff  like  wiiii*  in  itn  liffht. 
And  Hrraphtf  wort'  whevlint;  aniuikd  in  tlioir  fliKht^— 
A  nionuMit :  ami  all  wan  envclo})e<l  in  niitht ! 
'Tin  thuH  with  the  drranw  of  the  hii(h-heavini(  heart: 
They  ronie  Injt  to  hlaie,  and  they  )>laze  to  depart-^ 
7*heir  irnMiamer  winira  are  too  thin  to  uliiile 
'J*he  rhillinff  of  m)itow.  or  huniini;  of  pridc'- 
They  roine,  hut  to  hrunh  oVr  il«  younic  Rullant  awrll. 
Like  bright  birds  over  ocean — but  never  to  dwcU. 


MOVEMKNTS  OF  TROOPS  AT  MOIIT. 

Oa^kRviii  ve  the  cloud  on  that  mountain**  dim 
So  heavily  hanitiin;? — un  if  it  had  Inimi  [ijreen 

Th*'  t«*nt  of  the  ThundonT — the  rharii»t  of  oiu* 
Who  dure  not  ap|N>ar  in  tlio  !>lazf  itf  llie  nun  ? 
'Tiiidi'MvndiiictotMrth!  and»iiHn»'hoi-»«-nM*narenow, 
In  a  line  of  durk  mint,  coniintr  down  frotn  itj*  brow, 
n*  irt  a  hi'lm«'tiil  liund — fnmi  the  hillw  th«'y  di*i(ci'ntl. 
Like  thi>  mitniirchx  of  i*torin,  when  the  fitr<'«it  treea  bend. 
No  nciinitiirrt  Hwini;  a«  they  saliitp  id<>n^; 
No  rlatti-rin'^  hiHtf  fallft  nuddi'n  and  Mron^; 
No  truin[N-t  i;*  fillM.  and  n>>  bujif  i^*  blitwn; 
No  bannrn*  ubntud  on  tlic  wind  art'  tlirown ; 
No  tihoutiniTu  an*  lieanl.  and  no  rhnTinir*  ari*  ^i^en; 
No  w.ivni'.;  of  T\\\  t\o\\uvi  pluni:i:;e  to  hfa\rn ; 
No  Ha!«hini;  of  bladi'H,  and  no  lo^Mininkt  of  nuna; 
No  n<'i:;hini;  t>f  ht4f\lii,  anil  no  toi^ini;  of  manea; 
No  furniture  trail  in:;,  or  w.irriiir  hrlniH  Uiwiiit;, 
Or  criMi:vin  and  i;o!d-«p>ottcd  dru})i*r\'  tlowini^ ; 
But  they  H|M*«iK  like  counwrH  whi><M*  hiN>fii  are  »hod 
With  a  Kiletit  NhtN*.  from  the  li)i>u'n*d  mmI  ; 
Like  the  iit«*<tlii  that  career  oVr  the  l>iIlowj  nurC 
Or  i«tn*tt*h  like  the  windK  o'vr  the  untroilden  turf,  [ins, 
Whrn*  tilt*  w  illow  and  yew  in  thfir  i)arknf*M  an*  wr<*|>> 
And  youm;.  i;.illant  hfurtit  are  in  M'pulrhrim  nliTpinK; 
Like  till*  tt4{ uailronrt.th.it  on  the  fialt'  li^ihtof  the  moon. 
While  the  nii;lit*rt  inutHttl  horn  plavn  u  low  wuulvtune. 
Are  aefu  to  coum*  tlown  from  the  heiijht  iif  the  itkiea, 
By  the  warrior  that  on  the  reti  Inttlr-tii'Kl  lica, 
AntI  wavi>  tht'irrliHid'ht'lnu'tmand  rhiirurnVr  tlu*  fu'Id, 
A  nil  rant'r  o  t-r  thf  trackn  whi'n'  tht*  !i«  in^  had  wheel  d. 
When  the  d\  lut!  Italf-raiM*  tlifniM-UfH  up  in  a  trance. 
And  iMze  on  tlit*  p>!iow,  a*  thfir  thin  lunnt-r*  planer, 
Anti  woniltT  to  Mv  the  tlreatl  battlt-  n'new'd,     fntotid. 
On  tht'  turf  wlifrr  theinnelvfa  and  tlH'ir  ciunnide*  hail 
Like  thei4e  iihatU>wiK  in  awiftneM  and  darkneaa  tliey 

ride, 
OVr  the  thuntler-reft  mount— on  it«  ruinreilrat  aide; 
From  the  prrci|iice  top.  tlu*y  circli'  and  li*a{i. 
Like  tht'  warri^tm  tif  air.  that  are  MfU  in  our  ale^p; 
Like  the  rreatureo  that  paM  w  hi*re  a  Mfrdinir  man  lies, 
'Hicir  lieatln  mullletl  up  to  thi*ir  white  fdmy  eym. 
With  i^'rttunii  more  threatrnmi^  an«l  Arrre  till  hedica: 
.^mi  away  they  have  K"iie,  with  a  m«4iimkiiii  ii|«Td, 
Likf  dfuionn  uhrtiad  on  aome  trrriMe  ilre«L 
Till*  lant  one  hurt  K(*n<*:  tliry  have  all  tli«ap|iear*i! ; 
Thi'ir  •lullivhiN'tl  tram(iini(» no  lonKer  an*  heard; 
For  Mtill.  though  they  |iaiiii'd  like  n«>i4ifdiiuf  tlie  earth, 
Tlie  Ull  of  tlieir  tread  gave  aumc  hollow-sounda  birth ; 


Your  heart  would  lie  ilill  till  it  ntaaht^d  the  Ivl; 
And  your  breath  would  be  held  till  iIm  icar  kotwoMa 

paaa'd, 
80  awiOly,  m  mutely,  m  darkly  thrj  went. 
Like  the  «pec(n>!(  (»f  air  ti>  the  aoiwrer  irnl,     V^^^ 
Tliat  ye  /t  //  their  approach,  and  might  goeai  ibnr  i» 

Your  hero'n  otern  NiMim  will  oArntinra  qnalM!. 
Your  sralltuit  \ouni!  warrior-plume  oftentimes  thakCp 
B«*for«*  tlie  ciN>l  marcliinv  that  cornea  in  thr  niitht, 
PaaHinv  !•>'.  hke  a  cIimmI  in  the  dim  trouhM  lifbt; 
Suhduinft  the  Iwart  w  ith  a  nanielcaa  aflricht. 
When  that  woukl  nwell  MtrtMiffly,  and  thu  wooU  a^ 
If  the  Nound  of  one  trum|iet  aalutcd  thr  ear.    [pear* 
I«ike  aome  acarlet-w  inie'tl  binl.  that  tsnura'd  in  tbedOT, 
When  the  ahakea  her  red  plumage  in  wrath  o'er  Wr 
prey. 

For  he  they  the  horsemen  of  earth,  or  of  heavm. 
No  blaHt  that  the  trum}vt  of  Hlauffhter  hatb 
No  roil  of  the  «inim.  anil  no  cry  of  the  6fr, 
No  neichini;  of  atiti U  in  the  liloodieNt  rtrifr. 
In  half  «o  t4'rrific  to  full  awrllinff  hearta, 
Aa  the  idill,  pul«ele<M«  tramp  of  a  l«rid  that 
With  echt>lefwi  arm«Mir.  with  molionlcaa  plume. 
With  eiiitiirnii  all  furlM,  in  the  tra|ipini{a  of  glooou 
Parading,  like  tho*«*  wlio  came  up  from  thr  tatab. 
In  ailent-e  antl  darkneiM*— -i)etemiined  ami  p|<nr, 
.Antl  dreadfully  calm,  a-  the  murderer'a  Itrtiw. 
When  hi*  danger  i*  fi>rth ! — and  ye  N'T  not  thr  k4av. 
Till  tlu'sleamttf  the  M.ule  «hitwayiturheariin  ita 

O.  wiy  what  ye  will !  the  dull  Mwnd  that  awi 
When  the  niuht  breeze  in  down,  and  thr  rhiO 

achen 
With  itit  mea.<«un't«*f><(  tliouirht.  ia  more  dreadful  hf  far, 
'I'han  the  bun*! « if  tin-  tninip.  w  hen  it  |ieaU  for  thr 
It  id  the  cold  iiuiiinii»iiii  tliai  cornea  from  the 
When  a  w*pu!chre  an-wer*  your  lisht  ymithful 
Antl  loutl  j«>you<i  laiijh,  with  ita  chill  (earful 
('«Hn|ian\l  to  the  cliallence  that  leap  on  thr 
When  the  lianm-r*  itf  death  in  their  i>|ilend«ir* 
Ami  the  free  golden  bn^lennssfmkhly  and  elrtf!^ 
The  |i»w,  Aulleii  niii«in«.  tluit  to  firrbly  awakr, 
.At  midniffht,  when  i»ne  i«  aiime.  on  nome  lak#, 
(*om[*iin*il  t«>  the  Thuri(b*rer'«  ttticr,  when  it 
From  the  Immxu  i«f  -p:i«*e  t«>  the  uttrrmoal 
Like  Mimetliinu  that  «nr<«  in  the  weight  of  a 
The  talking  t»f  thi^'  who  t^t  by  in  a  cloud. 
To  the  cannttn'ii  full  vitiee.  when  it  waiidrrvi 
*Tiii  the  huht  that  i*  wn  to  Imnrt  uniirr  the 
The  pale,  fitful  tMiii  n.  that  playp  o*ef  a  itravr. 
To  the  ru«hini;  of  tl.ime,  where  thr  turf  ia  afl  n^ 
And  farrwelU  in'  di«rhanreil  o'rrayounff  aoUirr^abii^ 
To  the  liehtnintra  tiiat  blaxe  o'er  the  mariner *a 
When  the  atuim  i*  in  |iump,  and  the 


A\  IM»!\N  APOIJjD. 

Not  like  the  air%-  iroil  of  moulded  light, 
Ju*t  «tep|iinK  from  hi*i  cluiriot  on  the 
Poixinic  hi<>  t^-antie*  tm  a  rolling  cloud. 
With  outHtretch'd  arm  ami  bowstrini  I 
.Ami  arriHr*  Mntnisff  a*  they  fiierrr  thr  air; 
With  tinkling  ^mialN  nrnl  with  flaming  hur; 
A  a  if  he  |iau«e<l  U|ioii  his  bounding  waT* 
Ami  lixHrn'd  bin  tieriY  arr«iw»— all  in  plaj; 
But  like  tlul  angry  god,  in  billing  light 
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Bunting  from  ipaoey  and  ttnntling  in  hui  might — 
Revealed  in  his  omnipotent  array, 
Apollo  of  the  skies,  and  deity  of  day, 
In  god-like  wrath  piercing  his  myriad-foe 
With  quenchless  shafts,  that  lighten  as  they  go! 
— Not  like  that  god;  when  up  in  abr  he  springs, 
With  brightening  mantle  and  with  sunny  wings, 
When  heavenly  music  murmurs  from  his  string*— 
A  buoyant  vincm— en  imbodied  dream 
Of  damty  Poesy — and  boyishly  supieme ! 
— Not  the  thin  spirit  waked  by  young  Desire, 
Gazing  o'er  heaven  until  her  thoughts  take  fire. 
Panting  and  breathless;  in  her  heart's  wild  trance. 
Bright,  shapeless  forms,  the  godlings  of  Bomanoe  I 
— Not  that  Apollo— 4iot  resembling  him 
Of  silver  bow  and  woman's  nerveless  limlv— 
Biit  man — all  man !  the  monarch  of  the  wild ! 
— Not  the  fiunt  spirit  that  corrupting  smiled 
On  soft,  lascivious  Greece,  but  Nature's  child. 
Arrested  in  Uie  chase,  with  piercing  eye 
Fix'd  in  its  airy  lightning  on  the  sky, 
Where  some  red  bird  goes  languid,  eddjring,  drooping. 
Pierced  by  his  arrows  in  her  swi!test  stooping. 
Thus  springing  to  the  skies,  a  boy  will  stand 
With  arms  uplifted  and  unconscious  hand 
Tracing  his  arrow  in  its  loftiest  flight, 
And  watch  it  kindling,  as  it  cleaves  the  light 
Of  worlds  unseen  but  by  the  Indian's  sight— 
His  robe  and  hair  upon  the  wind,  at  length— 
A  creature  of  the  hills,  all  grace  and  strength, 
All  muscle  and  all  flame— his  eager  eye 
Fix'd  on  one  spot,  as  if  he  could  descry 
His  bleeding  victim  nestling  in  the  sky  ! 
— Not  that  Apollo  ! — ^not  the  heavenly  one. 
Voluptuous  spirit  of  a  setting  sun — 
But  this,  the  ofispring  of  young  Solitude, 
Child  of  the  holy  spot,  where  none  intrude 
But  genii  of  the  torrent,  cliflf,  and  wood — 
Nurslings  of  cloud  and  storm,  the  desert's  fiery  brood. 


MORNING  AFTER  A  BATTLE. 

Who  thinks  of  battle  now  1     The  stirring  sounds 
Spring  lightly  from  the  tnmipet,  yet  who  bounds 
On  this  md,  still,  and  melancholy  mom. 
As  he  was  wont  to  bound,  when  the  fresh  horn 
Came  dancing  on  the  winds,  and  peal'd  to  heaven. 
In  gone-by  hours,  before  the  battle  even  t 
The  very  horses  move  with  halting  pace ; 
No  more  they  heave  their  manes  with  fiery  grace. 
With  plunge,  and  reach,  and  step  that  leaves  no  trace; 
No  more  they  spurn  the  bit,  and  sudden  fling 
Their  light  hoofii  on  the  au-.     The  bugles  sing, 
And  yet  the  meteor  mane  and  rolling  eye 
Lighten  no  longer  at  their  minstrelsy ; 
No  more  their  housings  blaze,  no  more  the  gold 
Or  purple  flashes  firom  the  opening  fold ; 
No  rich-wrought  stars  are  glittering  in  their  pride 
Of  changing  hues ;  all,  all,  is  crimson-dyed. 
They  move  with  slow,  fiur  step;  they  hear  the  tread 
Hiat  measures  out  the  tombing  of  the  dead ; 
The  cannon  speaks,  but  now  no  longer  rolls 
In  heavy  thuniders  to  the  answering  poles ; 


But  bursting  suddenly,  it  calls,  and  flies, 

At  breathless  intervals,  along  the  skies^ 

As  if  some  viewless  sentinel  were  there 

AVhose  challenge  peals  at  midnight  through  the  air. 

Each  sullen  steed  goes  on,  nor  heeds  its  roar, 

Nor  pauses  when  its  voice  is  heard  no  more ; 

But  snuffii  the  tainted  breeze,  and  lifts  his  hrad. 

And  slowly  wheeling,  with  a  cautious  tread. 

Shuns,  as  in  reverence,  the  mighty  dead ; 

Or,  rearing  suddenly,  with  flashing  eye. 

Where  some  young  war-horse  lies,  he  passes  by; 

Then,  with  unequal  step,  he  smites  the  ground. 

Utters  a  startling  neigh,  and  gazes  round. 

And  wonders  that  he  hears  no  answering  aoond. 

This,  while  his  rider  can  go  by  the  bier 

Of  slaughter'd  men,  and  never  drop  a  tear; 

And  only,  when  he  meets  a  comrade  there, 

Stretch'd  calmly  out,  with  brow  and  bosom  bare, 

And  stiflfen'd  hand  uplifted  in  the  air — 

With  Up  still  curl'd,  and  open,  glassy  eye, 

Fix'd  on  the  pageant  that  is  passing  by— > 

And  only  then — in  decency  will  ride 

Less  stately  in  his  strength,  less  lordly  in  his  pride. 


MUSIC  OF  THE  NIGHT. 

Tbbbk  are  harps  thatcomplain  to  the  presence  of  night, 
To  the  presence  of  night  alone — 
In  a  near  and  unchangeable  tone — 
Like  winds,  full  of  sound,  that  go  whispering  by, 
As  if  some  immortal  had  stoop'd  from  Uie  sky. 
And  breathed  out  a  blessing — and  flown  I 

Yes !  harps  that  complain  to  the  breezes  of  night, 

To  the  breezes  of  night  alone  ; 
Growing  fiiinter  and  fainter,  as  ruddy  and  bright 
The  sun  rolls  aloft  in  bis  drapery  of  light. 

Like  a  conqueror,  shaking  his  brilliant  hair 

And  flourishing  robe,  on  the  edge  of  the  air ! 
Burning  crimson  and  gold 
On  the  clouds  that  unfold. 
Breaking  onward  in  flame,  while  an  ocean  divides 
On  his  right  and  his  left^— So  the  Thunderer  rides. 
When  he  cuts  a  bright  path  through  the  heaving  tides. 

Rolling  on,  and  erect,  in  a  charioting  throne ! 

Yes !  strings  that  lie  still  in  the  gushing  of  day. 

That  awake,  all  alive,  to  the  breezes  of  night. 
There  are  hautboys  and  flutes  too,  for  ever  at  play. 
When  the  evening  is  .near,  and  the  sun  is  away. 

Breathing  out  the  still  hymn  of  delight 
These  strings  by  invisible  fingers  are  play'd — 

By  spirits,  unseen,  and  unknown, 
But  thick  as  the  stars,  all  this  music  is  made ; 
And  these  flutes,  alone. 

In  one  sweet  dreamy  tone. 
Are  ever  blown, 

For  ever  and  for  ever. 
The  live-long  night  ye  hear  the  sound. 
Like  distant  waters  flowing  round 
In  ringing  caves,  while  heaven  is  sweet 

With  crowding  tunes,  like  halls 

Wher^ountain-music  falls. 
And  rival  minstrels  meet 
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Til  ink.  tbrouL     Thr  majntr  of  rt%ht 
Bom  down  lupcrlilr  from  her  ultnori  l^filtiti 
AlRtdwa  bar  Mriw  fliaaa  maam  Uw  wotU, 
An.!  jQ  Ilu  tvnnrn  <if  ihe  win]  aM  AirTJ. 
How  hca'ily  ■wr  Immlir  Jinul  nlrb  Itlogm, 
Am  'dW6  jkfumhrrM  in  rrrttun'i  lomb. 
It  ii  ibc  noon  -of  ihsl  IrrmrnJoui  hour 
M'h<'<i  lifr-  in  hrlplr*.  >nd  llir  J.-b.I  havr  pown; 
Wlira  aolitudM  *R  |irw|ilBl ;  whrn  llir  Aj 
I*  «»r[4  bf  ihadj  liinp  ihat,  wlintt  br. 
PnwUlm  Ibcir  irilrli  U  art ;  *bni  bntiini  rill* 
Arp  rhirfilnii  iMi  iliijr  roiuw,  utd  ■!!  thr  luDi 
Ari>  hriehl  with  urnour;  vhm  Ihi'  iriurry  tnU, 
An<l  i{1ilu-tiriR  plunwa,  anl  itri;  iH-iiikliiijt  rmta 
or  iiiiKin-liiitii  •rniia^  ur  iiMrkliiif  rami. 
And  all  (k  ale b  onp  ri.li  fliv>liiii{  oiutHl ; 
Whin  «aiinikai  ->«•>■*.  iii  Ihr  lUy  uiihnnL 
Arr  |ii|HiiK  rntin  llirir  hmiiiu.  uul  rti'rjr  biij 
Tlml  luvH  Ihr  Ira^  ninl  uiJ  M.Hiiiimir  turn 
Ami  iThuinc  ratp.  u  BiJEinx  Id  lirr  flunri ; 
Wbrn  vnrj  liivrlT.  Fii'nr  hiiiH)'  jilarr, 
Ii  rin^na  lu  Ihr  lifflil  «iiil  mnililM  |i«re 
lirtviiiklinK  ttvl;  awl  all  ibnul,  Ihi-  fl.iw 
or  iiPW-lnirn  ruiinlaiii*,  murmuring  m  llvv  go; 
M'hi  II  niitrry  luiin  ui<  rirhi-*!.  and  llir  rill 
OrwaiiJiTlnii  niximli-la.  an  tlu'y  jurt  uul  UU 
Id  tbantinft  mrlolj,  u  all  in»iiul, 
Likr  Urr  liarjia  Vnrath  ni'-lijiii-'d  emunil — 
((•m,  diairij.  iltiUot  miwtc !   Iikr  ilir  l>rrath 
Of  alrr  flalra  dart  How  Man-  all  nir.nl'i  d.'ath. 
It  i>  (hat  hoar  vkcn  Uilriiini,'  ihiimi  will  wrrp 
AihI  knnw  nnl  why;  wlirii  xr  w>>ul>l  fflvHy  alrrji 
dur  Imi.  lart  alH-p,  ami  (erl  lui  Uiiirh  of  (rmr, 

TM  -W*  AM  ArtM  liy  ■  r*ili>i4  trar. 
Thai  UDVlpccUd  fUhrr'J  in  rmr  nr. 
Whilp  w^  win-  panliiiN  l"r  yon  Uoard  iky  i 
Th.il  hnur  iif  K>auiu>l>-.  of  •hUpnlng  pnyWi 
Wlirn  wc  ran  hi<ar  ■  wnnhlpia  ibr  wr; 
^^'h^ll  wi-  air  liftiil  trom  llu  mth,  «n>l  fifl 
l.iitlil  faiiiiiiitf  wuifi  4»Dund  Uf  tainliy  wbed. 

Awl  Ifai-n.  axiruurHn-W'-rrallfurh'iM-n.  ' 
Aud  all  uur  tran  wi-R  wijinl,  and  <rr  lu  hcann ! 


Dropi  ita  dull  xifnal  to  tlir  wib 


-Bomr  Krajili  har^  alnn|iinf  friau  hn  aphrra 

AihI  raltinc  on  Ihr  ilnril  lii  r\|rinH 

lu  arnur  of  Hilrnrv  in  hrr  Uivrliix-n. 

What  holy  dnnlnt  MlilM  in  n^ia  Iikr  the*; 

Whi-n.  Iikr  im  mn,  BaniOnl  ht  a  htifiis 

Tlir  ininurp  nf  iho  laeloMr  all  afg  •prrad 


Whi- 


rlifTanil  ihruli  and  lank  and  Im  and  rt 


Tbr  willow*  tliRfT  in  tha  pa      _ 
And  Aaka  ihair  lanclint  hadt*  •*«  *■  M 
'   llH-ruI1rir1iM>ar'«'<^4><«* 


wilha 


And  danrn  at  ihr  fainla^  biralh  nf  nilfit. 

And  Irrmhk*  Iikr  a  i^umr  nf  ifamctn  in  Ihr  li^tt!_ 

Thin  dark  ruol  wa>.-  i.  h[i>r-(  than  D»  draj^ 
Whrrr  aailm,  rtiiblrm  of  i)h>  Innpat.  iktfi 
A  ml  dinpfi'd  wttb  lifhta  aa  pva,  H  mBI,  ■■  dH* 
Hip  wiilrHliawn  hmimsi    ' 'tli    ill     Itofca. 
Far  tinrlii'r  ihan  thi-  dim  and  Iw-dirti  ray. 
Tliat  On-an'n  lliiiiinf  aktfvii  »nd  tittwi— 

-1-hi.i.  Ihr  minor  <f  dim  IMlt^    ' 

On  whii-h  nnholr  dibif*  Bay  nr'rr  intrvdr ; 
"nut  Aowna  ami  mAc«  whm  Ihr  rinuda  appaw, 
RrAuniE  to  ii-ltrri  tlvir  ihapra  of  Irat. 
Onlarin'i  drqw  arr  rfmii  la  ■  *'  ' 


Tin  piniU-  harqur  wa>< 
Wiih  Ui»Wnl 
Till  bw.  no 
With  aii.-hl 


ir  naawiud%rMM  Ay. 


Till  all  Ihr  ni-mnl. 
Till  rax-m*.  drirfli 
And   hrin-n'a    blux  dom*   rinf 


Tal  hra<r. 


Hiutk-  Ihrir 


tnva.  whnar  bun  Iraitra 
H>«a  of  pniM.  «Ua  Am  w*«.w 
A  Mia'  ••!  irrdurr  fa  tbrir  }'mUn  1^— 
Whilr  m— V  (arUiHla.  full  «^  rkfa  »d  4a*, 
<.Wt'.l..ttly  r..un.llhrni!  Hmut^Jlkfm 
WliiK*  luicliiy  mpitia  mttf  thr  BmintaiD  tcMi 
WhiH'  aanl  hiwnina,  in  ihtv  Ivi  drray. 


Wh.1.  mid  Ihr  A 


'of  |. 


n  oikl. 


»Hn\  op  Tlir  sFm-rai 


Ham  Ihi.- 

I.ikr.|.rii,Uiil  liana-;  and  all  Ibr  m 
'   Wiih  li>|Uiil  jrwi'lry,  ihai  \i(bt  balh  Saa( 

I'lutfi  h«  Ciiiiuriir  tf  Hi  «blb  thry  awwig 

And  vanMa'd  II  "'         ■    ■     '         '     ' 
<  No  Uchted  diruD 

Wiirrr  all    '       > 


.  iiuluUiiit  liirrtiodiiiga,  dim,  and  •! 


WILLIAM    CULLEN    BRYANT. 


[Born,  1794.] 


Mr.  Brtaxt  was  bom  in  Cummington,  Mas- 
sachusetts, 00  the  third  day  of  November,  1794. 
At  a  very  early  age  he  gave  indications  of  superior 
genius,  and  his  father,  an  eminent  physician,  dis- 
tinguished for  erudition  and  taste  as  well  as  for 
extensive  and  thorough  knowledge  of  science, 
watched  with  deep  interest  the  development  of  his 
faculties  under  the  most  careful  and  judicious  in- 
struction. At  ten  years  of  age  he  made  very  cre- 
ditable translations  from  some  of  the  Latin  poets, 
which  were  printed  in  a  newspaper  at  Northamp- 
ton, and  during  the  vehement  controversies  between 
the  Federalists  and  Democrats,  which  marked  the 
period  of  Jefferson's  administration,  he  wrote  «  The 
Embargo,''  a  political  satire,  which  was  printed  in 
Bostcm  in  1808.  Tasso.  when  nine  years  of  age 
wrote  some  lines  to  his  mother  which  have  been 
praised,  Cowlst  at  ten  finished  his  *<  Tragical 
History  of  Pyramus  and  Thisbe,"  Popk  when 
twelve  his  «  Ode  to  Solitude,"  and  "  the  wondrous 
boy  Chattebtow,"  at  the  same  age,  some  verses 
entitled  "  A  Hymn  for  Christmas  Day ;"  but  none 
of  these  pieces  are  superior  to  that  which  gave  a 
title  to  the  volume  of  our  precocious  American. 
The  satire  was  directed  against  President  JsrrsB- 
soiT  and  his  party,  and  has  recently  been  quoted 
to  prove  the  author  an  inconsistent  politician,  the 
last  forty  years  having  furnished  no  ground,  it  may 
be  supposed,  for  such  an  accusation.  The  descrip- 
tion of  a  caucus,  in  the  following  extract,  shows 
that  there  has  been  little  change  in  the  character 
of  such  assemblies,  and  it  will  be  confessed  that 
the  lines  are  remarkably  spirited  and  graphic  for 
so  young  an  author : 

**  E'en  while  I  ting,  see  Faction  urge  her  claim, 
Mislead  with  falsehood,  and  with  zeal  inflame  ; 
Lift  her  blaeic  banner,  a pread  her  empire  wide, 
And  BUlk  triamphant  with  a  Fury's  stride. 
She  blows  her  brazen  trump,  and,  at  the  sound, 
A  motley  throng,  obedient,  flock  around ; 
A  mist  of  rbanging  hue  o'er  all  she  flings. 
And  darkness  perches  on  all  her  dragon  winga ! 

**Oh,  might  some  patriot  rise,  the  gloom  dispel, 
Chase  Error's  mist,  and  break  her  magic  spell ! 
But  vain  the  wish,  for,  bark !  the  murmuring  meed 
Of  hoarse  applause  from  yonder  phed  proceed ; 
Enter,  and  view  the  thronging  concourse  there. 
Intent,  with  gaping  mouth  and  stupid  stare ; 
While,  in  the  midst,  their  supple  leader  stands. 
Harangues  aloud,  and  fli'turithes  his  hands ; 
To  adulation  tunes  his  servile  throat. 
And  sues,  successful,  for  each  blockhead's  vote.*' 

Some  of  the  democrats  affected  to  believe  that 
Master  Brtaitt  was  older  than  was  confessed,  or 
that  another  person  had  written  "The  Embargo;" 
but  the  book  was  eagerly  read,  and  in  a  few  months 
a  second  edition  appeared,  with  some  additional 
pieces.  To  this  was  prefixed  the  following  ad- 
vertisement : 


«  A  doubt  having  been  intimated  in  the  Monthly 
Anthology  of  June  last,  whether  a  youth  of  thirteen 
years  could  have  been  the  author  of  this  poem — 
in  justice  to  his  merits  the  friends  of  the  writer 
feel  obliged  to  certify  the  fact  from  their  personal 
knowledge  of  himself  and  his  family,  as  well  as 
his  literary  improvement  and  extraordinary  talents. 
They  would  premise,  that  they  do  not  come  un- 
called before  the  public  to  bear  this  testimony. 
They  would  prefer  that  he  should  be  judged  by  his 
works,  without  favour  or  affection.  As  the  doubt 
has  been  suggested,  they  deem  it  merely  an  act  of 
justice  to  remove  it,  after  which  they  leave  him  a 
candidate  for  favour  in  common  with  other  literary 
adventurers.  They  therefore  assure  the  public 
that  Mr.  Brtakt,  the  author,  is  a  native  of  Cum- 
mington,  in  the  county  of  Hampshire,  and  in  the 
month  of  November  last  arrived  at  the  age  of  four- 
teen years.  These  facts  can  be  authenticated  by 
many  of  the  inhabitants  of  that  place,  as  well  as 
by  several  of  his  friends,  who  give  this  notice ;  and 
if  it  be  deemed  worthy  of  further  inquiry,  the  prin- 
ter is  enabled  to  disclose  their  names  and  places 
of  residence." ' 

In  the  sixteenth  year  of  his  age,  Betast  en- 
tered an  advanced  class  of  Williams  College,  in 
which  he  soon  became  distinguished  for  his  attain- 
ments generally,  and  especially  for  his  proficiency 
in  classical  learning.  In  1812  he  obtained  from 
the  faculty  an  honourable  discharge,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  entering  upon  the  study  of  the  law,  and  in 
1816  he  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  and  commenced 
the  practice  of  his  profession  in  the  village  of  Great 
Barrington,  where  he  was  soon  sfter  married. 

When  but  little  more  than  eighteen  years  of 
age  he  had  written  his  noble  poem  of  **  Thanatop- 
sis,"  which  was  published  in  the  North  American 
Review  for  1816.»  In  1821  he  delivered  before 
the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Harvard  College 
his  longest  poem,  «*  The  Ages,"  in  which,  from  a 
survey  of  the  past  eras  of  the  world,  and  of  the 
successive  sdvances  of  mankind  in  knowledge,  vir- 
tue, and  happiness,  he  endeavours  to  justify  and 
confirm  the  hopea  of  the  philanthropist  for  the 
future  destinies  of  man.  It  is  in  the  stanza  of 
Sfkvsxr,  and  in  its  versiffcation  is  not  inferior  to 
«  The  Faerie  Quecne."  «  To  a  Watrrfowl,"  « In- 
scription for  an  entrance  to  a  Wood,"  and  several 
oUier  pieces  of  nearly  as  great  merit  were  likewise 
written  during  his  residence  at  Great  Barrington. 

Having  passed  ten  years  in  successful  practice  in 
the  courts,  he  determined  to  abandon  the  uuoonge- 
nial  busuaess  of  a  lawyer,  and  devote  his  attention 
more  exclusively  to  literature.  With  this  view, 
in  1826,  he  removed  to  the  dtyof  New  York,  and 
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willi  a  frii-rnl,  ost.il»lij«h€*<l  *•  Thr  Now  York  Kt- 
^'u'W  iiiiii  Athrnoiiiii  M.i(r<i7iiip,*'  in  whirh  hr  puS* 
h^\\n\  si-vrr:il  of  \\u  fuiv^t  \Mtrm*,  ^ih\  in  **The 
H\tnn  to  DiMtir*  |>.ii<l  a  toiirhiiii;  triMilp  to  the 
ini'innrv  of  hi<«  Titlior.  who  diit)  in  th»t  voar.  In 
H«6  hi*  :u(iiuinril  tlic  rhirrdiiet^tion  of  tlic  "Kvoii- 
iiii;  I\*it/*  ufir  of  thi>  olilr:*!  and  moKt  influrntiai 
l>itliu<*ul  niul  roininiTrial  i^jisi'tttMi  in  thin  country, 
with  which  he  han  wvr  »incr  hecn  connecti'd. 
In  H27.  1S2H.  and  1H29.  he  wa4  a<wiciaU>d  with 
Mr.  Vbrplamck  and  Mi.  Ha^d*  in  the  pntduction 
uf  "'J'he  TaliainMn/'  an  annual;  and  he  wrote 
two  or  three  of  the  "Talcn  of  ({liiuher  Spa/*  to 
which,  henidea  humvif.  Mim  Sttli^'ick.  Mr.  PauU 
dlnn,  Mr.  Ijei|;cett, and  Mr.  Sunda  werecontriiiutora. 
An  intimate  fiirndidiip  Mutwiiiti'd  l»ftwr«*n  him  and 
Mr.  S«^nii,  and  when  that  brilliuiit  writer  died,  in 
1N32,  he  aaaiatixl  .Mr.  VsRPLA?irK  in  editing  hia 
worka. 

In  the  auminer  of  1M34,  Mr.  Brta?it  Tinited 
Europe,  with  hin  family,  intendiiii^  Ut  devoti*  a  fi.*w 
year*  to  literary  ulutlit**,  and  to  the  education  of 
hia  children.  He  tmvrllnl  throuifh  France,  (Ger- 
many, and  Italy,  and  rcwided  He%erul  nMMitha  in 
each  of  the  citicn  of  Flitrmcf,  I'iita.  Munich,  ami 
Ilcidellierv.  The  daniteroua  illncM  of  hia  partner 
and  aanociate,  the  late  William  Liii.fiKTT,  cuiii- 
pelh'd  him  to  return  hastily  in  the  early  |Mrt  of 
18:)6.  The  rammer  of  \HAM  he  paM«ed  in  Fl«»rida 
and  the  Valley  of  the  MiiM-nippi.  and  in  lHt4  he 
revitiited  Eurofie.  He  renidea  atill  in  the  city  of 
New  York,  and  continucH  to  devote  the  chief  |wrt 
of  hid  time  to  the  editorship  of  the  K^eninir  Font, 
which  haa  been  for  many  veafH  tlu'  K>adint{  j>*unial 
of  the  d4*mocratic  |mrty. 

In  11^32  a  c«>lU*ction  of  all  the  poem*  Mr.  Bar- 
A^T  hid  then  written  wan  pn!iliiiht>d  in  New  York; 
it  waH  itaxin  aAer  reprintetl  in  BiMton.  and  a  cop>- 
of  it  reach int^  WAtui'vnTfi?!  Irvitiii,  wlio  waH 
then  in  En^lnnd,  he  cauned  it  li>  he  imhli^hcd  in 
Limdon,  wh(*re  it  hax  Kini*«'  fiaiwi*d  through  w\eral 
etlition^.  In  Irt4*i  he  puMifthetl  "The  Fountain 
and  other  Pi»emM;"  in  lHt4  "The  VVhiti*-Foi»trd 
I>i*er  and  ivllicr  FofUH."  md  in  IH|fi  a  splendid 
etiilion  of  hii«  ci>mplcte  Poi'tic.d  Worku,  illu«tr.it«-d 
with  onirravinirK  from  {•ictun'a  hy  Ijeutir.  haa  lieen 
puhliHhnI  in  FhiUilidphia  !•>'  (*an'y  A  Hart.  No 
▼oluiiic  ha«  iwiieil  friwn  the  .Vnifrii-an  pnraa,  of 
which  the  country  nIiouM  he  more  proufl.  Wc 
nuy  Heihl  it  aliro.iil  a*!  a  rc[»n*wntati\i>  t>f  our  lite- 
rature. aiMl  an  a  priMtf  of  our  proficiency  in  t lie  arta. 

The  m:iny  anil  liitrh  rti-«-llrnciciif>f  Mr.  litLi  »^t 
htve  lNs>n  almoKt  iini^i'r^iatly  n-cni{ni4itl.  With 
men  of  every  \.irii'ty  iif  t.i*ti-4  he  isi  a  favourite. 
Hi«  witria  aUmnil  with  p.iit«.i;{r«  «»f  |>rofound  re- 
Hivtion  which  th«*  philMiiphrr  nH>ilit.ii4'«  in  hit 
cliMi't.  aiiil  with  tttlicrK  of  MKh  nimptf  lie.iutT  and 
oh%iou4  intention  ax  plca4e  the  imMt  illiterate. 
In  hi<  patrrit  an*  illu«trati*<t  all  the  coniimm  defini- 
tion4  of  priry,  yfl  thi'V  are  |N*r^aileii  Ivy  a  mnxle 
purpiMn  aiiit  «|iint.  Of  thr  eiwenttal  Init  interior 
cha meter i«tica  of  |»ietry,  which  make  it  an  art,  he 
hat  a  iHTfiTl  mattery.  Very  few  equal  him  in 
grai-e  aiiil  {hiwcr  of  e\pre«<ii<m.  Every  line  haa 
conii>ai-tiif«a.  prectaion,  and  elegance,  and  flowa 


with  ita  fellows  in  etqui^te  harmony.  Hta  man- 
ner i^  on  all  occa«iim«  fitly  ehoarn  for  hia  aul^rrt. 
Hta  «enie  ia  ai>lenin  and  imprraaJTe.  nr  airy  aid 
playful.  aM «uit»  hi*  purp<Me.  Hia  heaotifnl  imaffrry 
is  appropriate,  an^l  hia  that  air  of  freahnraa  whir^ 
dii>tiMi;uifilif!«  the  pr4>Jucti(ma  of  an  author  wntin^ 
from  hit  own  ol»M'r\aiioiia  of  lifr  and  nature  r^ 
ther  than  from  lN>«»kii. 

.Mr.  Bar  A^T  11*  a  Iranalator  lo  the  world  of  the 
inlent  laneuaae  of  thr  univerap.  He  ••eonConH 
hia  life  to  flu*  lM*nutiful  older  of  God*a  worla.**  In 
the  nieditatitm  t>f  nature  he  baa  leamrd  high  Ip» 
■nna  lif  philotit(i|iy  an*!  rchgiun.  With  no  other 
iMM't  dtM'H  tlu'  Hubji'ct  aprinte  *o  naturally  Inicn  Iba 
object;  the  iimral.  the  M>ntiment, frua  the  cuDlri» 
piati'>n  of  the  ilunizt  jlwHit  him.  l*here  ia  nochng 
jforced  in  bin  indui-tion*.  By  a  genuine 
neiM  he  win*  the  i»y  mi^athy  of  hia  reader,  and  p 
|iarea  him  to  anticipate  hiN  thi>ughu  By  an  imprt- 
ce|>lil>le  influence  he  carriei*  him  from  the  beginning 
to  tlM*  eml  i>f  a  [iiiein.  and  lenvea  him  infuaed  milk 
the  very  fpint  in  which  it  la  eniicei«e*L 

In  hi«  detrriptioiiii  of  nature  there  ia  rrnarliable 
fidelity.  They  ioiitey  in  an  eitraordinar\  de^iva 
the  artiial  inipre«t|on  of  what  in  gruul  and  beauts 
ful  and  jH'culidr  in  our  icenery.  The  oUl  and 
Mutlowy  forrott  ftt.mil  a*  tliry  grew  up  fruni  the 
neetU  (ioii  planted,  the  aea-like  |irairie«  atreCrhinc 
in  itirv  undu!:iiiont  l4*vonil  the  e\e*p  eitrrznr^ 
\inion.  tiiir  lakei*  and  niinintaina  and  nvrra,  he 
briiii!-  before  iih  in  pirturra  warmly  coliiureJ  widi 
tlie  huea  of  the  inujination.  and  aa  truthiiii  aa 
thote  which  t'oL».  piiiii  on  the  ran«aa. 

It  ba«  U'en  cmiipUihed  that  there  ia  very  ItflAr 
iN*iiriiiieiit.  ver\  liHk*  i>f  the  l>iending  of  Moncn 
with  |»hili»tiipliy.  iii  Bbtaxt**  |iurtry ;  ihal  h» 
anih|ue  and  du'iiitied  aicnplicity  la  ne«er  wi 
with  hiinian  «\iiiiuthv.  Thin  ia  true  in  a 
but  in  many  i>f  Iih  }iii«*ni«  are  paMaoea  of 
|Mt!iot,  Hfi'l  ht4  inti'rckt  in  hia  laee  appeara, 
trar>'  to  the  general  ei|ieneiioe,  to  increaov  wilk 
hin  ii^e. 

It  h.it  liren  deiiieii  l-y  Mime  penona, 
fri>in  our  dit4i>nt.  eiIuiMti<m.  languagr, 
rM'ft,  identity  in  J  u«  «•>  cIomIv  with  aii<4bcr  |«ople. 
that  we  cm  ha^e  a  littinrtive  national  Irteralw. 
But  there  are  \ery  few  of  Barter'*  pnema  thai 
c'Milil  hive  lirrn  wrttm  in  any  c«Miniry  l«il  o«r 
own.  They  brrjllii-  the  lery  ciiirit  ol  our  yuvcg 
and  %i:*oroii-  lif>'.  !!•'  fi-eU  not  ini>re  «rfifltbl«  lb? 
grandeur  and  lie.iiit\  of  rnatiiin a* nunifrtlcd  only 
in  our  ivtvn  lan<l.  ihati  he  dor^  the  elevating  infll^ 
enefrt  •ifth.it  freti!>>ii  arnl  )M>wcr  which  la  mjo«ed 
bv  n<»rii*  liut  the  i-iti£4-nt  o(  t\\\*  rrnii!*Iic.     To  Ik* 

■  ■ 

thou.'hifiil  critic  e%t'iy  tlrn^  in  h:«  verve  faelowci 
to  Aiiii*nca,  and  i*  aa  dillcrrnt  from  whal  nHtia 
the  |HM  tr\  of  Knglan*!  a*  it  w  fmm  that  wbicik 
niiMt  diitinffui^hea  the  poetry  of  (Semany  or 
France. 

Mr.  Bari^T  if  rtill  in  the  meridian  of  ^  Hb: 
anumg  the  hmmI  rerrnt  of  hia  produeiiooa  mv  aoaa 
of  the  fineat  he  has  written :  and  w«  mmw  WA 
with  eonfiiiencr  to  an  incnraae  of  the  hann  «f  km 
high  reputati«>n.  aeeonil  now  to  thai  of : 
porary  who  writea  in  our  language. 
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THE  PRAIRIES. 

BSK  are  the  gardens  of  the  desert,  these 
inshom  fields,  boundless  and  beautiful, 
hich  the  speech  of  England  has  no  naine~- 
irairies.     I  behold  them  for  the  first, 
ny  heart  swells,  while  the  dilated  sight 
i  in  the  encircling  vastness.    Lo !  they  stretch 
y  undulations,  far  away, 
the  ocean,  in  his  gentlest  swell, 
still,  with  all  his  rounded  billows  fix'd, 
notionless  forever. — Motionless  ?~- 
they  are  all  unchain'd  again.     The  clouds 
)  over  with  their  shadows,  and,  beneath, 
urface  rolls  and  fluctuates  to  the  eye ; 
hollows  seem  to  glide  along  and  chase 
unny  ridges.     Breezes  of  the  south ! 
toss  the  golden  and  the  flame-like  flowers, 
)ass  the  prairie-hawk  that,  poised  on  high, 

his  broad  wings,  yet  moves  not — ^ye  have 
ig  the  palms  of  Mexico  and  vines       [play'd 
sxas,  and  have  crispM  the  limpid  brooKs 
from  the  fountains  of  Sonora  glide 
he  oalm  Pacific — ^have  ye  fanned 
»ler  or  a  lovelier  scene  than  this  ? 
lath  no  part  in  all  this  glorious  work : 
land  that  built  the  firmament  hath  heaved 
moothed  these  verdant  swells,  and  sown  their 

slopes 

herbage,  planted  them  with  island  groves, 
ledged  them  round  with  forests.   Fitting  floor 
lis  magnificent  temple  of  the  sky — 
flowers  whose  glory  and  whose  multitude 
the  constellations  I     The  great  heavens 
to  stoop  down  upon  the  scene  in  love,~- 
irer  vault,  and  of  a  tenderer  blue, 
that  which  bends  above  the  eastern  hills, 
o'er  the  verdant  waste  I  guide  my  steed, 
ig  the  high,  rank  grass  that  sweeps  his  sides, 
loUow  beating  of  his  footstep  seems 
rilegious  sound.     I  think  of  those 
whose  rest  he  tramples.     Are  they  her&— 
lead  of  other  days? — and  did  the  dust 
ese  fair  solitudes  once  stir  with  life 
:>um  with  passion  1    Let  the  mighty  mounds 
overlook  the  rivers,  or  that  rise 
i  dim  forest,  crowded  with  old  oaks, 
'er.     A  race,  that  long  has  pass'd  away, 
them ;— a  disciplined  and  populous  race 
'd,  with  long  toil,  the  earth,  while  yet  the 
hewing  the  Pentelicus  to  forms  [Greek 

mmetry,  and  rearing  on  its  rock 
flittering  Parthenon.     These  ample  fields 
ish'd  their  harvests ;  here  their  herds  were  fed, 
1  haply  by  their  stalls  the  bison  low'd, 
bow'd  his  maned  shoulder  to  the  yoke. 
ty  this  desert  murmurM  with  their  toils, 
wilight  blush'd,  and  lovers  walk'd,  and  wooM 
forgotten  language,  and  old  tunes, 

instruments  of  unremember'd  form, 
the  soft  winds  a  voice.     The  red  man  came— 
-oaming  hunter-tribes,  warlike  and  fierce, 
the  mound-builders  vanished  from  the  earth, 
lolitade  of  centuries  untold 


Has  settled  where  they  dwelt    The  prairie-wolf 
Hunts  in  their  meadows,  and  his  fresh-dug  den 
Yawns  by  my  path.   The  gopher  mines  the  ground 
Where  stood  their  swarming  cities.    All  is  gone — 
All — save  the  piles  of  earth  that  hold  their  bones— 
The  platforms  where  they  worshipped  unknown 

gods— 
The  barriers  which  they  builded  from  the  soil 
To  keep  the  foe  at  bay — till  o'er  the  walls 
The  wild  beleaguerers  broke,  and,  one  by  one. 
The  strongholds  of  the  plain  were  forced,  and  heap'd 
With  corpses.     The  brown  vultures  of  the  wood 
Flock'd  to  those  vast,  uncovered  sepulchres. 
And  sat,  unscared  and  silent,  at  their  feast. 
Haply  some  solitary  fugitive, 
Lurking  in  marsh  and  forest,  till  the  sense 
Of  desolation  and  of  fear  became 
Bitterer  than  death,  yielded  himself  to  die. 
Man's  better  nature  triumphed.     Kindly  words 
Welcomed  and  soothed  him;  the  rude  conquerors 
Seated  the  captive  with  their  chiefs ;  he  chose 
A  bride  among  their  maidens,  and  at  length 
Seem'd  to  forget, — ^yet  ne'er  forgot, — the  wife 
Of  his  first  love,  and  her  sweet  little  ones 
Butchered,  amid  their  shrieks,  with  all  his  race. 

Thus  change  the  forms  of  being.    Thus  arise 
Races  of  living  things,  glorious  in  strength, 
And  perish,  as  the  quickening  breath  of  God 
Fills  them,  or  is  withdrawn.    The  red  man,  too— 
Has  left  the  blooming  wilds  he  ranged  so  long, 
And,  nearer  to  the  Rocky  Mountains,  sought 
A  wider  hunting-ground.     The  beaver  builds 
No  longer  by  these  streams,  but  far  away. 
On  waters  whose  blue  surface  ne'er  gave  back 
The  white  man's  face— among  Missouri's  springs, 
And  pools  whose  issues  swell  the  Oregon, 
He  rears  his  little  Venice.     In  these  plains 
The  bison  feeds  no  more.     Twice  twenty  leagues 
Beyond  remotest  smoke  of  hunter's  camp. 
Roams  the  majestic  brute,  in  herds  that  shake 
The  earth  with  thundering  steps — yet  here  I  meet 
His  ancient  footprints  stamp'd  beside  the  pool. 

Still  this  great  solitude  is  quick  with  life. 
M3nriads  of  insects,  gaudy  as  the  flowers 
They  flutter  over,  gentle  quadrupeds. 
And  birds,  that  scarce  have  leam'd  the  fear  of  man, 
Are  here,  and  sliding  reptiles  of  the  ground, 
Startlingly  beautiful.     The  graceful  deer 
Bounds  to  the  wood  at  my  approach.     The  bee, 
A  more  adventurous  colonist  than  man. 
With  whom  he  came  across  the  eastern  deep, 
Fills  the  savannas  with  his  murmurings, 
And  hides  his  sweets,  as  in  the  golden  age. 
Within  the  hollow  oak.     I  listen  long 
To  his  domestic  hum,  and  think  I  hear 
The  sound  of  that  advancing  multitude 
Which  soon  shall  fill  these  deserts.     From  the 

ground 
Comes  up  the  laugh  of  children,  the  soft  voice 
Of  maidens,  and  the  sweet  and  solemn  hymn 
Of  Sabbath  worshippers.     The  low  of  herds 
Blends  with  the  rustling  of  the  heavy  grain 
Over  the  dark-brown  furrows.     All  at  once 
A  fresher  wind  sweeps  by,  and  breaks  my  dream. 
And  I  am  in  the  wilderness  alone. 
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To  him  who  in  the  love  of  natore  holdi 
CommunioD  with  her  vigihie  forma,  she  apealLi 
A  variouii  lan^age ;  for  hi«  ff>y^  houri 
She  hw  a  rotoe  of  f^ladneaa,  aiitl  a  amile 
Ami  t*ltX]U(*nct'  of  beauty;  and  nhe  fflidei 
Into  hit  darker  muninica*  with  a  mild 
And  healini;  KYni|»athy,  that  stealii  away 
Ttioir  nharpnertrt.  ere  he  is  aware.    When  thoughts 
Of  the  liist  hitter  hour  rome  like  a  blii^ht 
0%'er  thy  Hpirit,  and  muI  iniaufeii 
Of  t!ie  litem  asony.  and  shroud,  and  pnll, 
And  ltre:ithNiM  darknesii,  and  the  narrow  house, 
Makr  ihce  to  Kliudder,  and  (H^w  sirk  at  heart;— 
(•II  fiirth,  under  the  0})ensky,  and  list 
To  .Nii(un*'<4  tt'urhinfpi,  while  fnmi  all  around^- 
Eartli  and  hi*r  waters,  and  the  deptlis  of  air — 
('t»nu»s  A  Ntill  vai«"i»— Yet  a  frw  diiys,  and  thee 
The  nll»)N'hi»Min{(  sun  shall  see  no  more 
In  nil  hi«  riMir?ie;  nor  yet  in  the  eold  ground, 
Wlirre  thy  pale  form  is  In  id  with  many  tears, 
N<tr  in  the  rmbrarc  of  (Mvan.  nhall  evitt 
Thy  iiii.tur*'*  K:irth.  that  nouri^hM  thee,  shall  claim 
Thy  en^wth,  to  tie  n'solved  to  earth  attain. 
And.  Io»t  <Mrh  iiumiu  trace,  sunemlering  up 
Thine  ii)ilividii-il  heini^.  shall  thou  go 
To  mix  for  vwr  with  the  elements, — 
To  lie  u  hrolhrr  to  the  insensiMe  rock. 
And  to  thi*  s!u:;;;i4i  clod,  vkhieh  the  rude  swain 
Turns  with  his  share,  and  treads  u{M>n.     The  oak 
Shall  m-ni)  his  roots  ahniail,  and  pirrce  t)iy  mould. 

Yet  ni>t  to  thine  eternal  restini^^place 
SYiidt  thou  n'tire  aloiie>— nor  couldst  thou  witih 
Courh  in<>n*  nia:;nificent    Thou  shult  lie  down 
With  p4trian'h<«  of  the  infant  world — with  kini(i, 
The  )iowerfut  tif  the  «Mrth — the  wise,  the  good. 
Fair  foriii<*.  and  hoary  Mi*rs.  of  a^es  past. 
All  ill  one  iiiijiity  s«*pult*hre. — The  hills 
Rot'k'riliSM.  autl  ancirnt  as  the  sun. — the  Tales 
8tn»ti*hin:;  iii  fMMHive  4uietni*iM  K'tween; 
The  \t-nl■r.l^l^  wotiils— >rivrrs  that  move 
In  niajrxty.  and  the  com  plain  inir  hnttiks 
That  inaki'  the  nuMtlow^  tcreen;  and.  pour*d  round 
Old  iM'iM'i*«  Cray  and  ni«'lanrholy  waste,-—     [all, 
An'  hut  thi*  Mtilmui  dtvorations  all 
Of  the  ST*'  it  tiMiili  of  man.    Tlir  ^oldrn  sun. 
The  pi  iii«*l*.  all  th«'  infinite  hi»«t  of  hfavcn. 
Are  ^tiiriin'^  on  the  *;%t\  aUklr*  of  di>Ath« 
ThnMi::h  thr  ■^til]  lap*i«'  nf  a.;i*s.     All  that  tread 
Thi*  itIoInv  an*  hut  a  h.iii'lt*iil  tit  the  trilies 
Th.it  -liirii^iT  ill  iiH  hiW'iiii.— Take  thi*  wing* 
Of  iiioriiiiii;.  anil  (hr  H.irran  dr^rt  pierce. 
Or  lo^>  ih\M'lf  in  the  ritiitiniioiis  woi^ds 
Wh'-'o  ridU  thi'  On*i;on.  and  hearn  no  Mtnml 
Save  hi«  own  d.iihink{« — yet  the  dead  «ire  there; 
And  million*!  in  thiise  solittule^.  sine**  first 
Tlie  fli.'lil  iif  ye.irs  liejsin.  have  l.iid  them  down 
In  thtir  \aA  slee{>— 'the  deail  there  rei-.;n  aliine. 

Sit  -lialt  thou  re<t. — ami  what  if  tliou  withdraw 
^llhn••1«^I  hy  the  Uvinir — and  no  friend 
T.ike  ii.ite  of  thy  de|mrture  ?     All  that  hreathe 
Will  oh  a  re  thv  destinv.     Tlie  pav  will  l.iuirh 
When  thou  art  irone,  the  ai>lemn  hri^inl  of  care 
rit>d  on.  and  each  one,  aa  before,  will  chase 


Hie  laTonrite  phantom ;  yet  •!! 
Their  mirth  aiid  their  employnMOta,  ftod  aball 
And  make  their  Unl  with  thee.    Aa  the  loof 
Of  agea  glide  away,  the  aoaa  of  men. 
The  youth  in  life's  green  apring ,  amd  be  wIm> 
In  the  full  strensth  of  yeara,  "*^*«»«»i  and 
And  the  sweet  babe,  and  the  gny-be*deil 
Shall  one  by  one  \te  gatherM  to  thy  aide. 
By  thiMc  who.  in  their  turn,  shall  Mam 
So  live,  that,  when  thv  aummona  con 
The  innumerable  caravan,  that  morra 
To  that  mysterious  realm,  where  each  shall 
His  chandler  in  the  silent  halla  of  death. 
Thou  go  not.  like  the  quarry-slave,  at  lUKbl, 
Scourged  to  his  dtiiu^eon,  but,  sustain'd  and 
By  an  unfalterin;;  tru»t.  approoi'h  thy  grave. 
Like  one  that  draws  the  draprry  of  hia  couch 
About  him,  aiul  lies  down  to  plcaaanl 


to 


-— •- 


FnRF>T  HYMN. 

Tat  groves  were  OfiD*a  fimt  lemplca.    En  ■■ 
leam'd 
To  hew  the  shaA.  and  lay  the  arrhitraae. 
And  spread  the  roiif  almte  then.— 4*rp  be  ftaoMi 
The  lofty  vault,  to  intlier  and  roll  liark 
The  sound  of  anthein*! ;  in  the  darkhng  wood. 
Amid  tlie  co>d  and  »ilenre,  he  knelt  ikvwa, 
Atul  otTerM  t>i  the  Mi;:hti«'st  Milt^mn  tlfnfc*^ 
And  supplication.     For  his  simple  heart 
Might  not  resist  the  sacred  influenceii, 
Which,  from  the  -tilly  twdight  of  the  pi 
.\nd  from  the  irray  old  trunks,  that  high  in 
MingU-d  their  nnHisy  Imugho.  and  from  the 
Of  tlie  invisible  breath,  that  sway'd  at  once 
All  their  green  to|Ni.  stole  over  him.  and  bow'd 
His  spirit  with  the  tliought  of  houndlea 
And  inarcessible  majesty.     Ah,  why 
Shoulil  we.  in  tlH*  world's  riper  yeaia, 
(ton*s  ancient  saiietiiariea,  ami  adore 
Only  among  the  rrowd.  ami  under  rood 
That  our  frail  hand*  have  raised  *   Let 
Here,  in  the  shadow  of  this  agrd  wood. 
Offer  one  h\  mn — thrice  hap|iy,  if  it  find 
Acceptaitce  in  his  ear. 

Father,  thy  band 
Hath  rrar*d  these  venrrablr  rolumna.  tboa 
Didst  weave  this  venl^nl  mof.     Thoa  di 
I'lMin  the  nakeil  earth,  and.  forthwith,  roae    [( 
Ail  thesr  fair  ranks  «>f  ireee.     They,  in  thy  i 
Budded,  and  shiMik  their  preen  learrs  in  thv 
.^ndnhot  tiiwardft  hi*aven.  The  eenlurv-livinc 
Whose  Urth  was  m  their  topa,  grew  old  and 
Among  their  branches ;  till,  at  loaC,  ther 
As  now  they  stand,  maasy.  and  lalL  and  daikv 
Fit  shrine  for  humble  worshipper  to  bold 
(%immuniim  with  his  Maker.    Theee  dim 
These  winding  ai*Ies.  of  human  pomp  or 
Report  noL    No  fantastic  canringa  ahow. 
The  boast  of  our  vain  rare,  to  change  ibo 
Of  thv  fair  works.  But  thou  art  hrre     thw 
The  aolitutle.    Thou  art  in  the  aoA  wiadi^ 
That  run  along  the  summit  of  theae  Ivaea 
In  muaic ; — thou  art  in  the  eooler  bcwll^ 
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That,  from  the  inmost  darknttiii  of  the  place, 

Comes,  scarcely  felt; — the  barky  trunks,  tiie  grovnd, 

The  fresh,  moist  ground,  are  all  instinct  with  thee. 

Here  is  continual  worship ; — nature,  here, 

In  the  tranquilUty  that  thou  dost  love, 

Enjoys  thy  presence.    Noiselessly  around, 

From  perdi  to  perch,  the  solitary  bird 

Passes ;  and  yon  clear  spring,  that,  midst  its  herbs, 

Wells  softly  forth,  and  visits  the  strong  roots 

Of  half  the  migh^  forest,  tells  no  tale 

Of  all  the  good  it  does.    Thou  hast  not  left 

Thyself  without  a  witness,  in  these  shades, 

Of  thy  perfections.  Grandeur,  strength,  and  grace, 

Are  here  to  speak  of  thee.   This  mighty  oak, 

By  whose  immovable  stem  I  stand,  and  seem 

Almost  annihilated, — not  a  prince, 

In  all  that  proud  old  world  beyond  the  deep, 

£*er  wore  his  crown  as  loftily  as  he 

Wears  the  green  coronal  of  leaves  with  which 

Thy  hand  has  g^mced  him.     Nestled  at  his  root 

Is  beauty,  such  as  blooms  not  in  the  glare 

Of  the  broad  sun.    That  delicate  forest  flower, 

W^ith  delicate  breath,  and  look  so  like  a  smile, 

Seems,  as  it  issues  from  the  shapeless  mould. 

An  emanation  of  the  indwelling  Life, 

A  visible  token  of  the  upholding  Love, 

That  are  the  soul  of  this  wide  universe. 

My  heart  is  awed  within  me,  when  I  think 
Of  the  great  miracle  that  still  goes  on 
In  silence,  round  me— the  perpetual  work 
Of  thy  creation,  finished,  yet  renew'd 
Forever.    Written  on  thy  works,  I  read 
The  lesson  of  thy  own  eternity. 
Lo !  all  grow  old  and  die— -but  see,  again, 
How  on  the  Altering  footsteps  of  decay 
Youth  presses— ever  gay  and  beautiful  youth. 
In  all  its  beautifril  forms.     These  lofty  trees 
Wave  not  less  proudly  that  their  ancestors 
Moulder  beneath  them.     O,  there  is  not  lost 
One  of  earth's  charms:  upon  her  bosom  yet. 
After  the  flight  of  untold  centuries. 
The  freshness  of  her  far  beginning  lies, 
And  yet  shall  lie.    Life  mocks  the  idle  hate 
Of  his  arch-enemy.  Death — ^yea,  seats  himself 
Upon  the  tyrant's  throne^the  sepulchre. 
And  of  the  triumphs  of  his  ghastly  foe 
Makes  his  own  nourishment    For  he  came  forth 
From  thine  own  bosom,  and  shall  have  no  end. 

There  have  been  holy  men  who  hid  themselves 

Deep  in  the  woody  wilderness,  and  gave 

Their  lives  to  thought  and  prayer,  till  they  outlived 

The  generation  bom  with  them,  nor  seem'd 

Less  aged  than  the  hoary  trees  and  rocks 

Around  them ; — and  there  have  been  holy  men 

Who  deem'd  it  were  not  well  to  pass  life  thus. 

But  let  me  often  to  these  solitudes 

Retire,  and  in  thy  presence  reassure 

My  feeble  virtue.     Here  its  enemies, 

The  passions,  at  thy  plainer  footsteps  shrink. 

And  tremble  and  are  still.     O,  God  !  when  thou 

Dost  scare  the  world  with  tempests,  set  on  fire 

The  heavens  with  falling  thunderbolts,  or  fill. 

With  all  the  waters  of  the  firmament. 

The  swifi,  darK  whirlwind  that  uproots  the  woods 

And  drowns  the  villages ;  when,  at  thy  call, 
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Uprises  the  great  deep  and  throws  himself 
Upon  the  continent,  and  overwhelms 
Its  cities — who  forgets  not,  at  the  sight 
Of  these  tremendous  tokens  of  thy  power, 
His  pride,  and  lays  his  strifes  and  follies  by  1 
O,  from  Uiese  sterner  aspects  of  thy  face 
Spare  me  and  mine,  nor  let  us  need  the  wrath 
Of  the  mad,  unchain'd  elements  to  teach 
Who  rules  them.     Be  it  ours  to  meditate 
In  Uiese  calm  shades  thy  milder  majesty, 
And  to  the  beautiful  order  of  thy  works 
Learn  to  conform  the  order  of  our  lives. 


HYMN  TO  THE  NORTH  STAR. 

The  sad  and  solemn  night 
Has  yet  her  multitude  of  cheerful  fires ; 

The  glorious  host  of  light 
Walk  the  dark  hemisphere  till  she  retires ; 
All  through  her  silent  watches,  gliding  slow, 
Her  constellations  come,  and  climb  the  heavens, 
and  go. 

Day,  too,  hath  many  a  star 
To  grace  his  gorgeous  reign,  as  bright  as  they : 

Through  the  blue  fields  afar, 
Unseen,  they  follow  in  his  flaming  way : 
Man}!  a  bright  lingerer,  as  the  eve  grows  dim. 
Tells  what  a  radiant  troop  arose  and  set  with  him. 

And  thou  dost  see  them  rise. 
Star  of  the  Pole !  and  thou  dost  see  them  set 

Alone,  in  thy  cold  skies. 
Thou  keep'st  thy  old,  unmoving  station  yet. 
Nor  join'st  the  dances  of  that  glittering  train. 
Nor  dipp'st  thy  virgin  orb  in  the  blue  western  main. 

There,  at  mom's  rosy  birth. 
Thou  lookest  medcly  through  the  kindling  air. 

And  eve,  that  round  the  earth 
Chases  the  day,  beholds  thee  watching  there ; 
There  noontide  finds  thee,  and  the  hour  that  calls 
The  shapes  of  polar  flame  to  scale  heaven's  azure 
walls. 

Alike,  beneath  thine  eye. 
The  deeds  of  darkness  and  of  light  are  done ; 

High  towards  the  star-lit  sky 
Towns  blazo— the  smoke  of  battle  blots  the  sun — 
The  night-storm  on  a  thousand  hills  is  loud— 
And  the  strong  wind  of  day  doth  mingle  sea  and 
cloud. 

On  thy  unaltering  blaze 
The  half-wreck'd  mariner,  his  compass  lost, 

Fixes  his  steady  gaze, 
And  steers,  undoubting,  to  the  friendly  coast; 
And  they  who  stray  in  perilous  wastes,  by  night. 
Are  glad  when  thou  dost  shine  to  guide  their  foot- 
steps right 

And,  therefore,  bards  of  old. 
Sages,  and  hermits  of  the  solemn  wood. 

Did  in  thy  beams  behold 
A  beauteous  type  of  that  unchang^g  good. 
That  bright,  eternal  beacon,  by  whose  ray 
The  voyager  of  time  should  shape  his  heedful  way 
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r  l<aiik<  in  mt  fav. 


And  V 


>l  Ihr  I 
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THE  WINDS. 

Yb  winds,  ye  unseen  currents  of  the  air, 
Softly  ye  play'd  a  few  brief  hours  ago ; 

Ye  bore  the  murmuring  bee;  ye  tossM  the  hair 
O'er  maiden  cheeks,  that  took  a  fresher  glow; 

Ye  roird  the  round,  white  cloud  through  depths  of 
blue; 

Ye  shook  from  shaded  flowers  the  lingering  dew; 

Before  you  the  catalpa*s  blossoms  flew, 

Light  blossoms,  dropping  on  the  grass  like  snow. 

How  are  ye  changed !  Ye  take  the  cataract's  sound, 
Ye  take  the  whirlpooPs  fury  and  its  might ; 

The  mountain  shudders  as  ye  sweep  the  ground ; 
The  valley  woods  lie  prone  beneath  your  flight 

The  clouds  before  you  sweep  like  eagles  past; 

The  homes  of  men  are  rocking  in  your  blast ; 

Ye  lift  the  roofs  like  autumn  leaves,  and  cast, 
Skyward,  the  whirling  fragments  out  of  sight 

The  weary  fowls  of  heaven  make  wing  in  vain. 

To  scape  your  wrath;  ye  seize  and  dash  them  dead. 
Against  the  earth  ye  drive  the  roaring  rain ; 

The  harvest  field  becomes  a  river's  bed ; 
And  torrents  tumble  from  Uie  hills  around, 
Plains  turn  to  lakes,  and  villages  are  drown'd. 
And  wailing  voices,  midst  the  tempest's  sound. 
Rise,  as  the  rushing  floods  close  over  head. 

Ye  dart  upon  the  deep,  and  straight  is  heard 
A  wilder  roar,  and  men  grow  pale,  and  pray ; 

Ye  fling  its  waters  round  you,  as  a  bird 

Flings  o'er  his  shivering  plumes  the  fountain's 
spray. 

See  I  to  the  breaking  mast  the  sailor  clings ; 

Ye  scoop  the  ocean  to  its  briny  springs. 

And  take  the  mountain  billow  on  your  wings. 
And  pile  the  wreck  of  navies  round  the  bay. 

Why  rage  ye  thus? — no  strife  for  liberty       [fear. 
Has  made  you  mad ;  no  tyrant,  strong  through 

Has  chain 'd  your  pinions,  till  ye  wrench'd  them  fr'ee, 
And  rush'd  into  the  unmeasured  atmosphere: 

For  ye  were  bom  in  fr'eedom  where  ye  blow ; 

Free  o'er  the  mighty  deep  to  come  and  go ; 

Earth's  solemn  woods  were  yours,  her  wastes  of 
snow. 
Her  isles  where  summer  blossoms  all  the  year. 

O,  ye  wild  winds !  a  mightier  power  than  yours 

In  chains  upon'  the  shores  of  Europe  lies; 
The  sceptred  throng,  whose  fetters  he  endures. 

Watch  his  mute  throes  with  terror  in  their  eyes : 
And  armed  warriors  all  around  him  stand, 
And,  as  he  struggles,  tighten  every  band. 
And  lift  the  heavy  spear,  with  threatening  hand, 
To  pierce  the  victim,  should  he  strive  to  rise. 

Yet,  O,  when  that  wrong'd  spirit  of  our  race. 

Shall  break.as  soon  he  must,  his  long-worn  chains, 
And  leap  in  freedom  from  his  prison-place. 

Lord  of  his  ancient  hills  and  fruitful  plains. 
Let  him  not  rise,  like  these  mad  winds  of  air, 
To  waste  the  loveliness  that  time  could  spare. 
To  fill  the  earth  with  wo,  and  blot  her  fiiir 

Unconscious  breast  with  blood  firom  human  veins. 


But  may  he,  like  the  spring-time,  come  abroad. 

Who  crumbles  winter's  gjrves  with  gentle  might, 
When  in  the  genial  breeze,  the  breath  of  Gon, 

Come  spouting  up  the  unseal'd  springs  to  light; 

Flowers  start  from  Uieir  dark  prisons  at  his  feet. 

The  woods,  long  dumb,  awake  to  hymnings  sweet. 

And  mom  and  eve,  whose  glinunerings  almost  meet. 

Crowd  back  to  narrow  bounds  the  ancient  night 


OH  MOTHER  OF  A  MIGHTY  RACE ! 

Oh  mother  of  a  mighty  race, 
Yet  lovely  in  thy  youthful  grace ! 
The  elder  dames,  thy  haughty  peers, 
Admire  and  hate  thy  blooming  years. 

With  words  of  shame 
And  taunts  of  scorn  they  join  thy  name. 

For  on  thy  cheeks  the  glow  is  spread 
That  tints  the  morning  hills  with  red ; 
Thy  step^the  wild  deer's  mstli ng  feet 
Within  thv  woods,  are  not  more  fleet; 

Thy  hopeful  eye 
Is  bright  as  thine  own  sunny  sky. 

Ay,  let  tliem  rail — those  haughty  ones — 
While  safe  thou  dwcllest  with  thv  sops. 
They  do  not  know  how  loved  thou  art — 
How  many  a  fond  and  fearless  heart 

Would  rise  to  throw 
Its  life  between  thee  and  the  foe ! 

They  know  not,  in  their  hate  and  pride. 
What  virtues  with  thy  children  bide ; 
How  true,  how  good,  thy  graceful  maids 
Make  brio^ht,  like  flowers,  the  valley  shades; 

What  generous  men 
Spring,  like  thine  oaks,  by  hill  and  glen : 

What  cordial  welcomes  greet  the  guest 
By  the  lone  rivers  of  the  west ; 
How  faith  is  kept  and  truth  revered. 
And  man  is  loved,  and  Goo  is  fcar'd, 

In  woodland  homes, 
And  where  tlie  solemn  ocean  foams  f 

There 's  freedom  at  thy  gates,  and  rest 
For  earth's  down-troilden  and  oppress'd, 
A  shelter  for  the  hunted  head. 
For  the  starved  labourer  toil  and  bread. 

Power,  at  thy  bounds. 
Stops  and  calls  back  his  baflSed  hounds. 

Oh,  fair  young  mother !  on  thy  brow 
Shall  sit  a  nobler  grace  than  now. 
Deep  in  the  brightness  of  thy  skies 
The  thronging  years  in  glory  rise, 

And,  as  they  fleet 
Drop  strength  and  riches  at  thy  feet. 

Thine  eye,  with  every  coming  hour. 
Shall  brighten,  and  thy  form  shall  tower ; 
And  when  thy  sisters,  elder  born. 
Would  brand  thy  name  with  words  of  scorn, 

Before  thine  eye, 
Upon  their  lips  the  taunt  shall  die ! 
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Gum  hmnd  it  few,  but  tree  And  triadv 

Our  leader  fimnk  tnd  bold ; 
The  British  soldier  trembler 

When  MAmiox's  Dame  is  told. 
Our  fortress  is  the  good  greeo  wood, 

Our  tent  the  cypress  tree ; 
We  know  the  forest  round  us. 

As  seamen  know  the  sea. 
We  know  its  walls  of  thorny  Tinea, 

Its  glades  of  reedy  grass. 
Its  safe  and  silent  islands 

Within  the  dark  moi 


Wo  to  the  English  soldiery 

That  little  dread  us  near! 
On  them  shall  light  at  midnight 

A  strange  and  sudden  f«*ar: 
When,  waking  to  their  tents  on  iire. 

They  grasp  their  arms  in  Tain, 
And  they  who  stand  to  fkce  us 

Are  beat  to  earth  again ; 
And  they  who  fly  in  terror  deem 

A  mighty  host  behind, 
And  hear  the  tramp  of  thousands 

Upon  the  hollow  wind. 

Tlien  sweet  the  hour  that  brings  releasa 

From  danger  and  from  toil : 
We  talk  the  battle  oyer, 

And  share  the  battle's  spoiL 
The  woodland  rings  with  laugh  and  shout. 

As  if  a  hunt  were  up, 
And  woodland  flowers  are  gather'd 

To  crown  the  soldier's  cup. 
With  merry  songs  we  mock  the  wind 

That  in  the  pine-top  grierea. 
And  slumber  long  and  sweetly. 

On  beds  of  oaken  learea. 

Well  knows  the  lair  and  friendly  moon 

The  band  that  Mabioji  leads— 
The  glitter  of  their  rifles. 

The  scampering  of  their  steeds. 
Tis  life  to  guide  the  flery  barb 

Across  the  moonlight  plain ; 
Tis  life  to  feel  the  night^wind 

That  lifbi  his  tonsing  mane. 
A  moment  in  the  Britinh  camp— 

A  moment— ami  away 
Back  to  the  pathless  forest. 

Before  the  peep  of  day. 

Grave  men  there  are  by  broad  Santee, 

Grare  men  with  hoary  hairs, 
Their  hearts  are  all  with  Marioji, 

For  Mamioit  are  their  prayers. 
And  lovely  ladies  greet  our  band 

With  kindliest  welcoming. 
With  smiles  like  those  of  summer. 

And  tears  like  those  of  spring. 
For  them  we  wear  these  trusty  arms. 

And  lay  them  down  no  more. 
Till  we  have  driveif  the  Briton 

Forever  from  our  shore. 


TO  THE  PAST. 

Thou  unrelenting  1^Ml! 
Strong  are  the  barriers  round  thj 

And  fetters,  sure  and  fkai. 
Hold  all  that  enter  thy  imbfvatlitiif 

Far  in  thy  realm  withdrawn. 
Old  empires  sit  in  sullrnneas  and 

And  glorious  ages  gone 
Lis  deep  within  the  shadow  of  thj 

Childhood,  with  all  ito  mirth* 
Touth,  manhood,  age,  that  draws  oa  to  the 

And  last,  man's  life  on  earth. 
Glide  to  thy  dim  dominions,  and  an 

Thou  hast  my  better  yeaia. 
Thou  hast  my  earlier  friends    thtt 

Yielded  to  thee  with  tear*— 
The  ▼eneraUe  form    the  exalted  min^ 

My  spirit  yearns  to  bring 
The  lost  ones  bark — yearns  with  desira 

Aikl  struggles  hard  to  wring 
Thy  bolts  apart,  and  pluck  thy  captivaa 

In  vain — thy  gates  deny 
All  pamage,  save  to  those  who  heoet 

Nor  to  the  streaming  eye 
Thou  givest  them  back — nor  to  the 


In  thy  abysses  hide 
Beauty  and  excelleDce  unknown     to  tkat 

Earth's  wonder  aiMl  her  prida 
Are  gather'd,  as  the  waten  to  the  wmu 

Labours  of  good  to  man, 
Unpublish'd  charity — unbroken  friths- 
Love,  that  midst  grief  began. 
And  grew  with  years,  and  fiiltcr'd  not  ia 

Full  many  a  mighty  name 
Lurks  in  thy  depths,  unutter'd,  imivwvd 

With  thee  are  silent  fame. 
Forgotten  arts,  and  wisdom  disappeared. 

Thine,  for  a  space,  are  they— 
Yet  shalt  thou  yield  thy  treasures  op  at  I 

Thy  gates  shall  yet  give  way. 
Thy  bolts  shall  fall,  inexorable  Past ! 

All  that  of  good  and  &ir 
Has  gone  into  thy  womb,  fmm 

Shall  then  come  forth,  to  wear 
The  glory  and  the  beauty  of  ita 


They  have  not  perish'd— no ! 
Kind  words,  rememlier'd  voices,  onea  i 

Smilea,  radiant  long  ago, 
And  features,  the  grrat  souTs  appanot 

All  shall  come  bark,  each  tie 
Of  pore  aflertion  shall  ha  knit  agaia; 

Akma  shall  evil  die. 
And  sorrow  dwell  a  priaooer  in  thj 


And  then  shall  I  behold 
Him,  by  whose  kind  paternal  sUal 

And  her,  who,  stUl  and  coU, 
FQb  the  next  giaia    the  be— tiflil  lai 
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THE  HUNTER  OF  THE  PRAIRIEa 

At,  this  is  freedom ! — these  pure  akiee 

Were  nerer  stain'd  with  village  smoke: 
The  fragrant  wind,  that  through  them  flies, 

Is  breathed  from  wastes  by  plough  unbroke. 
Here,  with  my  rifle  and  my  steed. 

And  her  who  left  the  world  for  me, 
I  plant  me,  where  the  red  deer  feed 

In  the  green  desert — and  am  free. 

For  here  the  fair  savannas  know 

No  barriers  in  Uie  bloomy  g^rass ; 
Wherever  breeze  of  heaven  may  blow, 

Or  beam  of  heaven  may  glance,  I  pass. 
In  pastures,  measureless  as  air. 

The  bison  is  my  noble  game ; 
The  bounding  elk,  whose  antlers  tear 

The  branches,  &lls  before  my  aim. 

Mine  are  the  river-fowl  that  scream 

From  Uie  long  stripe  of  waving  sedge ; 
The  bear,  that  marks  my  weapon*s  gleam. 

Hides  vainly  in  the  forest's  edge ; 
In  vain  the  she-wolf  stands  at  bay ; 

The  brinded  catamount,  that  lies 
Hign  in  the  boughs  to  watch  his  prey, 

Even  in  the  act  of  springing,  dies. 

With  what  free  growth  the  elm  and  plane 

Fling  their  huge  arms  across  my  way. 
Gray,  M^  and  cumber'd  with  a  train 

Of  vines,  as  huge,  and  old,  and  gray ! 
Free  stray  the  lucid  streams,  and  find 

No  taint  in  these  fresh  lawns  and  shades; 
Free  spring  the  flowera  that  scent  the  wind 

Where  never  scythe  has  swept  the  ^ades. 

Alone  the  fire,  when  frostwinds  sere 

The  heavy  herbage  of  Uie  ground, 
Gathere  his  annual  harvest  here. 

With  roaring  like  Uie  batUe*s  sound, 
And  hurrying  flames  that  sweep  Uie  plain. 

And  smoke-streams  gushing  up  the  sky : 
I  meet  the  flames  with  flames  again, 

And  at  my  door  they  cower  and  die. 

Here,  from  dim  woods,  the  aged  past 

Speaks  solemnly ;  and  I  behold 
The  boundless  future  in  the  vast 

And  lonely  river,  seaward  roll'd. 
Who  feeds  its  founts  with  rain  and  dewl 

Who  moves,  I  ask,  its  gliding  mass. 
And  trains  the  bordering  vines,  whose  blue. 

Bright  clustera  tempt  me  as  I  pass? 

Broad  are  these  streams — my  steed  obeys, 

Plunges,  and  bears  me  through  the  tide. 
Wide  are  these  woods — ^I  thread  the  maze 

Of  giant  stems,  nor  ask  a  guide. 
I  hunt,  till  day's  last  glimmer  dies 

O'er  woody  vale  and  grassy  height ; 
And  kind  the  voice,  and  glad  the  eyes 

That  welcome  my  return  at  night 


AFTER  A  TEMPEST. 

Ths  day  had  been  a  day  of  wind  and  storm ; — 

The  wind  was  laid,  the  storm  was  overpast,-^ 
And,  stooping  from  the  zenith,  bright  and  warm 

Shone  the  great  sun  on  the  wide  earth  at  last. 

I  stood  upon  the  upland  slope,  and  cast 
My  eye  upon  a  broad  and  beauteous  scene. 

Where  the  vast  plain  lay  girt  by  mountains  vast. 
And  hills  o'er  hills  lifted  Uieir  heads  of  green. 
With  pleasant  vales  scoop'd  out  and  villages  be- 
tween. 

The  rain-drops  glisten'd  on  the  trees  around. 

Whose  shadows  on  the  tall  grass  were  not  stirr'd. 
Save  when  a  shower  of  diamonds  to  the  ground 

Was  shaken  by  the  flight  of  starUed  bird ; 

For  birds  were  warbling  round,  and  bees  were 
About  the  flowers ;  the  cheerful  rivulet  sung  [heard 

And  gossip'd,  as  he  hasten'd  ocean-ward ; 
To  the  gray  oak  the  squirrel)  chiding,  clung, 
And  chirping  from  the  ground  the  grasshopper 
upsprung. 

And  from  beneath  the  leaves  that  kept  them  dry 

Flew  many  a  glittering  insect  here  and  there, 
And  darted  up  and  down  the  butterfly, 

That  seem'd  a  living  blossom  of  the  air. 

The  flocks  came  scattering  fh)m  the  thicket,  where 
The  violent  rtun  had  pent  them ;  in  the  way 

StroU'd  groups  of  damsels  frolicsome  and  fair ; 
The  farmer  swung  the  scythe  or  tum'd  the  hay. 
And  'twixt  the  heavy  swaths  his  children  were  at 
play. 

It  was  a  scene  of  peace— and,  like  a  spell. 
Did  that  serene  and  golden  sunlight  fall 

Upon  the  motionless  wood  that  clothed  the  fell. 
And  precipice  upspringing  like  a  wall, 
And  glassy  river  and  white  waterfall, 

And  happy  living  things  that  trod  the  bright 
And  beauteous  scene ;  while  far  beyond  them  all, 

On  many  a  lovely  valley,  ont  of  sight. 

Was  pour'd  from  the  blue  heavens  the  same  soft, 
golden  light 

I  look'd,  and  thought  the  quiet  of  the  scene 
An  emblem  of  the  peace  that  yet  shall  be. 

When,  o'er  earth's  continents  and  isles  between. 
The  noise  of  war  shall  cease  from  sea  to  sea. 
And  married  nations  dwell  in  harmony ; 

When  millions,  crouching  in  the  dust  to  one. 
No  more  shall  beg  their  lives  on  bended  knee, 

Nor  the  black  stake  be  dress'd,  nor  in  the  sun 

The  o'erlabour'd  captive  toil,  and  wish  his  life  were 
done. 

Too  long,  at  clash  of  arms  amid  her  bowere 
And  pools  of  blood,  the  earth  has  stood  aghast. 

The  fair  earth,  that  should  only  blush  with  flowera 
And  ruddy  fruits ;  but  not  for  aye  can  last 
The  storm,  and  sweet  the  sunshine  when 't  is  past 

Lo,  the  clouds  roll  away — they  break — they  fly, 
And,  like  the  glorious  light  of  summer,  cast 

O'er  the  wide  landscape  from  the  embracing  sky, 

On  all  the  peaceful  world  the  smile  of  heaven 
shall  lie. 
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THE  RIVULET. 

Tilt  little  rill  that,  from  the  ppringf 
Of  yonder  grove,  its  current  brinf^s, 
Plays  on  the  nlope  a  while,  and  then 
Goeii  prattlino^  into  f^ntvet  a^in, 
Oft  to  ita  warbling  water*  drew 
My  little  fet-t,  when  life  waa  new. 
When  wotxU  in  early  green  were  dreaa'd. 
And  from  the  rhanilfent  (>f  the  went 
The  whnncr  brt^ezea,  tmvclling  out, 
BreatlMHl  tlir  new  itcent  of  flowrra  about. 
My  truant  Hte|M  from  home  would  atraj, 
Upon  iti  graiwy  Hide  to  play, 
Liiit  the  brown  thraaher'ii  vernal  hymn. 
And  crop  the  violet  on  ita  brim. 
With  blooming  cheek  and  ofien  brow, 
Ah  young  and  gay,  awet't  rill,  an  thou. 

And  when  the  dayn  of  lH)\hiMMl  came. 
And  I  had  thrown  in  l«>\e  with  fame, 
Duly  I  Hought  thy  Ittuikn,  and  tried 
My  fintt  rude  nunilN*rii  by  tliy  hide. 
Wurdn  cannot  trll  how  briglit  and  gay 
The  Hcenea  of  life  before  me  lay. 
Then  gloriouH  hopea,  that  now  to  speak 
Would  bring  the  bl(N>d  into  my  ch^'k, 
Paw'd  o'er  me ;  and  I  wn>te,  on  high, 
A  name  I  detuuM  should  never  die. 

Yeara  change  thee  nt>L.     l'|>on  yon  hill 
The  tall  old  maplea,  venlant  still, 
Yet  tell,  in  grandeur  of  decay. 
}{ow  swifl  the  yeara  have  p»Mi*d  away, 
{Since  firHt,  a  child,  and  half-afraid, 
I  wnnderM  in  the  forent  shade. 
Tliou,  ever-joyoua  rivulet, 
l)o«t  dimple,  leap,  and  prattle  yet ; 
And  HfKtrting  with  the  Hands  that  pave 
Tlie  windings  of  thy  silver  wave, 
.\nd  dancing  to  thy  own  wild  chime. 
Them  laughi*itt  at  the  la|Me  of  time. 
The  same  sweet  sountls  arc  in  my  ear 
Mv  early  chiltlhiHxl  loveil  tt>  hear; 
As  pure  thy  limpid  waters  run, 
.\s  briifbt  they  sjiarkle  to  the  sun ; 
Ah  fn*xh  and  thick  the  bending  ranka 
Of  herb;*  that  line  thv  iMtr.v  Iwinks; 
7*lie  violi't  then*,  in  s«ift  May  dew. 
Comes  up,  nn  m<ti1est  !tn«!  as*  blue; 
Ah  ureen  ainii!  thy  current's  strei«<. 
Floats  the  Hcarce-n»<»te»l  water-cre« ; 
Anil  the  brown  eround-binl.  in  thy  glen, 
Still  chiqw  a-*  nurrily  a«  tlicii. 

Th'»u  chnn.;C''t  not — but  I  :irii  changed, 
P:in*«'  t'lriit  thy  pleaMint  b.inkft  I  ranjrrd; 
And  the  gra%e  ntranger.  come  to  nee 
The  play-place  of  his  infancy, 
H.-14  scare*  a  single  trace  of  him 
Who  H|iorte«l  once  u|Nm  thy  brim. 
The  \iiiii>ns  of  my  youth  are  past— 
Ti»i>  briisht,  too  beautiful  to  last, 
I*\e  tri«il  the  world — it  wears  no  more 
The  colouring  t»f  romance  it  wore. 
Yet  well  has  Nature  ke|>t  the  truth 
She  promised  to  my  earliest  youth : 


The  radiant  beauty,  abed  abcvwd 
On  all  the  glorioua  worka  of  Gmrn^ 
8how8  freshly,  to  my  aober^d  eye. 
Each  charm  it  wore  in  daya  gone  bjr. 

A  iew  brief  yean  ahall  paai  ftway. 
And  I,  all  trembling,  weak,  and  gray. 
Bow'd  to  the  earth,  which  waits  to  fiild 
My  ashes  in  the  embracing  mouki, 
(If  haply  the  dark  will  of  &te 
Indulge  my  life  so  long  a  date,) 
May  c«>me  for  the  last  time  to  look 
rpon  my  childhood's  fiivinirite  brook. 
Then  dimly  on  my  eye  shall  gleam 
The  s|*arkle  of  thy  dancing  atrcun ; 
And  faintly  on  my  ear  shall  fall 
Thy  prattling  current's  meiTT  call ; 
Yet  shalt  th(Ki  fUvw  aa  glad  and 
Aa  when  thou  met*st  my  tnfiint 

And  I  shall  sUvp— and  oo  thy 
As  agea  after  ages  glide. 
Children  their  early  sports  shall  try, 
An«l  |>ass  to  himry  age.  ami  die. 
But  thou,  unchantred  frrmi  year  lo  jc 
(■nyly  shalt  play  and  glitter  here; 
A  mill  young  flowers  and  tender  graM 
Thy  endlesa  infancy  shalt  paas; 
Ami,  singing  down  thy  narrow  glen, 
8halt  mock  the  lading  race  of 


JUNE. 


I  OASKD  upon  the  glorioua  sky 

.\nd  the  green  mountains  roonj; 
And  thought,  that  when  I  came  to  Im 

Within  the  silent  ground, 
*Twrre  pleaaant,  tliat  in  flowery  JuM^ 
When  bri>ok4  sent  up  a  chei>rful  tune. 

And  groves  a  joyous  s*iund. 
The  sexton's  hand,  my  grave  to  owkOt 
Tlie  rich,  green  mountain  turf  shoukl 

A  cell  within  the  fmrrn  moukl. 

A  cofTin  borne  thnmgh  sleeC, 
And  iry  cbids  alwite  it  ntll'd. 

While  fierce  the  temi<e«ta  heat 
Away! — I  will  not  think  of  these 
Blue  lie  the  ►ky  anil  s«)ft  the  breeie, 

K:irth  ajeeri  N'ne.tth  the  fret. 
Ami  W  the  damp  mi  mid  irently  pfrai*4 
Into  my  narrow  place  of  rrnL 


There,  throush  the  lone,  bmg 

The  goblen  linht  «himli1  lie. 
Ami  tliiek.  young  herbs  and  groopa  of 

Stand  in  their  iMvnty  by. 
The  oriole  should  build  and  tell 
His  love-tale,  close  Iteside  my  cell; 

The  idle  butterfly 
Should  rest  him  there,  and  there  be 
The  housewile-bee  and  humming  huiL 

And  what,  if  cheerful  shouta,  al 
Come,  fnun  the  v  illage  srat. 

Or  ai>n^  of  maids,  lirneath  the 
With  fairy  laughter  bleat! 
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And  what  if,  in  the  evening  light, 
Betrothed  lovers  walk  in  sight 

Of  my  low  monamenti 
I  would  the  lovely  scene  aroand 
Might  know  no  sadder  sight  nor  soiind. 

I  know,  I  know  I  should  not  see 
The  season^s  glorious  show, 
Nor  would  its  brightness  shine  for  me, 

Nor  its  wild  music  flow ; 
But  if,  around  my  place  of  sleep, 
The  friends  I  love  should  come  to  weep. 

They  might  not  haste  to  go. 
Sod  airs,  and  song,  and  light,  and  bloom 
Should  keep  them  lingering  by  my  tomb. 

These  to  their  soften'd  hearts  should  bear 

The  thought  of  what  has  been, 
And  speak  of  one  who  cannot  share 

The  gladness  of  the  scene ; 
Whose  part,  in  all  the  pomp  Uiat  fills 
The  circuit  of  the  summer  hills, 
Is — that  his  grave  is  green ; 
And  deeply  would  their  hearts  rejoice 
To  hear,  again,  his  living  voice. 


TO  THE  EVENING  WIND. 


Spirit  that  breathest  through  my  lattice,  thou 
That  cooFst  the  twilight  of  the  sultry  day ! 

Gratefully  flows  thy  freshness  round  my  brow; 
Thou  hast  been  out  upon  the  deep  at  play. 

Riding  all  day  the  wild  blue  waves  till  now, 
Roughening  their  crests,  and  scattering  high 
their  spray. 

And  swelling  the  whke  sail.     I  welcome  thee 

To  the  scorched  land,  thou  wanderer  of  the  sea ! 

Nor  I  alone — a  thousand  bosoms  round 
Inhale  thee  in  the  fulness  of  delight ; 

And  languid  forms  rise  up,  and  pulses  bound 
Livelier,  at  coming  of  the  wind  of  night ; 

And  languishing  to  hear  thy  welcome  sound. 
Lies  the  vast  inland,  stretched  beyond  the  sight 

Go  forth,  into  the  gathering  shade ;  go  forth, — 

Gdd*s  blessing  breathed  upon  the  fainting  earth ! 

Go,  rock  the  little  wood-bird  in  his  nest, 

Curl  the  still  waters,  bright  with  stars,  and  roufle 

The  wide,  old  wood  from  his  majestic  rest, 
Summoning,  from  the  innumerable  boughs, 

The  strange,  deep  harmonies  that  haunt  his  breast: 
Pleasant  shall  be  thy  way  where  meekly  bows 

The  shutting  flower,  and  darkling  waters  pass. 

And  where  the  overshadowing  branches  sweep  the 
grass. 

Stoop  o*er-the  place  of  graves,  and  softly  sway 
The  sighing  herbage  by  the  gleaming  stone ; 

That  they  who  near  the  churchyard  willows  stray. 
And  listen  in  the  deepening  gloom,  alone. 

May  think  of  gentle  souls  that  pass'd  away, 
Like  thy  pure  breath,  into  the  vast  unknown. 

Sent  forth  from  heaven  among  the  sons  of  men, 

And  gone  into  the  boundless  heaven  again. 


The  &int  old  man  shall  lean  his  silver  head 
To  feel  thee ;  thou  shalt  kiss  the  child  asleep, 

And  dry  the  moisten'd  curls  that  overspread 
His  temples,  while  his  breathing  grows  more 
deep; 

And  they  who  stand  about  the  sick  man's  bed, 
Shall  joy  to  listen  to  thy  distant  sweep, 

And  softly  part  his  curtains  to  allow 

Thy  visit,  grateful  to  his  burning  brow. 

Go— but  the  circle  of  eternal  change. 
Which  is  the  life  of  nature,  shall  restore. 

With  sounds  and  scents  from  all  thy  mighty  sange 
Thee  to  thy  birth-place  of  the  deep  once  more 

Sweet  odours  in  the  sea-air,  sweet  and  strange/ 
Shall  tell  the  home-sick  mariner  of  the  shore ; 

And,  listening  to  thy  murmur,  he  shall  deem 

He  hears  the  rustling  leaf  and  running  stream. 


LINES  ON  REVISITING  THE  COUNTRY 


I  STAKD  upon  my  native  hills  again. 

Broad,  round,  and  green,  that  in  the  summer  sky, 
With  garniture  of  waving  grass  and  grain. 

Orchards,  and  beechen  forests,  basking  lie. 
While  deep  the  sunless  glens  are  scoop'd  between, 
Where  brawl  o'er  shallow  beds  the  streams  unseen. 

A  lisping  voice  and  glancing  eyes  are  near. 
And  ever  restless  feet  of  one,  who,  now. 

Gathers  the  blossoms  of  her  fourth  bright  year; 
There  plays  a  gladness  o'er  her  fair  young  brow, 

As  breaks  the  varied  scene  upon  her  sight. 

Upheaved  and  spread  in  verdure  and  in  light 

For  I  have  taught  her,  with  delighted  eye, 
*   To  gaze  upon  the  mountains,  to  behold. 
With  deep  affection,  the  pure,  ample  sky. 
And  clouds  along  its  blue  abysses  roll'd. 
To  love  the  song  of  waters,  and  to  hear 
The  melody  of  winds  with  charmed  ear. 

Here,  I  have  'scaped  the  city's  stifling  heat. 
Its  horrid  sounds,  and  its  polluted  air; 

And  where  the  season's  milder  fervours  beat, 
And  gales,  that  sweep  the  forest  borders,  bear 

The  song  of  bird,  and  sound  of  running  stream, 

Am  come  a  while  to  wander  and  to  dream. 

Ay,  flame  thy  fiercest,  sun !  thou  canst  not  wake, 
In  this  pure  air,  the  plague  that  walks  unseen. 

The  maize  leaf  and  the  maple  bough  but  take. 
From  thy  strong  heats,  a  deeper,  glossier  green. 

The  mountain  wind,  that  faints  not  in  thy  ray. 

Sweeps  the  blue  streams  of  pestilence  away. 

The  mounttun  wind !  most  spiritual  thing  of  all 
The  wide  earth  knows — ^when,  in  the  sultry 
time. 

He  stoops  him  from  his  vast,  cerulean  hall. 
He  seems  the  breath  of  a  celestial  clime ; 

As  if  from  heaven's  wide-open  gates  did  flow, 

Health  and  refreshment  on  the  world  below. 
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THE  OLD  MAN'S  COUNSEL. 

Axo!f«  our  hills  and  TaUrra,  I  haro  known 
Wi«e  and  grave  men,  who,  while  their  diligent 

hamU 
Tended  or  gatherM  in  the  fruitH  of  earth, 
Were  reverent  learner*  in  the  nolemn  Mrhool 
Of  Nature.     Not  in  vain  to  them  were  nent 
Bee«l-limr  and  har>ei»t,  or  the  vernal  hhower 
That  t1:irkcn*d  the  hrown  tilth,  or  unow  that  heat 
On  the  white  winter  hilln.   Earh  lirought,  in  torn. 
Homo  truth ;  Kome  leflM>n  on  the  Ufe  of  man* 
Or  rec(>i;nition  of  the  Eternal  Miml, 
Who  veilM  hi«  glory  with  the  elements. 

One  «urh  I  knew  long  since,  a  white>hairM  many 
Pithy  of  speech,  and  merry  when  he  would ; 
A  genial  optimint,  who  daily  drew 
From  wliat  he  saw  hb*  <{uaint  moralities. 
Kindly  he  held  communion,  thou:;h  so  old. 
With  me,  a  drtniuiing  tM>y,  and  taught  me  much. 
That  hooks  tell  not,  and  I  Hhall  neVr  fi>rgeL 

The  sun  of  May  was  hright  in  miildle  heaven. 
And  Hte<*|>\l  the  iiproutiiig  fon>ittii,  the  grren  hills, 
And  emcrnld  wheai-fieldm  in  hin  yellow  lighL 
I'iMin  the  apple  tnv,  where  rosy  huiU 
NtiHMl  chiiiterM,  n*aily  to  Immt  forth  in  bloom. 
The  robin  warbleil  forth  hirt  full,  clear  nt>ie 
For  houn^  and  wearie«l  mrt.    Within  the  woods, 
WhiHM.*  young  and  half-trans|Min>nt  leaves  scarce 

cast 
A  lihade,  gay  circles  of  anemones 
Danced  on  their  stalks ;  the  shad-bush,  white  with 

flowers, 
BrightenM  the  glens ;  the  new-l(*aved  butternut. 
Anil  quivering  pt>plar,  to  the  roving  breeze 
(Save  a  lialnamic  fragrance.     In  the  fields, 
I  !uw  the  puli«*s  of  tlie  gentle  wind 
On  the  young  grass.     My  heart  was  touch'd  with 

j«>y. 
At  so  much  lieauty,  flushing  every  hour 
Int«)  a  fuller  lieauty ;  but  my  friend. 
The  thoughtful  ancient,  standing  at  my  side, 
(raxed  on  it  miklly  sad.     I  ask^d  him  why. 
**  Well  may*st  thou  join  in  glsilnewi,*'  he  replied, 
*•  With  tlie  glad  ^tfth,  her  springing  plants  and 

flowers. 
And  this  toft  wind,  the  herald  of  the  green, 
Luiuriant  summer.    Thou  art  younr.  like  them, 
Arnl  well  mayst  thou  rejince.    But  while  the  flight 
Of  seaw>ns  fills  and  knits  thy  spreading  frame. 
It  withers  mine,  and  thins  my  hair,  and  dims 
These  eyes,  whose   fiiding  light   shall   soon  be 

(juench'd 
In  utter  darkness.     HearesI  thou  that  btnl  I** 

I  li^tenM,  and  from  midst  the  depth  of  wotxis 
Ilminl  the  low  signsl  of  the  grmise.  that  wears 
A  sable  rufl* around  his  mottled  neck: 
Part  r 111 7e  tliey  call  him  by  our  ntirthem  streams. 
An  1  plieasunt  by  the  Delaware.     He  \wt 
*(iaiiiot  his  liarrM  sides  his  spvckleil  wings,  and 

mnde 
.\  s*>und  like  distant  thunder;  alow  the  strokes 


At  first,  then  &at  and  6eler.  till  «t  lni|lb 
Tbej  pass'd  into  a  momnr,  and  iseie  atUL 


I 


I 


I 


"There  hast  thou,*'  said  mj  liriciML  *•  teiaf  tjrpe 
Of  human  life.    T  b  an  old  tnich,  I  know. 
But  images  like  these  will  fmben  truth. 
Skiw  pass  our  days  in  childhood,  every  dqr 
Seems  Uke  a  century ;  rapidly  they  gUde 
In  manhood,  and  in  Ufr*s  decline  tbev  0? ; 
Till  davs  and  seasons  flit  before  the  mind 
As  flit  the  snow-flakes  in  a  winter  storm. 
Seen  rather  than  distinguish'd.    Ah !  I  sees 
As  if  I  sat  within  a  hel|ileiis  hark. 
By  swiftly -running  waters  hurried  oa 
To  shoot  some  mighty  dilt    Akmg  the  haake 
(■rove  after  grove,  rock  after  frowning  rock. 
Bare  sands,  and  pleasant  homesteads;  flowery 

nooks. 
And  isles  and  whirlpools  in  the 
Each  after  each ;  but  the  devoted 
Darts  Ity  so  swiftly,  that  their  imagce 
Dwell  not  upon  the  mind,  or  only  dweD 
In  dim  confusion ;  faster  yet  I  sweep 
By  other  banks,  and  the  great  gulf  is  near. 

«« Wisely,  mr  son.  while  vet  thv  davs  are  loos. 
And  this  fair  change  of  seasons  passes  slow. 
Gather  and  treasure  up  the  good  they  yields 
All  that  they  teach  of  virtue,  of  pure  thoughia, 
And  kind  aflections,  reverence  for  thy  (io». 
And  for  thv  bn>thren;  so,  when  thou  shalt  earn 
Into  these  barren  years  that  fleet  away 
Before  their  fruits  are  ripe,  thou  mayst  not 
A  mind  unfumish'd,  and  a  withered  heart.' 


Long  since  that  white-hair*d  ancient 

still. 
When  the  red   flower-bodfc  crowd   the 

bough. 
And  the  rufTd  grouse  is  drumming  far  m 
The  woods,  his  venerable  form  again 
Is  at  my  side,  his  voice  is  in  my  ear. 


AN  EVENING  REVERIE.* 

Tns  summer  dav  has  cl«Me<] — the  sun  ia  ael: 
Well  have  they  done  their  oflke,  those  bngbl 
The  latest  of  whose  train  goe«i  softly  out 
In  the  red  west   The  green  blade  of  the 
Has  risen,  and  herds  have  croppM  it;  the  yt 

twig 

Has  spread  its  plaited  tissues  to  the  sun ; 
Flowers  of  the  garden  and  the  waste  have  Mowiw 
Anil  witherM  ;  sreils  have  fidlen  upon  the  aod 
Fnmi  bursting  cells,  and  in  their  gravea  await 
Their  resurrection.     Inarrts  from  the  poola 
Have  fiird  the  air  a  while  with  humming 
That  now  are  still  forever;  painted  motha 
Have  wanderM  the  blue  skr,  and  died 
The  mother-binl  hath  broken,  for  her  beiMil 
Their  prison-ahella,  or  ahorcd  them  from  fhm  ohI, 


WILLIAM   CULLEN   BRYANT. 


169 


Plumed  for  their  earliest  flight  In  bright  alooyef. 
In  woodland  cottages  with  barky  walls, 
In  noisome  cells  of  the  tumultuous  town. 
Mothers  have  clasp'd  with  joy  the  new-bom  babe. 
Graves,  by  the  lonely  forest,  by  the  shore 
Of  rivers  and  of  ocean,  by  the  ways 
Of  the  throng'd  city,  have  been  hoUow'd  out, 
And  filled,  and  closed.  This  day  hath  parted  friends, 
That  ne'er  before  were  parted;  it  hath  knit 
New  friendships;  it  hath  seen  the  maiden  plight 
Her  faith,  and  trust  her  peace  to  him  who  long 
Hath  woo*d ;  and  it  hath  heard,  from  lips  which  late 
Were  eloquent  of  love,  the  nnt  harsh  word. 
That  told  the  wedded  one  her  peace  was  flown. 
Farewell  to  the  sweet  sunshine !     One  glad  day 
Is  added  now  to  childhood's  merry  days. 
And  one  calm  day  to  those  of  quiet  age. 
Still  the  fleet  hours  run  on ;  and  as  I  lean 
Amid  the  thickening  darkness,  lamps  are  lit 
By  those  who  watch  the  dead,  and  those  who  twine 
Flowers  for  the  bride.    The  mother  from  the  eyes 
Of  her  sick  in&nt  shades  the  painfril  light. 
And  sadly  listens  to  his  quick-drawn  breaUu 

O  thou  great  Movement  of  the  universe. 
Or  Change,  or  Flight  of  Time— for  ye  are  one  I 
That  bearest,  silently,  this  visible  scene 
Into  Night's  shadow,  and  the  streaming  rays 
Of  starlight,  whither  art  thou  bearing  mel 
I  feel  the  mighty  current  sweep  me  on. 
Yet  know  not  whither.    Man  foretells  afrff 
The  courses  of  the  stars ;  the  very  hour 
He  knows  when  they  shall  darken  or  grow  bri^t: 
Yet  doth  the  eclipse  of  sorrow  and  of  death 
Come  unforewamed.    Who  next,  of  those  I  love. 
Shall  pass  frt>m  life,  or,  sadder  yet,  shall  frdl 
From  virtue!     Strife  with  foes,  or  bitterer  strife 
With   friends,  or  shame,  and   general  scorn  of 

men — 
Which,  who  can  bear?— or  the  fierce  rack  of  pain, 
Lie  they  within  my  path  ?     Or  shall  the  years 
Push  me,  with  soft  and  inoffensive  pace, 
Into  the  stilly  twilight  of  my  age? 
Or  do  the  portals  of  another  life. 
Even  now,  while  I  am  glorying  in  my  strength. 
Impend  around  me?     O!  beyond  that  bourne, 
In  the  vast  cycle  of  being,  which  begins 
At  that  broad  threshold,  with  what  fairer  forms 
Shall  the  great  law  of  change  and  progress  clothe 
Its  workings?  Gently — so  have  good  men  taught— 
Gently,  and  without  grief,  the  old  shall  glide 
Into  the  new,  the  eternal  flow  of  things. 
Like  a  bright  river  of  the  fields  of  heaven, 
Shall  journey  onward  in  perpetual  peace. 


HYMN  OF  THE  CITY. 


Not  in  the  solitude 
Alone,  may  man  commune  with  Heaven,  or  we 

Only  in  savage  wood 
And  sunny  vale,  the  present  Deity ; 

Or  only  hear  his  voice 

Where  the  winds  whisper  and  the  waves  rejoice. 

22 


Even  here  do  I  behold 
Thy  steps.  Almighty ! — here,  anudst  the  crowd 

Through  the  great  city  roli'd. 
With  everlasting  murmur,  deep  and  loud^ 

Choking  the  ways  that  wind 
'Mongst  the  proud  piles,  the  work  of  human  kind. 

Thy  golden  sunshine  comes 
From  the  round  heaven,  and  on  their  dwellings  lies. 

And  lights  their  inner  homes — 
For  them  thou  fill'st  with  air  the  unbounded  skies, 

And  givest  them  the  stores 
Of  ocean,  and  the  harvests  of  its  shores. 

Thy  spirit  is  around,  « 
Quickening  the  restless  mass  that  sweeps  along; 

And  this  eternal  sound — 
Voices  and  footfalls  of  the  numberless  throng — 

Like  the  resounding  sea. 
Or  like  the  rainy  tempest,  speaks  of  thee. 

And  when  the  hours  of  rest 
Come,  like  a  calm  upon  the  mid-sea  brme. 

Hushing  its  billowy  breast — 
The  quiet  of  that  moment,  too,  is  thine; 

It  breathes  of  Him  who  keeps 
The  vast  and  helpless  city  while  it  sleeps. 


TO  A  WATERFOWL. 


Whithcr,  'midst  falling  dew. 
While  glow  the  heavens  with  the  last  steps  of  day. 
Far,  through  their  rosy  depths,  dost  thou  pursue 

Thy  solitary  way ! 

Vainly  the  fowler's  eye 
Might  mark  thy  distant  flight  to  do  thee  wrong. 
As,  darkly  painted  on  the  crimson  sky. 

Thy  figure  floats  along. 

Seek'st  thou  the  plashy  brink 
Of  weedy  lake,  or  marge  of  river  wide, 
Or  where  the  rocking  billows  rise  and  sink 

On  the  chafed  ocean  side? 

There  is  a  power  whose  care 
Teaches  thy  way  along  that  pathless  coast,— 
The  desert  and  illimitable  air, — 

Lone  wandering,  but  not  lost 

All  day  thy  wings  have  fann'd. 
At  that  far  height,  the  cold,  thin  atmosphere. 
Yet  stoop  not,  weary,  to  the  welcome  land. 

Though  the  dark  night  is  near. 

And  soon  that  toil  shall  end ; 
Soon  shalt  thou  find  a  summer  home,  and  rest. 
And  scream  among  thy  fellows;  reeds  shall  bend, 

Soon,  o'er  thy  shelter'd  nesL 

Thou  'rt  g^ne,  the  abyss  of  heaven 
Hath  swallow'd  up  thy  form ;  yet,  on  my  heart 
Deeply  hath  sunk  the  lesson  thou  hast  given. 

And  shall  not  soon  depart 
P 
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He  who,  from  lone  to  xone. 
Guides  through  the  boundlcw  tkj  thj  certain  flight. 
In  the  lt>ng  way  that  I  must  trcttd  alone. 

Will  lead  mjr  itepa  aright. 


THE  BATTLE-FIELD. 


OxrK  this  sofl  turf^  this  rivulet's  sands, 
Were  trampled  by  a  hurry iiig  crowd. 

And  fiery  hearts  and  ariucd  haiuls 
Encountered  in  the  hattle-cloud. 

Ah !  never  shall  the  land  fonret 

How  guMh'd  the  Ufc-bUxxl  of  her  brar©— 
GuithM.  wann  with  hope  and  courage  yet, 

r|>on  the  soil  they  fought  to  save. 

Now,  all  if!  calm,  and  frcAh,  and  still ; 

Alone  the  chiqi  of  flittini;  binl. 
And  talk  of  children  on  the  hill. 

And  Ih*11  of  wandering  kine  are  heard. 

No  M)lemn  host  go«^  trailing  by 

The  )>liu*k-moutird  gun  and  staggering  wain ; 
Men  Htart  not  at  the  battle-cry ; 

O  !  Iw  it  never  heiLrd  again. 

Soon  restiNl  those  who  fought ;  but  thoa 
Wlio  minutest  in  the  harder  strife 

For  truths  which  men  receive  not  now, 
Thy  warfare  only  ends  with  life. 

A  fricndlemi  warfare !  lingering  long 
Thn)U';:h  weary  <lay  and  weary  year. 

A  wild  and  many-weapon*d  throng 
Hang  on  thy  front,  and  flank,  and  rear. 

Yet,  ncr%e  thy  spirit  to  the  proof. 
And  M«»nrh  not  at  thy  chtwen  lot. 

The  timid  good  may  stand  aloof. 
The  sage  may  frown — ^yet  faint  thon  not. 

Nor  \\rct\  the  shaft  too  surely  cart. 
The  hiioinsr.  Ktintrinir  Ix^li  of  scorn; 

For  witli  thy  f'uU*  nh.iU  dwell,  at  last. 
The  victory  of  cntlurance  b  »m. 

Tnith,  cnmh'd  to  earth,  shall  ri^  again: 
The  etcmiil  year*  of  C»fii>  an»  hers; 

But  Error,  woundc<l,  writh«»!*  with  pain* 
And  die.-*  among  his  wonihipiters. 

Yea.  though  thou  lie  upon  the  dust. 
When  they  who  helpM  thee  flee  in  fSsar, 

Die  full  of  hope  ami  manly  trust. 
Like  those  who  fell  in  battle  here. 

Another  hand  thy  sword  shall  wield, 
Another  han«l  the  stamlard  wave. 

Till  from  the  trum|iet*s  mouth  is  peal*d 
'i'he  blast  of  triumph  o*er  thy  grave. 


THE  DEATH  OF  THE  FLOWERS. 

Tai  melancholy  days  are  eone. 

The  saddest  of  the  year. 
Of  wailing  winds,  and  naked  woodi^ 

Ami  meadows  brown  and  acsr. 
Heap*d  in  the  hollows  of  the  grove. 

The  wither'd  braves  lie  dead; 
They  rustle  to  the  eddying  fust. 

And  to  the  ralibit's  tread. 
The  robin  ami  the  wren  are  flown. 

And  from  the  sbrubs  the  jay. 
And  from  the  wood-top  calls  the  crow. 

Through  all  the  gloomy  day. 

Where  are  the  flowers,  the  hir  yoang 

That  lately  sprang  and  stmid 
In  brighter  light  and  softer  airs, 

A  beauteous  sisterhood ! 
Alas!  they  all  are  in  their  gravea; 

The  ffentle  race  of  flowers 
Are  lying  in  their  lowly  lieds. 

With  the  fair  and  go«Mi  of  ourm. 
The  rain  is  fallim;  where  they  lie, 

But  the  cokl  November  rain 
Calls  not,  from  out  the  gloomy  earth. 

The  lovely  ones  again. 

The  wind-fl»>wer  and  the  violet. 

They  {leriithM  bmg  ago. 
And  the  brier-roM*  and  the  orchis  died. 

Amid  the  summer  glow; 
But  on  the  hill  the  golden-rod. 

Ami  the  aster  in  the  wood. 
And  the  yellow  sun-flower  by  the  broc4 

In  autumn  beauty  stood. 
Till  fi>ll  the  frost  from  the  clear,  cold 

As  falU  the  plague  on  men. 
And  the  brii^htness  of  their  smile 

From  upland,  glade,  and  glen. 

And  now,  when  comes  the  calm,  mild  daj* 

As  utill  such  days  will  come. 
To  call  the  s«]uirn*l  and  the  bee 

From  out  their  winter  home; 
When  the  souml  of  dro|>|iing  note  ii 

Though  all  the  treea  are  still. 
And  twinkle  in  the  smoky  light 

The  watrn  of  the  rill. 
The  south  wind  searches  Un  the  flowi 

Whose  fragrance  late  he  bore. 
And  si-rhs  to  fiml  them  in  the  wood 

And  bv  the  stream  no  more. 

And  then  I  think  of  one  ^ho  in 

Hfr  youthful  f^eauty  died, 
The  fair.  me«*k  bloseom  that  grew  up 

And  failetl  liy  my  side; 
In  the  colli,  moist  earth  we  laid  her. 

When  the  foreet  cast  the  leaC 
And  we  wept  that  one  so  lovHj 

Should  have  a  life  so  brief: 
Yet  not  unmert  it  was  that  one. 

Like  that  vimng  friend  of  oora, 
80  gentle  and  so  lieautiful. 

Should  perish  with  the 
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THE   FUTURE   LIFE. 


How  shall  I  know  thee  in  the  sphere  which  keeps 
The  disembodied  spirits  of  the  dead, 

When  all  of  thee  that  time  could  wither  sleeps 
And  perishes  among  the  dust  wc  tread  1 

For  I  shall  feel  the  sting  of  ceaseless  pain 
If  there  I  meet  thy  gentle  presence  not ; 

Nor  hear  the  voice  I  love,  nor  read  again 
In  thy  serenest  eyes  the  tender  thought 

Will  not  thy  own  meek  heart  demand  me  there  T 
That  heart  whose  fondest  throbs  to  me  were  giveni 

My  name  on  earth  was  ever  in  thy  prayer, 

Shall  it  be  banish'd  from  thy  tongue  in  heaven? 

In  meadows  framed  by  heaven^s  life-breathing  wind, 
In  the  resplendence  of  that  glorious  sphere, 

And  lai^er  movements  of  the  unfettered  mind, 
Wilt  thou  forget  the  love  that  join'd  us  here; 

The  love  that  lived  through  all  the  stormy  past. 
And  meekly  with  my  harsher  nature  bore, 

And  deeper  grew,  and  tenderer  to  the  last, — 
Shall  it  expire  with  life,  and  be  no  more  ! 

A  happier  lot  than  mine,  and  larger  light. 

Await  thee  there  ;  for  thou  hast  bow'd  thy  will 

In  cheerful  homage  to  the  rule  of  right. 
And  lovest  all,  and  renderest  good  for  ill. 

For  me,  the  sordid  cares  in  which  I  dwell 

Shrink  and  consume  the  heart,  as  heat  the  scroll ; 

And  wrath  has  left  its  scar — that  fire  of  hell 
Has  left  its  frightful  scar  upon  my  soul. 

Yet  though  thou  wear'st  the  glory  of  the  sky. 
Wilt  thou  not  keep  the  pame  beloved  name. 

The  same  fair  thoughtful  brow,  and  gentle  eye, 
Lovelier  in  heaven's  sweet  climate,  yet  the  same  1 

Shalt  thou  not  teach  me  in  that  calmer  home 
The  wisdom  that  I  lcarn*d  bo  ill  in  this — 

The  wisdom  which  is  love — till  I  become 
Thy  fit  companion  in  that  land  of  bliss  1 


TO  THE  FRINHED  GENTIAN. 


Thou  blossom,  bright  with  autumn  dew. 
And  colour'd  with  the  heaven's  own  blue, 
That  openest  when  the  quiet  light 
Succeeds  the  keen  and  frosty  night 

TTiou  comest  not  when  violets  lean 

O'er  wandering  brooks  and  springs  unseen, 

Or  columbines  in  purple  dress 'd. 

Nod  o'er  the  ground-bird's  hidden  nest 

Thou  waitpst  late,  and  com'st  alone. 
When  woods  are  bare  and  birds  are  flovm, 
And  frosts  and  shortcnin;^  days  portend 
I'he  aged  year  is  near  his  end. 

Then  doth  thy  sweet  and  quiet  eye 
Look  through  its  fringes  to  the  sky. 
Blue — blue — as  if  that  sky  let  fall 
A  flower  from  its  cerulean  walL 


I  would  that  thus,  when  I  shall  see 
The  hour  of  death  draw  near  to  me, 
Hope,  blossoming  within  my  heart, 
May  look  to  heaven  as  I  depart 


OH,  FAIREST  OF  THE  RURAL  MAIDS. 


Oh,  fairest  of  the  rural  maids ! 
Thy  birth  was  in  the  forest  shades ; 
Green  boughs,  and  glimpses  of  the  sky, 
Were  all  that  met  thy  infant  eye. 

Thy  sports,  thy  wanderings,  when  a  child. 
Were  ever  in  the  sylvan  wild ; 
And  all  the  beauty  of  the  place 
Is  in  thy  heart  and  on  thy  face. 

The  twilight  of  the  trees  and  rocks 
Is  in  the  Ught  shade  of  thy  locks ; 
Thy  step  is  as  the  wind,  that  weaves 
Its  playful  way  among  the  leaves. 

Thine  eyes  are  springs,  in  whose  serene 
And  silent  waters  heaven  is  seen ; 
Their  lashes  are  the  herbs  that  look 
On  their  young  figures  in  the  brook. 

The  forest  depths,  by  foot  unpress'd. 
Are  not  more  sinless  than  thy  breast ; 
The  holy  peace  that  fills  the  air 
Of  those  calm  soUtudes,  is  there. 


THE  MAIDEN'S  SORROW. 


Sevejt  long  years  has  the  desert  rain 
Dropp'd  on  the  clods  that  hide  thy  face ; 

Seven  long  years  of  sorrow  and  pain 
I  have  thought  of  thy  burial  place. 

Thought  of  thy  fate  in  the  distant  west. 
Dying  with  none  that  loved  thee  near ; 

They  who  flung  the  earth  on  thy  breast 
Tum'd  from  the  spot  without  a  tear. 

There,  I  think,  on  that  lonely  grave, 
Violets  spring  in  the  soft  May  shower ; 

There  in  the  summer  breezes  wave 
Crimson  phlox  and  moccasin  flower. 

There  the  turtles  aUght,  and  there 
Feeds  with  her  fawn  the  timid  doe ; 

There,  when  the  winter  woods  are  bare. 
Walks  the  wolf  on  the  crackling  snow. 

Soon  wilt  thou  wipe  my  tears  away ; 

All  my  task  ui)on  earth  Ls  done ; 
My  poor  father,  old  and  gray. 

Slumbers  beneath  the  church-yard  stone. 

In  the  dreams  of  my  lonely  bed, 
Ever  thy  form  l>efore  me  seems; 

All  night  long  I  talk  with  the  dead. 
All  day  long  I  think  of  my  dreams. 

This  deep  wound  that  bleeds  and  aches. 
This  Ion;?  pain,  a  sleepless  pain^ 

When  the  Father  my  spirit  takes 
I  shall  feel  it  no  more  again. 


JAMES    GATES    PERCIVAL. 
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Mm.  PiiriTAL  was  born  in  Berlin,  ntu  Hart- 
fi9rJ,  in  (Connecticut,  on  the  fiflrenth  of  HepCemher, 
1795.  Hi«  father,  an  intt^lligent  phyticiaa,  di«*«l 
in  1807,  aiul  he  wa«  coiiimittnl  to  the  care  of  a 
guardian.  His  iiuitrurtion  continunl  to  be  cans 
fullj  attended  to,  howrver,  and  when  fifteen  yean 
of  age  he  entprwi  Yale  (^ollci^.  Tlie  condition 
of  hia  health,  which  had  lirrn  impaiml  by  too  doae 
a|>|>lication  to  atudy,  rendt^rtvl  neccMary  a  tempo- 
rary removal  from  New  Haven,  but  after  an  al>- 
aeiire  of  about  a  year  he  returned,  and  in  1815 
graduated  with  the  rt'fHjtHtiiMi  of  U'ing  the  fintt 
•cholar  of  hia  claaa.  He  vuhMequently  entered  the 
Vale  Medical  SchtNil,  and  in  18*20  received  the 
degree  of  Doctor  of  Medicine. 

He  began  to  write  vemea  at  an  early  age,  and 
in  hia  fourteenth  year  in  aaid  to  have  produced  a 
aatire  in  aim  and  execution  not  unlike  Mr.  Bbt- 
AMT'a  ••  Emliargo.**  In  the  laat  year  of  hia  col- 
lege life  he  com|NMe<l  a  dramatic  piece  to  be  apoken 
by  titme  of  the  ntudentM  at  the  annual  commence- 
ment,  which  waj<  aflerwanN  enlurired  and  printed 
under  the  title  of  **  Zamor,  a  Traofdv.**  He  did 
not  appear  an  an  autlior  befi>re  tlu*  public,  how- 
ever, until  1 8*2 1,  when  he  publi^uxl  at  New  Haven, 
with  aome  minor  |>o«*m»,  the  fintt  {mrt  of  hin  **  Pro* 
fiu^theua,'*  which  attracted  coiiMd«>rable  atti>ntion, 
and  waa  favourablv  notici*d  in  an  articU*  by  Mr. 
EnwAiD  EvKiBTT,  in  tlie  North  .\merican  Re- 
view. 

In  1822  he  publinhed  two  volume*  of  miacella- 
neoua  poemn  and  {iriNie  writing*  undvr  the  title  of 
••Clio/*  the  fimt  at  (*barle<«tan,  Houth  Carolina, 
artd  the  aectmd  at  Nt>w  Haven,  l^liey  contain 
•*  Conaum|iti«>n,**  ••Thi'  Coral  (Jrovo,**  and  iHhrr 
piecea  which  have  l)et*n  regardfd  aa  among  the  finfitt 
of  hia  worka.  In  the  aame  \  ear  tliey  were  followed 
by  an  oration,  pn*viou!«ly  delivered  liefore  the  I^i 
Beta  Kappa  ^Society  of  Vale  College,  -  t)n  Some  of 
tlie  Moral  aiul  Political  truthii  DtTivable  from  Hi*- 
tory,'*  and  the  iiecond  |»ari  of  ••  ProtiH^theuH.**  The 
whole  of  this  poem  contaim*  nearly  ftHir  hundnxl 
stanxaa  in  the  SpcnM'riaii  iiM'aiturr.  An  edition  «if 
hia  principal  poctii'ul  writiiui^  i-mliracing  a  fi*w 
original  piecea,  apiM^an^l  mum  after  in  New  Vork 
and  waa  reprinted  in  I«ondon. 

In  18*24  Dr.  Pkbcival  waa  ap(»ointed  an  aaflirt* 
ant-surgeon  in  the  army,  and  stationed  at  West 
Point  with  orders  to  act  as  PrufcMMir  of  Chemistry 
in  the  Military  Academy.     He  hati  nupjiiHi^l  that  t 
the  duties  of  the  otfice  wen*  »>  lii;ht  as  to  allow  ! 
him  alniiulant  leisure  (or  the  |>ursuit  of  his  favourite 
stuilies,  and  when  un4l<'Ci'i\ed  l»v'  the  et|iericn<*e  of  ■ 
a  few  months,  he  rrsigneil  his  citmuiissi«>n  and  went 
to  B«wton.  where  he  jtaHsed  in  ^arioUM  litemr}  a^«>* 
cations  the  greater  portion  of  the  year  H*25.     In 
this  period  he  wruCc  his  |ioem  on  the  mind,  in  which  1 


be  intirruites  that  its  highest  olBee  is  Ihr 
of  beuuty,  and  that  there  are  ceitaio  unci 
principles  of  taste,  to  which  all  worka  of  art,  all 
•*  bnked  sounds  of  most  elaborale  miMr***  ommI  b» 
confoniiable,  U)  give  mure  than  a  feeble  and  tn»- 
sient  pleasure. 

Early  in  1N27  he  published  in  New  Yotk  the 
third  voluiiN'  of  -  ( Mio,**  and  was  afierwania  rtigafnl 
nearly  two  yearn  in  superintending  the  printinf  ai 
the  fimt  quarto  edition  of  Dr.  Wkbstbb's  Anrri- 
can  Dii*tioriary.  a  service  for  which  be  w«a  cwh 
nently  qualified  by  an  extensiw  and  critimi  m> 
quaintaiic«>  with  ancient  and  modem  languagnL 
His  neit  work  was  a  new  transUtJ<in  ol*  Mslti- 
Bat'Ti^  (ie«>({ruphy,  from  the  Frrnch,  whkk  wm 
not  completed  uritil  I H4X 

Fmrn  Kis  tMi\h«Hid  Dr.  Pbicital  haa  been  an 
earnest  aiMl  c«Hi»taiit  viudent,  and  tbefr  aire  firw 
branclies  of  leaniing  with  which  he  is  not  lamijier 
Perha|*4  tliere  ia  not  in  the  country  a  man  of  »ih« 
thorouizh and  cimiprelienaive  scboUiBhi|k  In  I(i35 
he  WiiH  rniplo\<*tl  by  the  government  of  ConmvtH 
cut  to  make  a  ge(»l<i(rical  survey  of  that  slate,  whick 
he  had  aln>a<ly  very  rmi^*fully  ex|4orrd  on  hia 
account.  Hi!*  RefMirt  on  the  sul^t,  whirh  m 
aMe  and  elaborate,  was  }vinti-d  in  an  octavo  «< 
of  neariy  five  hurwlred  |Miges.in  1812.  While 
gaired  in  tbeae  duties  he  |mb(if4»ed  poetical 
lations  friHn  the  Pi»li»h,  Russian,  tfer^ian, 
mian,  (lerman,  Dutch,  DaniJih,  Swrdisb.  Il 
Hpaiii^b. arifl  Pnrtuifue^ languajres, ant)  wrolri 
sidrrhlile  |>ortiisi  of  -Ttie  Dmun  of  Day  and 
Poeux."  which  apfiearrd  at  New  Haven  in  IMJL 
This  il  his  Ui<  v«)lume;  it  embrarrs 
one  hundred  and  fifty  varieties  uf 
its  contriits  grnerully  nhow  his  familiar 
ance  with  the  {loi-tii'al  art,  which  in  his 
he  oli«erv«*s,  **  re<{uin>s  a  mastery  of  the 
aiul  iitii'tieii  of  a  language ;  a  full  knowledft  flf 
the  sci<*ncr  «*f  vr rsification,  not  only  in  its  own  pa*^ 
culiar  |iriiici(i|4's  of  rhvthm  and  melody,  but  is  ito 
relation  to  elocution  and  muiuc,  with  that  drfaili 
natural  |K*rce|ition  and  that  facile  eiemtioo  wilttck 
rentier  the  comfKisitiiMi  of  ^eme  hanlly  leaa 
than  that  of  \vriwft ;  a  ileep  and  quirk  iMSglM 
tlie  nature  of  man,  in  ail  his  varied  faruhiM^  iD» 
tellectual  anil  emoti\e;  a  clear  and  fuU  priirptim 
of  th«*  |iower  and  beauty  of  nature,  and  of  afl  iM 
Tarious  harmonies  with  our  own  thoughts  and  fc«f* 
ings ;  and.  to  gain  a  high  rank  in  the 
wide  and  etact  attainments  in  literature  and  ait 
generat  Ntir  is  the  pojsrenon  of  such 
aiu)  attainments  all  that  is  nrceaaarr  ;  but 
suMtainrd  aisi  M'tf-collerted  stale  of  miml  aa  gma 
one  tlie  ma<4ery  «if  his  grniiia,  and  al  the 
|>resents  to  him  the  iileal  as  an  ii 
not  as  a  rrnioir  conception.** 
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There  tre  fisw  men  who  pomtcog  these  high  quali- 
ties in  a  more  eminent  degree  than  Pxrcital  ; 
but  with  the  natural  qualities  of  a  great  poet,  and 
his  comprehensive  and  thorough  learning,  he 
kcks  the  executive  skill,  or  declines  the  labour, 
without  which  few  authors  gain  immortaUty.  He 
has  considerable  imagination,  remarkable  com- 
mand of  language,  and  writes  with  a  ftcility  rarely 
equalled ;  but  when  his  Uioughts  are  once  committ^ 
to  the  page,  he  shrinks  from  the  labour  of  revising, 


correcting,  and  condensing.  He  remarks  in  one 
of  his  pre&ces,  that  his  verse  is  **  very  far  from 
bearing  the  marks  of  the  file  and  the  burnisher," 
and  that  he  likes  to  see  "  poetry  in  the  full  ebulli- 
tion of  feeling  and  fancy,  foaming  up  with  the 
spirit  of  life,  and  glowing  with  the  rainbows  of  a 
glad  inspiration."  If  by  this  he  means  that  a  poet 
should  reject  the  slow  and  laborious  process  by 
which  a  polished  excellence  is  attained,  very  few  who 
have  acquired  good  reputations  will  agree  with  him. 


CONCLUSION  OF  THE  DREAM  OF  A 

DAY. 


A  SPIRIT  stood  before  me,  half  unseen. 
Majestic  and  severe ;  yet  o'er  him  play'd 

A  genial  light — subdued  though  high  his  mien. 
As  by  a  strong  collected  spirit  sway*d — 

In  even  balance  justly  poised  between      [stay'd — 
Each  wild  extreme,  proud  strength  by  feeling 

Dwelling  in  upper  realms  serenely  bright, 

Lifled  above  the  shadowy  sphere  of  night 

He  stood  before  me,  and  I  heard  a  tone, 
Such  as  firom  mortal  hps  had  never  fiow'd. 

Soft  yet  commanding,  gentle  yet  alone, 

Tt  bow*d  the  listener's  heart — anon  it  glow'd 

Intensely  fervent,  then  like  wood-notes  thrown 
On  the  chance  winds,  in  airy  lightness  rode^ 

Now  sweird  like  ocean  surge,  now  pausing  fell 

Like  the  last  murmur  of  a  muffled  belL 

**  Lone  pilgrim  through  life's  gloom,"  thus  spake 
the  shade, 

"  Hold  on  with  steady  will  along  thy  way : 
Thou,  by  a  kindly  favouring  hand  wert  made — 

Hard  though  thy  lot,  yet  thine  what  can  repay 
Long  years  of  bitter  toil — the  holy  aid 

Of  spirit  aye  is  thine,  be  that  thy  stay : 
Thine  to  behold  the  true,  to  feel  the  pure, 
To  know  the  good  and  lovely — these  endure. 

Hold  on — thou  hast  in  thee  thy  best  reward ; 

Poor  are  the  largest  stores  of  sordid  gain, 
If  from  the  heaven  of  thought  thy  soul  is  barr'd. 

If  the  high  spirit's  bliss  is  sought  in  vain : 
Think  not  thy  lonely  lot  is  cold  or  hard, 

The  world  has  never  bound  thee  with  its  cham ; 
Free  as  the  birds  of  heaven  thy  heart  can  soar. 
Thou  canst  create  new  worlds-— what  wouldst  thou 
morel 

The  future  age  will  know  thee — ^yea,  even  now 
Hearts  beat  and  tremble  at  thy  bidding,  tears 

Flow  as  thou  movest  thy  wand,  thy  word  can  bow 
Even  ruder  natdVes,  the  dull  soul  uprears 

As  thou  thy  trumpet  blast  attunest — thou 
Speakest,  and  each  remotest  valley  hears: 

Thou  hast  the  gift  of  song — a  wealth  is  thine. 

Richer  than  all  the  treasures  of  the  mine. 

Hold  on,  glad  sjnrits  company  thy  path — 

They  minister  I)  thee,  though  all  unseen : 
Even  when  the  tempest  lifVs  its  voice  in  wrath, 


I      Thou  joyest  in  its  strength ;  the  orient  sheen 
Gladdens  thee  with  its  beauty ;  winter  hath 

A  holy  charm  that  soothes  thee,  like  the  green 
Of  infant  May — all  nature  is  thy  friend. 
All  seasons  to  thy  life  enchantment  lend. 

Man,  too,  thou  know'st  and  feelest — all  the  springs 
That  wake  his  smile  ^nd  tear,  his  joy  and  sorrow, 

An  that  uplifts  him  on  emotion's  wings. 
Each  longing  for  a  fair  and  blest  to-morrow. 

Each  tone  that  soothes  or  saddens,  all  that  rings 
Joyously  to  him,  thou  canst  fitly  borrow 

From  thy  own  breast,  and  blend  it  in  a  strain. 

To  which  each  human  heart  beats  back  again. 

Thine  the  unfetter'd  thought,  alone  controU'd 
By  nature's  truth ;  thine  the  wide-seeing  eye. 

Catching  the  delicate  shades,  yet  apt  to  hold 
The  whole  In  its  embrace — before  it  lie 

Pictured  in  fairest  light,  as  chart  nnroll'd. 
Fields  of  the  present  and  of  destiny : 

The  voice  of  truth  amid  the  senseless  thnmg 

May  now  be  lost;  'tis  heard  and  felt  ere  long. 

Hold  on — ^live  for  the  world — ^live  for  all  time- 
Rise  in  thy  conscious  power,  but  gently  bear 

Thy  form  among  thy  fellows ;  sternly  climb 
The  spirit's  alpine  peaks;  mid  snow  towera  there 

Nurse  the  pure  thought,  but  yet  accordant  chime 
With  lowUer  hearts  in  valleys  green  and  &ir, — 

Sustain  thyself— yield  to  no  meaner  hand. 

Even  though  he  rule  awhile  thy  own  dear  land. 

Brief  is  his  power,  oblivion  waits  the  churl 
Bound  to  his  own  poor  self;  his  form  decays. 

But  sooner  fades  his  name.    Thou  shalt  unfurl 
Thy  standard  to  the  winds  of  future  days — 

Well  mayest  thou  in  thy  soul  defiance  hurl 
On  such  who  would  subdue  thee ;  thou  shalt  raise 

Thy  name,  when  they  are  dust,  and  nothing  more  * 

Hold  on — ^in  earnest  hope  still  look  before. 

Nerved  to  a  stem  resolve,  fulfil  thy  lot — 
Reveal  the  secrets  nature  has  unveii'd  thee ; 

All  higher  gifts  by  toil  intense  are  bought — 
Has  thy  firm  will  in  action  ever  fail'd  thee? 

Only  on  distant  summits  fame  is  sought — 

Sorrow  and  gloom  thy  nature  has  entaU'd  thee, 

But  bright  thy  present  joys,  and  brighter  far 

The  hope  that  draws  thee  like  a  heavenly  star." 

The  voice  was  still — its  tone  in  distance  djring 
Breathed  in  my  ear,  like  harp  fami  heard  at  even, 
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6oftul)wiiiluinnwliidthniuali«m1niet«i)chin<[ 
'WliBn  fliky  cloud*  ilbitirt  (br  moon  •!«■  drittn 

F»r  tJirmiRh  tiir  i\rr,\e^  Kt.un  tkn  mfiM  (tjint, 
Winn 'J  I'i*  hiwh  poMiirr  to  hu  tuIItc  Itnmi, 

Dut  oVt  iih'  ctill  he  in-in'il  in  kiitHnoaa  Iwnitiiig, 

FnMh  hoiw  and  Cmvr  puquM  lo  roc  Iriiding. 


THE  POET. 

Ditr  *unk  in  thouehl.  U  i^l  IniJe  th«  liTpr— 
lu  wivi-  ill  liqidil  lapw*  tilUnl  by, 
Nar  natrhM,  in  n^aUt  i)r)Kh,  hi*  tacant  rjt 

Th«  willnw'n  hiih  e'^^■n-hln(  fiiUaar  qnltvr. 

I*rom  dmtrn  to  ihulinry  drrun  iFluminf  cnr, 

Bit  ihouabu,  ■  phanlom  Unin.  in  airv  HirRV 
Hlivun'J  linioiurjr  antrnfd,  pauHiitc  nrvrr. 
A*  JUilumn  winl.  tn  mininUiii  (unal  ntraTiny 
lu  wunUnMW  UpcBtiT  of  lc4f  wkI  howrr, 
O'rrmiWaiin^  thK  ntftil'n  m|ilrnilml  HomT 
WilhtiDU,ltkghiiaiarV«>rn,lKr'i7<alMd(iiic — 
tio,  l«i  in  lil^nnthiur  tnnr.  bu  won 
A  nmtb  vl  Bimtn;  the  ^iiUlvri  thmil  wat  larr. 


NIGHT. 

Aa  I  nM  ail  alunc  !— llw  wi>rl.l  i.  i«iU 

In  pmhuiiInii  nlumbFf — OM  «  Inv  l>ul  frf  U 
TV  br^Tiailnic  tiiHh,  anil  aiiAi<f  atraJ* 

TV  mLi*y  ritiT  tij^Von  V«J  bur  bill 
Lmk*  rol-llT  Dp  lo  hFitm,  and  all  tlir  i*xn 
Sevm  ryH  iW«|i  di'il  in  laluicaw  ai  if  bouinl 
By  <MM  uncanhly  aprll — ni>  ndwr  tounJ 
Bin  tb(  inrra  tm&njunit  inuui T1m<it  mrj  HB 

Thr  wtDila  haTF  dallun'J  Ofl  llir  imantain  (leaki. 

Am  I  not  allalaua* — A  starit  apAki 

Pnm  ihc  ahya  of  niiitK, »  A'ot  jUl  alDiir— 

Katnr*  ii  round  thn  wnh  tvi  butilnl  iinwm, 

And  anrinil  etiiiui  haiuiu  tfarc  in  tlnr  hmin — 
Mil*]  *iul  ila  luniplinn  luivr  arp  all  ihy  awn." 


CI[i»ni.VM»lf  .MKI,i)DV. 

B>,>a  mr  afar  oVr  tlie  wair,  fu  lo  ihr  anrd 

i>i«i-k 
Whnt  eti-r  hhi^l  MiHranw  ihr  plain,  wbm  do 

rlinul  liBiiLi  on  lltr  liiiiliUlHta— 
Then  tw  my  htuit  vm-i  ai  nyt.  (tirT'il  bj  na  wiU 

rmntioit  i 
"nwrpan  Ihr  ruHt  only  nrjiwc.  hali'}  an  eiln  en  the 

Lay  mr  alixiit'  fJltiiirM  on  down*,  whrir  Mnla  in 

■ali-nrr  fiic  rtrr 
()>rr  III  wnili,  laill  aa  at  nam,  far  Iha  obtiriau* 

8nm  lliMueh  ihr  Itnua  whii'im  il  by;  drrp  in 
IIji  Haur  viiu  may  nunibri 

[a  uf  Iknrn.  liiUiJ  and 


epiril  «f  lift  I  Mhrr  aloA,  wbcfa  o 

Clnu  blow  Ihr  « 

anil  ilaxim  Ihr  (imitaiii, 
l4»l  iiir  ahm  t,  l><«  in  the  ebaar,  Mm 'Bad  te  I 

hish  elnwinR — 
Only  vr  li«w-m.'y,  obni  life,  like  i)m  vfld  ■■ 


8m t  atinJain  aii  tn  fall— hrr  nrUnd  lam, 
lu  nilllrlM  i.n-l.  utn  nwnl  ihr  tork  air  Umibc; 
UnHi'  Ui  lhi>  uiiirl*  hrr  lorki  itUbrirird  loani^ 

T-'U  uf  tlw  ti..iiiy  ■umiira  ahr  ha*  bome. 

>I<T  rye.  tqwuni'd  In  ImTBi,  ha*  lo*  IM  in>— 

Arul  iiinrli  lin  Itn^cnnc  puWa  lark  rrtnvli^ 

Thr  -illirr  Haiobn  u'n  fan  ailrui  liiv. 


any  Mn— 4bc  know*  it  BM; 


Vainly  lh>-  iiiihIi  waft  l-y  ihwfcaiai'a] 
Tu  li.T  Ihf  nkv  w  bum 

MIli-ulllvi^llMBi 


And  lidTii— 0!  whalani]inu«ilbatllh}  Eifhl* 
Inrltiblr  J<iy  ia  iihiiiJ  (hn-.  UO  or  knn*. 

*n>»u  alt  l<ul  a*  a  'Uinn  ciTlbr  nt«b^- 
AnJ  Ibrn  tlw  Inmilnc  tiMft,  bow  drrfi  iu  oo. 


h"|>>->  and  joj*  araond  brt  play  ■ 


TIIK  KI:.-'TIVE  EVEMXC. 

ra»lrri.e1wi)irrntin> 
IntI 

Bniihl  M  I" 

(il»1  ihr  hrjrl  «|lh  f. 
Hand  Willi  hand,  in  r> 

A*  arminil  ihr  jinHil  4a<a^ 

Fill— till— (111.  an)  .lUalT  ihr  b 

Uri'^lii  II  itLw— 

(1 '.  htm  iTieht  ihr  Inwa  fhiw^ 
Purr  u  IMit.  Mil  «wjal  Bitfa^i 

Hri*  In  iwMKA  dacra  intBlb 
Joy*  tt*  know,  not  Mit  and  iii^t 

Fknm*  «■  KiWl  )1m  H*«>  Mk 
Oim  ariF  bnkik  not  tune  ran  ««: 
Unotilrr  lUU  llvr  iifciw  tie  «im-— 
Jiff. 


(ioaal  jpya,  fa  xv  my  t 
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CBirTBX  of  light  and  energy !  thy  way 

Is  through  the  unknown  void ;  thou  hast  thy 
throne, 
Morning,  and  evening,  and  at  noon  of  day, 
Far  in  the  hlue,  untended  and  alone : 
Ere  the  first-waken'd  airs  of  earth  had  blown, 
On  thou  didst  march,  triumphant  in  thy  light ; 
Then  thou  didst  send  thy  glance,  which  still 
hath  flown 
Wide  through  the  never-ending  worlds  of  night. 
And  yet  thy  full  orb  bums  with  flash  as  keen  and 
bright 

We  call  thee  Lord  of  Day,  and  thou  dost  give 

To  earth  the  fire  that  animates  her  crust, 
And  wakens  all  the  forms  that  move  and  live. 

From  the  fine,  viewless  mould  which  lurks  in 
dust. 

To  him  who  looks  to  heaven,  and  on  his  bust 
Bears  stamped  the  seal  of  Gon,  who  gathers  there 

Lines  of  deep  thought,  high  feeling,  daring  trust 
In  his  own  centered  powers,  who  aims  to  share 
In  all  his  soul  can  frame  of  wide,  and  great,  and  fair. 

Thy  path  is  high  in  heaven ;  we  cannot  gaze 
On  the  intense  of  light  that  girds  thy  car; 

There  is  a  crown  of  glory  in  thy  rays. 
Which  bears  thy  pure  divinity  afar. 
To  mingle  with  the  equal  light  of  star,— 

For  thou,  so  vast  to  us,  art  in  the  whole 
One  of  the  sparks  of  night  that  fire  the  air, 

And,  as  around  thy  centre  planets  roll. 

So  thou,  too,  hast  thy  path  around  the  central  souL 

I  am  no  fond  idolater  to  thee. 

One  of  the  countless  multitude,  who  bum, 
As  lamps,  around  the  one  Eternity, 

In  whose  contending  forces  systems  turn 

Their  circles  round  that  seat  of  life,  the  urn 
WTiere  all  must  sleep,  if  matter  ever  dies : 

Sight  fails  me  here,  but  fancy  r^n  discem 
With  the  wide  glance  of  her  all-seeing  eyes, 
Where,  in  the  heart  of  worlds,  the  ruling  Spirit  lies. 

And  thou,  too,  hast  thy  world,  and  unto  thee 
We  are  as  nothing;  thou  goest  forth  alone, 
And  movest  through  the  wide,  aerial  sea,' 
Glad  as  a  conqueror  resting  on  his  throne 
From  a  new  victory,  where  he  late  had  shown 
Wider  his  power  to  nations ;  so  thy  light 
Comes  with  new  pomp,  as  if  thy  strength  had 

grown 
With  each  revolving  day,  or  thou,  at  night. 
Had  lit  again  thy  fires,  and  thus  rcnewM  thy  might. 

Age  o*er  thee  has  no  power :  thou  bring'st  the  same 
Light  to  renew  the  morning,  as  when  first. 

If  not  eternal,  thou,  with  front  of  flame. 
On  the  dark  face  of  earth  in  glory  burst. 
And  warmM  the  seas,  and  in  their  bosom  nuned 

The  earliest  things  of  life,  the  worm  and  shell ; 
Till,   through   the   sinking  ocean,   mountains 
pierced. 

And  then  came  forth  the  land  whereon  we  dwell, 

Rear'd,  like  a  magic  fime,  above  the  watery  swelL 


And  there  thy  searching  heat  awoke  the  seeds 
Of  all  that  gives  a  charm  to  earth,  and  lends 
An  energy  to  nature ;  all  that  feeds 

On  the  rich  mould,  and  then,  in  bearing,  bends 
Its  fraits  again  to  earth,  wherein  it  blends 
The  last  and  first  of  life ;  of  all  who  bear 

Their  forms  in  motion,  where  the  spirit  tends, 
Instinctive,  in  their  common  good  to  share. 
Which  lies  in  things  that  breathy  or  late  were 
living  there. 

They  live  in  thee :  without  thee,  all  were  dead 
And  dark ;  no  beam  had  lighted  on  the  waste, 

But  one  eternal  night  around  had  spread 
Funereal  gloom,  and  coldly  thus  defaced 
This  Eden,  which  thy  fairy  hand  hath  graced 

With  such  uncounted  beauty ;  all  that  blows 
In  the  fresh  air  of  spring,  and,  growing,  braced 

Its  form  to  manhood,  when  it  stands  and  glows 

In  the  full-temper'd  beam,  that  gladdens  as  it  goes. 

Thou  lookest  on  the  earth,  and  then  it  smiles ; 

Thy  light  is  hid,  and  all  things  droop  and  mourn ; 
Laughs  the  wide  sea  around  her  budding  isles. 
When  through  their  heaven  thy  changing  car  is 

borne; 
Thou  wbeel'st  away  thy  flight,  the  woods  are 
shorn 
Of  all  their  waving  locks,  and  storms  awake ; 

All,  that  was  once  so  beautiful,  is  torn 
By  the  wild  winds  which  plough  the  lonely  lake. 
And,  in  their  maddening  rush,  the  crested  moun- 
tains shake. 

The  earth  lies  buried  in  a  shroud  of  snow ; 

Life  lingers,  and  would  die,  but  thy  return 
Gives  to  their  gladdened  hearts  an  overflow 

Of  all  the  power  that  brooded  in  the  um 

Of  their  chill'd  frames,  and  then  they  proudly 
spurn 
All  bands  that  would  confine,  and  give  to  air 

Hues,  fragrance,  shapes  of  beauty,  till  they  bum. 
When,  on  a  dewy  morn,  thou  dartest  there 
Rich  waves  of  gold  to  wreathe  with  fairer  light  the 
fair. 

The  vales  are  thine ;  and  when  the  touch  of  spring 
Thrills  them,  and  gives  them  glailness,  in  thy  light 

They  glitter,  as  the  glancing  swallow's  wing 
Dashes  the  water  in  his  winding  flight. 
And  leaves  behind  a  wave  that  crinkles  bright, 

And  widens  outward  to  the  pebbled  shore, — 
The  vales  are  thine ;  and  when  they  wake  from 
night. 

The  dews  that  bend  the  grass-tips,  twinkling  o'er 

Their  sofl  and  oozy  beds,  look  upward,  and  adore. 

The  hills  are  thine :  they  catch  thy  newest  beam. 
And  gladden  in  thy  parting,  where  the  wood 

Flames  out  in  every  leafy  and  drinks  the  stream, 
That  flows  from  out  thy  fulness,  as  a  flood 
Bursts  from  an  unknown  land,  and  rolls  the  food 

Of  nations  in  its  waters :  so  thy  rays 

Flow  and  give  brighter  tints  than  ever  bud. 

When  a  clear  sheet  of  ice  reflects  a  blaze 

Of  many  twinkling  gems,  as  every  gloas'd  bough 
plays. 
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7*hiiM  are  the  mounUini,  where  they  purely  lift 

8iiowt  that  have  never  waated,  in  a  sky  j 

Which  hath  no  »tain ;  helow,  the  stonn  may  drift 

Ita  dorkneiM,  aiul  the  thunder-gual  roar  by ; 

Aloft  ill  tliy  rtern^  aniile  they  lie,  | 

Dazxliii{f,  but  cold ;  thy  farewell  gUnce  looka  there; 

And  when  below  thy  hue*  of  beauty  die, 
Girt  n)und  them,  a»  a  rosy  bolt,  they  bear, 
Into  the  hi|k(h,  dark  vault,  a  brow  that  atill  ia  fiur. 

I'he  cloudii  are  thine,  and  all  their  mai(ic  huea 
Are  pencill'd  by  thee;  when  thou  bendeat  low,    ■ 

Or  cometit  iy  thy  Mtrrnffth,  thy  hand  imbuea 
Their  waving  fold  with  auch  a  perfect  glow 
Of  all  pure  tints,  the  fkiry  picturea  throw 

Sharne  on  thr  proudeHt  art ;  the  tender  atain 
Hunii^  n>und  the  verge  of  heaven,  that  aa  a  bow 

OinU  the  wide  world,  and  in  their  blended  chain 

All  tintH  to  the  deep  gold  that  flaahea  in  thy  train:  j 


I,  too.  have  neen  thee  on  thy  purinng  path. 

When  the  night-tempert  met  thee:  thou  didat 
da.<h 

Thv  white  amn  high  in  heaven,  aa  if  in  wrath, 
Thrrmtening  the  anirry  nky ;  thy  wavea  diil  laah 
The  lahourinir  vriMel.  and  with  deadeninir  craah 

Ru<*h  madly  forth  to  nrourge  ita  groaning  widfa ; 
Onwnnl  thy  Hllowa  came,  to  meet  and  claah 

In  a  wild  warfare,  till  the  lifted  tid«« 

Minvltnl  their  yeaty  topa,  where  the  dark  ftonn- 
clouil  ridea. 

In  thee,  firat  light,  the  bounding  ocean  amilea. 
When  the  quick  winda  uprear  it  in  a  awell. 


Tliene  are  thy  trophiel^  an<1  thou  liend*«t  thy  areh,  : 
The  Kiirn  of  triumph,  in  a  seven-fold  tf^iiie. 

Where  the  K|M>nt  Ktonn  u  hnjitine  on  its  march. 
And  there  the  glories  of  thy  light  combine. 
And  f«)nn  with  perf«*ct  curve  a  lifted  line. 

Striding  the  earth  and  air;  man  looka,  and  tella 
II uw  p(*acc  and  mercy  in  its  beauty  ahine. 

And  how  the  heavenly  messenin^r  impela 

Her  glad  wings  on  the  jiath,  that  thua  in  ether 
swells. 

The  ocean  is  thy  vtsaal ;  thoo  doat  sway 

His  wavea  to  thy  dominion,  and  they  go 
Where  thou,  in  heaven,  doat  guide  them  on  their 
way, 
Rilling  and  falling  in  eternal  6ow; 
Thou  lookest  on  the  waters,  and  they  glow; 
They  take  them  wintr".  and  spring  aloft  in  air. 
And  chan^  to  clouds,  and  then,  diaaolving, 
thn)w 
Their  treasures  bark  to  earth,  and,  ruahing.  tear 
The  mountain  and  the  vale,  aa  proudly  on  they 
bear. 

I,  ti>o,  h^ve  been  upon  thy  rolling  breaat. 

Widest  of  w:iten( ;     I  have  neen  thee  lie 
Calm,  n<  an  infant  pillowM  in  its  rest 

Oil  a  fond  motherV  bottom,  when  the  skr. 

N«>t  Kfuivither.  jjave  tbe  deep  its  azure  dye. 
Till  a  new  heaven  wan  areh*d  and  glassM  below; 

And  then  the  doudi*.  that,  zny  in  sunaet,  fly, 
Ca^t  on  it  such  a  ntain.  it  kindle«l  so. 
As  in  the  check  of  youth  the  living 


That  rolla,  in  glittering  green,  aromid  Um  ii 
Where  e^er-springing  firuita  and  bloaaoaw 
O !  with  a  joy  no  gifted  tongaa  ean  uU, 

I  hurry  o*er  the  watera,  when  the  aul 
Swells  tennely,  and  the  light  keel  gl 

Over  the  curling  billow,  and  the  gale 

Cornea  off  the  ipicy  grwea  to  tell  ita  wimunf  tela. 

The  aoul  is  thine:  of  old  thou  weft  the  , 

Who  gave  tlie  poet  life;  and  I  in  thee 
Feel  my  heart  glaidden  at  the  holy  boor 

When  thou  art  sinking  in  the  aleat 

Or  when  I  climb  the  height,  and 
In  thy  nteridian  glory,  for  the  air 

8|>arkles  ami  Inims  in  thy  inienshj, 
I  feel  thy  liffht  within  me,  and  I  ihare 
In  the  full  glow  of  aoul  thy  apirit 
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CONSrMPTION. 

Taiaa  is  a  sweetnesa  in  woman*a  decar. 
When  the  lijcht  of  beauty  b  fading  away. 
When  the  bright  enchantment  of  youth  ia 
And  the  tint  that  elow'd.  and  the  eye  that 
And  darted  annrnd  its  rlance  of  power. 
And  the  lip  that  vied  with  the  sweelcs 
That  ever  in  Pactum's*  garden  blew. 
Or  ever  was  steepM  in  fragrant  dew. 
When  all  that  was  liricht  and  fair  ia  fM, 
But  the  loveliness  linicerinf  round  the 

O  !  there  is  a  sweetness  in  beauty's  eiose. 
Like  the  perfume  scenting  the  withered  raae; 
For  a  namelecR  charm  around  her  playa. 
And  her  eves  are  kindled  with  hallow *d  fBTa; 
.\nd  a  veil  of  s|K>tleMi  purity 
Has  mantlet]  her  cheek  with  ita  heavf  nly  drc. 
Like  a  cloud  whereon  the  queen  of  night 
Has  pourM  her  s«>fteNt  tint  of  light ; 
And  there  is  a  Mendinir  of  white  and  hhie. 
Where  the  ptirple  blood  is  melting  throo^ 
The  snow  of  her  pale  and  tender  cheek ; 
And  there  are  tones  that  sweetly  speak 
Of  a  spirit  who  li>nirN  for  a  purer  day. 
And  is  ready  to  wine  her  flichi  away. 

In  the  flush  of  youth,  and  the  aping  of  fMfiaf, 
When  life,  like  a  sunny  sttram.  ia 
Its  silent  steps  throuirh  a  flowery  pelliu 
And  all  the  endearments  that  pleaaore  hath 
A  re  pour*d  from  her  full,  o'erflowiag  horn. 
When  the  rose  of  enjoyment  coneaala  mm  then^ 
In  her  lizhtne**  of  heart,  to  the  cl 
The  maiden  may  trip  in  the  dance  along. 
And  think  of  the  passim;  moment,  that  bea. 
Like  a  fainr  dream,  in  her  daazled  erest 
And  yield  to  the  (trrsent,  that  chain 
With  all  that  is  btvelv  in  sisht  and 

• 

Where  a  thousanil  plea<tng  phantona  ftt 
With  the  voire  of  mirth,  and  the 
And  the  music  that  steals  to  the  hoaoai'i 
And  the  heart  in  its  fulness  flowing  o'er 
With  a  few  bir  dropa,  that  are  aoeo 
For  short  is  the  stay  of  grief  in  her 
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In  this  enliven'd  and  gltidsome  hour 

The  spirit  may  bum  with  a  brighter  power; 

But  dearer  the  calm  and  quiet  day, 

When  the  heaven-eick  soul  ia  stealing  away. 

And  when  her  sun  b  low  declining, 
And  life  wears  out  with  no  repining, 
And  the  whisper,  that  tells  of  early  death, 
Is  soft  as  the  west  wind's  balmy  breath, 
When  it  comes  at  the  hour  of  still  repose, 
To  sleep  in  the  breast  of  the  wooing  rose : 
And  the  lip,  that  swelled  with  a  living  glow, 
Is  pale  as  a  curl  of  new-fallen  snow : 
And  her  cheek,  like  the  Parian  stone,  is  fisdr,— 
But  the  hectic  spot  that  flushes  there 
When  the  tide  of  life,  from  its  secret  dwelling, 
In  a  sudden  gash,  is  deeply  swelling. 
And  giving  a  tinge  to  her  icy  lips. 
Like  the  crimson  rose's  brightest  tips. 
As  richly  red,  and  as  transient  too 
As  the  clouds  in  autunm's  sky  of  blue, 
That  seem  like  a  host  of  glory,  met 
To  honour  the  sun  at  his  golden  set ; 
O  !  then,  when  the  spirit  is  taking  wing. 
How  fondly  her  thoughts  to  her  dear  one  cling. 
As  if  she  would  blend  her  soul  with  his 
In  a  deep  and  long-imprinted  kiss ; 
So  fondly  the  panting  camel  flies, 
Where  the  glassy  vapour  cheats  his  eyes ; 
And  the  dove  from  the  falcon  seeks  her  nest, 
And  the  infant  shrinks  to  its  mother's  breast 
And  though  her  dying  voice  be  mute. 
Or  faint  as  the  tones  of  an  unstrung  lute, 
And  though  the  glow  from  her  cheek  be  fled. 
And  her  pale  lips  cold  as  the  marble  dead. 
Her  eye  still  b^ms  unwonted  fires, 
With  a  woman's  love,  and  a  saint's  desires. 
And  her  last,  fond,  lingering  look  is  given 
To  the  love  she  leaves,  and  then  to  heaven, 
As  if  she  would  bear  that  love  away 
To  a  purer  world,  and  a  brighter  day. 


TO  THE  EAGLE. 

BiBD  of  the  broad  and  sweeping  wing. 

Thy  home  is  high  in  heaven, 
Where  wide  the  storms  their  banners  fling, 

And  the  tempest  clouds  are  driven. 
Thy  throne  is  on  the  mountain  top; 

Thy  fields,  the  boundless  air; 
And  hoary  peaks,  that  proudly  prop 

The  skies,  thy  dwellings  are. 

Thou  sittest  like  a  thing  of  light. 

Amid  the  noontide  blaze : 
The  midway  sun  is  clear  and  bright; 

h  cannot  dim  thy  gaze. 
Thy  pinions,  to  the  rushing  blast. 

O'er  the  bursting  billow,  spread, 
^liere  the  vessel  plunges,  hurry  past, 

Like  an  angel  of  the  dead. 

Thou  art  perch'd  aloft  on  the  beetling  crag, 
And  the  wmves  are  white  below, 

And  on,  with  a  haste  that  cannot  lag. 
They  rush  in  an  endless  flow. 
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Again  thou  hast  plumed  thy  wing  for  flight 

To  lands  beyond  the  sea. 
And  away,  like  a  spirit  wreathed  in  light, 

Thou  hurriest,  wild  and  firee. 

Thou  hurriest  over  the  myriad  waves. 

And  thou  leavest  them  all  behind ; 
Thou  sweepest  that  place  of  unknown  graves. 

Fleet  as  the  tempest  wind. 
When  the  night-storm  gathers  dim  and  dark 

With  a  shrill  and  boding  scream, 
Thou  rushest  by  the  foundering  bark. 

Quick  as  a  passing  dream. 

Lord  of  the  boundless  realm  of  air, 

In  thy  imperial  name, 
The  hearts  of  the  bold  and  ardent  dare 

The  dangerous  path  of  fame. 
Beneath  the  shade  of  thy  golden  wings. 

The  Roman  legions  bore, 
From  the  river  of  Egypt's  cloudy  springs. 

Their  pride,  to  the  polar  shore. 

For  thee  they  fought,  for  thee  they  fell. 

And  their  oath  was  on  thee  laid ; 
To  thee  the  clarions  raised  their  swell, 

And  the  dying  warrior  pray'd. 
Thou  wert,  through  an  age  of  death  and  fears. 

The  image  of  pride  and  power, 
Till  the  gather'd  rage  of  a  thousand  years 

Burst  forth  in  one  awful  hour. 

And  then  a  deluge  of  wrath  it  came. 

And  the  nations  shook  with  dread ; 
And  it  swept  the  earth  till  its  fields  were  flame. 

And  piled  with  the  mingled  dead. 
Kings  were  roll'd  in  the  wasteful  flood. 

With  the  low  and  crouching  slave ; 
And  together  lay,  in  a  shroud  of  blood. 

The  coward  and  the  brave. 

And  where  was  then  thy  feariess  flight? 

"  O'er  the  dark,  mysterious  sea. 
To  the  lands  that  caught  the  setting  light. 

The  cradle  of  Liberty. 
There,  on  the  silent  and  lonely  shore, 

For  ages,  I  watch'd  alone, 
And  the  world,  in  its  darkness,  ask'd  no  more 

Where  the  glorious  bird  had  flown. 

"  But  then  came  a  bold  and  hardy  few, 

And  they  breasted  the  unknown  wave; 
I  caught  afar  the  wandering  crew ; 

And  I  knew  they  were  high  and  brave. 
I  wheel'd  around  the  welcome  bark, 

As  it  sought  the  desolate  shore, 
And  up  to  heaven,  like  a  joyous  lark. 

My  quivering  pinions  bore. 

«*  And  now  that  bold  and  hardv  few 

Are  a  nation  wide  and  strong ; 
And  danger  and  doubt  I  have  led  them  through, 

And  they  worship  me  in  song; 
And  over  their  bright  and  glancing  arms, 

On  field,  and  lake,  and  sea. 
With  an  eye  that  fires,  and  a  spell  that  charms, 

I  guide  them  to  victory." 
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rUKVALKXCE  OF  POETRY. 

I'liK  worlil  in  full  of  poetry — the  air 
1*  \\\\im  with  it«  ri]iirit;  and  tht?  waves 
Diiiirc  til  tho  iniihic  of  it*  mrlotlim, 
AikI  biMirklc  ill  itn  briKhtiuiiji.     K:irth  u  veil'd, 
Aihl  iitaiitlrl  with  tljt  hcuuty;  and  the  walU, 
That  cIdmv  tlu*  uiuM'FM*  with  rry»>tjl  in. 
Art-  t'liMjurnt  with  ^oicfn,  that  |iro(*liuin 
The  unMvn  ^liini*:!  of  iniinrntiity. 
In  harinonii's,  tiM>  |N*rttvt,  and  tiN>  hit;h. 
For  aii;;ht  |iut  iN'iii^H  of  ivlcntiul  mould, 
And  >\n\ik  to  man  in  nuc  rtfrnnl  hynni, 
rnf.iihn;;  iMMnty,  and  unyicltlinif  {iowit. 

Till'  \rar  ItMiU  round  tlic  MtiMins  in  a  choir 
KitrrxiT  rliirniinff,  and  fim'^iT  m*w, 
Dlrndini;  the  i^rind,  thi*  iN-uutiful,  thr  fr^y. 
Tilt'  niiMirnt'iiI.  and  tin*  tender,  in  onr  fitrain. 
Which  nti'als  into  tli«>  hfart,  Vikv  stmndu,  that  rise 
Fur  ulf.  in  miHinli^ht  o\«'nini*«,  on  t)u*  Hborc 
Of  till*  nidi'  iin-an.  rcoliin;  at\«-r  hturmi; 
Or  liiiif!*,  tlial  wiinl  aruund  th**  ^uulti'd  roof, 
Aiitl  |Htintril  nrrht's.  uiid  rt'tirintf  nii«l('ii 
Of  Miini'  uld.  l<in«ly  miimtcr,  whrn'  thif  hand, 
^*klll'lll.  and  iniiv«-d,  nitli  |i.iri«iiiTnat('  love  of  art. 
Plays  o'lT  I  hi*  hi:!Yi«>r  kryi*,  nnti  N'arii  aloft 
Till-  |N-al  uf  liur-tiin;  thuiidrr.  niid  then  calla, 
Hy  niilliiw  toui'lu*i«,  from  the  nofter  tulicfl, 
Viiiri'H  of  mrllin'^  !«*nd«'rnc^n.  that  Mrnd 
Willi  pari'  and  t!i>iitli*  mu>inffii.  till  the  miul, 
C'oininin^lini;  with  the  mi'Ii^ly,  in  iMirnc, 
Rapt,  and  djo.oUiil  in  ivstaiiy,  to  hra^en. 

*Ti4  ni>i  thi>  I'hiim*  and  fliiw  of  wonU,  that  move 
In  iiiiMsun'd  Alo.  and  mrtriral  arrav; 
*Ti<«  not  the  union  of  rrturnini;  HoumU, 
N<ir  all  thi>  |il«'a»int;  urtifiro  of  rhyme. 
Anil  tjiiantity.  nnd  »tvi>nt.  that  ran  i^ive 
Thii  all'iH'rvadjnt;  iipirit  to  the  ear. 
Or  Meiiil  it  with  the  ino%int;4of  the  fnuil. 
'Tit  a  iiiysliriouH  fet'lim;.  ^^hii-h  roinlaneii 
M.in  with  the  world  around  him.  in  a  ehain 
Wo\en  of  flowern.  niul  dipp'd  in  -wii'lneiw,  till 
III'  ta-te  tiie  hi'^h  roiumunion  of  \uh  thouj^hta, 
With  idl  exiotenre,  in  earth  and  hea\en. 
That  tnret  hnn  in  the  eharin  of  ^rire  and  |iower. 
*Ti4  not  (he  noifiy  ImhMer.  wht>  di«playi(. 
In  «tu>lii*«l  ph^a>^^  and  ornate  epithet. 
And  riMMiihil  |N-ri«Kl.  ]x»or  and  \apiil  thunuhts 
Wliii'h  |i«'i'p  from  out  thr  ruinhmu^  ••rnninentii 
That  o\er!'i.til  (h«'ir  littlt'iii'<^.     II*.  wonlii 
Ari>  few.  hut  di>«-|i  and  oolfmn  :  and  lliey  hn*ak 
Fre>h  from  t!ie  fount  of  fo-liii;:.  aMil  an*  full 
Of  all  that  pa<i<*ion.  whii'h.  «>ri  r.irniel.  Itrinl 
The  hi»ly  prophet,  when  hi-*  lip*  w«re  roaU, 
Hi'*  laniruuj*'  win;;M  with  terror,  at  v^heii  UdtM 
Leap  fri>m  ihi*  hroiilin.;  tem|)i-'«i.  arinM  w  iili  wrath, 
C\iMiini«»ion*d  to  iiirri<.;ht  u*,  anil  •'.••«tni%. 

IVittion,  wht'n  d^'ep,  i*  i4it1 :  the  e'-trins  eyo 
That  rraiU  itM  nieiny  with  clanr«*  i*\  lire. 
T)ie  lip.  that  rurlii  and  writhei  in  hittemewi. 
The  hrow  eontrnelrd,  till  ilH  wrinkln*  hide 
The  kivn.  \'\\\\  orlni.  that  hum  and  flii>h  l^elow. 
The  ha  III!  firm  clench'd  and  quivcrini;.  and  the 
foot 
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Planted  in  attitude  to  aprinff,  and  dart 

lu  vengeance,  an*  tlie  language  it  emploja. 

80  the  (HM-tir  fettling  nerda  no  worda 

To  give  it  utteranrr;  hut  it  awella,  and  glotrii 

And  n'velii  in  the  tvbta*iea  of  auuL 

And  i>iLrt  at  liani|uet  with  cek-atiaj  forma. 

The  lH'ini;4  of  iin  own  rreation,  lair 

And  li>\elv,  ail  e'er  haunt4*d  wood  and  wave. 

When  earth  wa»  iM>ople«l.  in  its  ■olitutlra. 

With  nymph  and  iiaiail — miehty,  aa  the  soda. 

Who<M*  palace  w:i»  01\  nipua,  and  the  rlou>U, 

That  hun:;.  in  i;oIil  and  flame,  annind  it«  hrtnw ; 

Who  Nire.  upi>n  their  feature*,  all  that  (rraad 

Anil  awful  di;;iiitv  of  front,  which  howt 

The  e_\  e  that  k:azt>  on  the  uiarhle  Jovr, 

Who  hurU.  in  wrath,  hin  thunder,  and  the  pod. 

The  imau'i'  id'  a  UMUl\.iMi  di\ine. 

So  manrulme.  mi  arthim,  that  we  frem 

To  nhan*  in  hit  intiiimty  of  joy, 

\\'hen,  ►ure  tk*  fale,  the  Uiundin?  arrow  iped. 

And  d.trted  lo  tin-  M'alv  niiin*ti'r*i»  heart. 

m 

Thir*  >pirit  i-.  tlif  hri.ith  of  Nature.  M<<wn 
0\er  the  hle«  pin:;  f>>rm4  of  rlay,  wlio  4 lac 
I)o7e  on  tliP'Uiih  life  in  Mank  »tupiihty. 
Till  hy  itii  lila«t.  om  l>y  a  touch  of  fire. 
Tln-y  T»*u—'  to  liiftv  ]iuq>iiM*.  nnd  f>rnd  out. 
In  deeiU  of  enerL'v,  lht>  ra^e  within. 
Itit  M'at  iri  dee|Mr  in  thf  la^aee  hrea^t. 
Than  in  tin*  man  of  ritirt;  in  t!ie  rht!  1. 
Than  in  the  matiirer  I>>fi«mtA.     Art  niay  (irunr 
Itjt  rank  iind  uiM  luxuriaiin'.  and  ni.i}  train 
Itj«  »itri>n.;  out-hrr.iV.in.T'*.  and  it^  vihi-uirnt  pisCt 
To  foft  rrfini-nii'iit.  and  ninenity: 
1)ut  all  ith  I'limn'  hiA  v.iiii-hM,  all 
ItN  miidileniiii;,  and  eoniiiiaiiiiing  !*pirit  i;i-ifie, 
.\nd  all  it-  triiilf-r  t<iurhe«.  aiul  it«  l-«r.i'« 
Of  iMiiiI^h^fioKin;;  palh<i«>.  li>«t  and  hid 
Amimt;  the  nii':ii«iiriil  notei.  that  moic  a«  dr^l 
And  heartlenM.  .1.1  the  pup{i-tM  in  a  rh  >w. 

Wfll  I  re  I  lie  III!  M  r.  in  my  lki\i*!i  i!a%  «. 
How  di  ep  the  !'•  •  !iii.',  whi  11  my  t-y  h-  V'J  f.«th 
On  N.iliire.  in  licr  l<>\i-!ini  •-,  and  *li»rTn«; 
How  my  hi-.irt  j!  i'li!«'n*d.  a-  tUr  licht  of  •^•nnr 
r.ime    fr-nn    iK-    *m;i.    wit'.i    /'phyr*.    an>i   wri 

uliower*. 
Wakiiu  thi-  <  tr^h  t.>  U  auty.  aMil  the  wooda 
Til  mu**ic.  and  ihi'  at:ii<»ophere  ti>  Mow. 
Swet'lly  a:iil  i*iliid\.  witli  it«  hrrath  of  hall^ 
f)!  hi>\v  I  -.•.!/•  .1  t:p>n  till*  daiiliii?  hlur 
Of  *iuii'r;cr*«  hi -.i%i-n  uf  n\  ir\,  afiil  the  wavrt. 
Th.it  roll'd.  in  N-ndlii'i;  L*<ild,  i/er  hiM  and  |4aiD; 
Atiil  •>n  tV.i-  1<  :-.if«"«t,  wlien  it  iiMiue*!  forth, 
III  fii!!!*  I'f  '  '  I  knt .-.  fr  -iti  !!ie  iiortlif  'n  "k^. 
Aiiil  -I'*  "l  .i^>\i^  1*!i*  r!i>*iiii*iiii«.  ^iieiit,  dark. 
Fr'»«';-'j:.  .\rA  !■— 'i'!!  :  t''.«-n  *•  ril  i^inioJ 
Tht-  lu-'.itiiiii;:.  ,i«  it 4  h>*raM.  and  the  pea!. 
That  ro'lM  in  ili^-p.  drrp  «o!!i-y«.  rouiMl  the  h''^' 
The  \%  fi'M. '  iif  it«  ri>iiiin.;.  an>I  the  aotuid. 
Tl;it  ii'iMiT'il  ir.  !•*  r1rfiii?ntal  W3r, 
Aiid.  O!  I  ttiM^-f.  in  hre.i(hli-«!i  Innsinii  fii*J. 
TreMi'<!iii;:.  an<l  \i*t  ni>t  fi-arfu1.  a*  the  rb^uda 
Heaveil  their  dark  hilKmn  on  the  rnarins 
Thai  M'ltt.  friKii  m  •untiin  top.  and 
A  hm-i.  lioar«4'  murmur.  like  tlie  rush  cf 
l*hat  hur««t.  in  foam  am!  furv.  on  tht 
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Nor  less  the  swelling  of  my  heeit,  when  high 
Rose  the  blue  arch  of  autumn,  cloudless,  pure 
As  nature,  at  her  dawning,  when  she  sprang 
Fresh  from  the  hand  that  wrought  her ;  where  the  eye 
Caught  not  a  speck  upon  the  soft  serene. 
To  stain  its  deep  cerulean,  but  the  cloud. 
That  floated,  like  a  lonely  spirit,  there, 
White  as  the  snow  of  Zemla,  or  the  foam 
That  on  the  midnwa  tosses,  cinctured  round. 
In  easy  undulations,  with  a  belt 
Woven  of  bright  Apollo's  golden  hair. 
Nor,  when  that  arch,  in  winter's  clearest  night. 
Mantled  in  ebon  darkness,  strew'd  with  stars 
Its  canopy,  that  seem'd  to  swell,  and  swell 
The  higher,  as  I  gazed  upon  it,  till, 
Sphere  after  sphere,  evolving,  on  the  height 
Of  heaven,  the  everlasting  throne  shone  through. 
In  glory's  effulgence,  and  a  wave, 
Intensely  bright,  roU'd,  like  a  fountain,  forth 
Beneath  its  sapphire  pedestal,  and  stream'd 
Down  the  long  galaxy,  a  flood  of  snow. 
Bathing  the  heavens  in  light,  the  spring,  that  gush'd. 
In  overflowing  richness,  from  the  breast 
Of  all-maternal  nature.     These  I  saw. 
And  felt  to  madness;  but  my  full  heart  gave 
No  utterance  to  the  ineftable  within. 
Words  were  too  weak ;  they  were  unknown ;  but  still 
The  feeling  was  most  poignant:  it  has  gone; 
And  all  the  deepest  flow  of  sounds,  that  e'er 
Pour'd,  in  a  torrent  fulness,  from  the  tongue 
Rich  with  the  wealth  of  ancient  bards,  and  stored 
With  all  the  patriarchs  of  British  song 
Hallow'd  and  render'd  glorious,  cannot  tell 
Those  feelings,  which  have  died,  to  live  no  more. 


CLOUDS. 


Yb  Clouds,  who  are  the  ornament  of  heaven ; 
Who  give  to  it  its  gayest  shadowings. 
And  its  most  awfiil  glories ;  ye  who  roll 
In  the  dark  tempest,  or  at  dewy  evening 
Hang  low  in  tenderest  beauty ;  ye  who,  ever 
Changing  your  Protean  aspects,  now  are  gather'd, 
I'ikc  fleecy  piles,  when  the  mid-sun  is  brightest, 
Even  in  the  height  of  heaven,  and  there  repose, 
Solenmly  calm,  without  a  visible  motion, 
Hour  after  hour,  looking  upon  the  earth 
With  a  serenest  smile :— or  ye  who  rather 
Heap'd  in  those  sulphury  masses,  heavily 
Jutting  above  their  bases,  like  the  smoke 
Pour*d  from  a  fiirnace  or  a  roused  volcano. 
Stand  on  \hv.  dun  horizon,  threatening 
Lightning  and  storm — who,  lifted  from  the  hills, 
March  onward  to  the  zenith,  ever  darkening. 
And  heaving  into  more  gigantic  towers 
A  nd  mountainous  piles  of  blackness — ^who  then  roar 
With  the  collected  winds  within  your  womb, 
Or  the  far  utter'd  thunders — ^who  ascend 
Swifter  and  swifter,  till  wide  overhead 
Your  vanguards  curl  and  toss  upon  the  tempest 
Like  the  stirr'd  ocean  on  a  reef  of  rocks 
Just  topping  o'er  its  waves,  while  deep  below 
The  prqgiiant  mass  of  vapour  and  of  flame 


Rolls  with  an  awful  pomp,  and  grimly  lowers. 
Seeming  to  the  struck  eye  of  fear  the  car 
Of  an  ofiended  spirit,  whose  swart  features 
Glare  through  the  sooty  darkness — ^fired  with  ven- 
geance. 
And  ready  with  uplifted  hand  to  smite 
And  scourge  a  guilty  nation ;  ye  who  lie. 
After  the  storm  is  over,  fiu*  away, 
Crowning  the  dripping  forests  with  the  arch 
Of  beauty,  such  as  lives  alone  in  heaven, 
Bright  daughter  of  the  sun,  bending  around 
From  mountain  unto  mountain,  like  the  wreath 
Of  victory,  or  like  a  banner  telling 
Of  joy  and  gladness ;  ye  who  round  the  moon 
Assemble  when  she  sits  in  the  mid-sky 
In  perfect  brightness,  and  encircle  her 
With  a  fair  wreath  of  all  aerial  dyes : 
Ye  who,  thus  hovering  round  her,  shine  like  moun- 
tains 
Whose  tops  are  never  darken'd,  but  remain, 
Centuries  and  countless  ages,  rear'd  for  temples 
Of  purity  and  light ;  or  ye  who  crowd 
To  hail  the  new-born  day,  and  hang  for  him. 
Above  his  ocean-couch,  a  canopy 
Of  all  inimitable  hues  and  colours, 
Such  as  are  only  pencil'd  by  the  hands 
Of  the  unseen  ministers  of  earth  and  air. 
Seen  only  in  the  tinting  of  the  clouds. 
And  the  soft  shadowing  of  plumes  and  flowers ; 
Or  ye  who,  following  in  his  funeral  train. 
Light  up  your  torches  at  his  sepulchre. 
And  open  on  us  through  the  clefted  hills 
Far  glances  into  glittering  worlds  beyond 
The  twilight  of  the  grave,  where  all  is  light. 
Golden  and  glorious  light,  too  full  and  high 
For  mortal  eye  to  gaze  on,  stretching  out 
Brighter  and  ever  brighter,  till  it  spread. 
Like  one  wide,  radiant  ocean,  without  bounds, 
One  infinite  sea  of  glory : — Thus,  ye  clouds. 
And  in  innumerable  other  shapes 
Of  greatness  or  of  beauty,  ye  attend  us. 
To  give  to  tlie  wide  arch  above  us,  life 
And  all  its  changes.     Thus  it  is  to  us 
A  volume  full  of  wisdom,  but  without  ye 
One  awful  uniformity  had  ever 
With  too  severe  a  majesty  oppress'd  us. 


MORNING  AMONG  THE  HILLS. 


A  iv^ioHT  had  pass'd  away  among  the  hills. 
And  now  the  first  faint  tokens  of  the  dawn 
Show'd  in  the  east     The  bright  and  dewy  star, 
Whose  mission  is  to  usher  in  the  mom, 
Look'd  through  the  cool  air,  like  a  blessed  thing 
In  a  &r  purer  world.     Below  there  lay, 
Wrapp'd  round  a  woody  mountain  tranquilly, 
A  misty  cloud.     Its  edges  caught  the  light. 
That  now  came  up  from  out  the  unseen  depth 
Of  the  full  fount  of  day,  and  they  were  laoed 
With  colours  ever  brightening.     I  had  waked 
From  a  long  sleep  of  many  changing  dreams, 
And  now  in  the  fresh  forest  air  I  stood 
Nerved  to  another  day  of  wandering. 
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I        Bi'fore  mc  roM  a  pinnarlo  of  rock, 

''       l«ift«Nl  aho\e  the  woimI  that  hniiniM  it  in. 

Aiifl  novr  nlnnidy  uflowiiii;.     Then*  tht*  bcamii 
'■       r:im«>  from  the  far  hort/i»ii,  riinl  thi-y  wrapi/ii  it 
'         III  lijht  siiiil  i;Ii)ry.     Hoiiiiil  it<«  VLiiNMiry  rime 

A  rniwn  of  f.ir-t)iviTi<fiiiL;  nivti  ithut  out, 
!■        Anil  tri>p  to  it  thr  m>iii!i).iii<v  of  tin  .titur 
''        Fiir  for  ihi*  worsliip  i>f  thi<  tiii>I\iii:;  tiiiiu*, 

'I'll  It  rriitor'il  in  ihi*  rin'lr  of  thi*  nun. 

Now  roiniiii;  from  tin*  ih-t'-.m'!*  f.it!i.i:ii!«'s4  cavcf, 

Aii'iii  woulii  olaiiii  ill  riitht.iry  pii:ii;» 

I  A'»  iM*  fhr  lolhi-Ht  |M>-ikK.  :iiii)  comt  llifin 
With  s]ili'ii<iiiur  :iH  n  !!;irinriit.     ThitluTw.inl 

I  !»«"iit  my  OA'jvT  slrp-* ;   :iiiil  ihfitimh  tin' i;rii\i", 
-\  »\v  jl.irk.  n-i  «l»H'jN'i*t  iu.»li!.  ;iii-.l  tliickftri  hiini{ 

I I  With  II  rirh  hir\«'<«t  of  iiiiiiuiiiIntM  u'*'mis 
Wiiritr^  :\  rliMPT  il;iwii  lii  iMlch  ihi*  hurs 

I'        S'h'il  from  th«"  "Starry  friiiizr^  «»f  iIm  \i'il 

l!        Hri  i*!<iii'i,  :uh]  iiii»t.  ati'l  ili'iv.  ain]  h;irWwanJ  tliniwn 

In  iiitiniti'  r«'|]i-<-ii  •!!•>.  t>ii  I  wi-iit, 
j         MiHiiiMnj  willi  hii-ty  fimt,  and  thonrr  rmiTijin:;, 
I  I  '*"i'"il  thit  ri»i"kv  ^t^^•p.  aii'l  th«Ti"  await«-(l 

'.        Si'i'iit  ihi*  fii!l  :i|i|NMriii'^  of  thr  ^un. 
'"  Ilrlii.v  tliiTr  I  ly  a  fiir-fxti'inlitl  ><»r», 

]         U  'Ihi/  ill  ff  ilhrry  w.im'm.     Thr  wiml  hiew  oVr  it, 
l'         All'!  III"-'!!  it  roiMi'l  thi'  lii-jh-a-ii'i'Milinc  pm'Uh, 

I  Aii«l  xwi'pt  it  throii'^'h  thi'  h  ilf-hiildi'ii  fonttt  tojH, 
Till.  liki'  an  iMTiiri  wakiii-^  intii  '*torm, 

I?  !irivi'.|  ami  wrIlrrM.     <f!>iri>>iM|y  th*»  Ii.;ht 
^'.'•■»'tiil  it-i  hillowi*.  ainl  t!ii>-r  i*r:iirirk'  i-hintU 

'         l^hom*  on  it  hkr  to  p.iLiri*^  of  upar 

Hnilt  f>n  n  him  of  {mmfI.      Far  o\i>rhiMil, 
'i*hy  hky,  without  a  vnp-.Mir  nr  a  ^t.lln. 

'  Inli'MHi'ly  hliii",  rvi'ii  ih-rji'iiM  infii  |iiir|i|(*, 

Whfii  nrari*r  thi*  h-»ri/i>ii  it  nvciii^l 

■i        A  tiii'Murf  from  thr  iiii-t  !!iat  thrn*  (!i<«oIvp«l 

I I  Into  ih«*  virwliv'*!*  air, — thr  -iky  InMit  roun'i, 
'I'hn  a'vfnl  •Imiir  of  a  mi»<t  !nii;)ily  tfrnplo, 

1 1        Jtiiilt  hv  ■•iniii(Mi|i'nt  haiiil'<  t<'r  n-ithiin;  \r*^ 

Than  iniiiiitt'  worship.  Thm*  I  •itmHl  in  ^ilmrn— 
I  h.i«i  no  wi>ril<«  to  tf>II  thi*  iii'iu'li-il  tliiMiiihtn 
thwornliT  aiii)  fif  jiiy  that  l!»n  ranu'  o*rr  in»», 
K\i-ii  witli  :i  whirli^iiht'^  ni-h.     Su  iifaiiiiful, 
Si>  hrij'it,  !*o  u'liiriiui". !     Sijih  a  iiiaii"*tv 
In  \.-i  ••■irr  x.r;!'?      S.i  !iii:iv  i!.i/z!in3  tint.* 
III  y«i?s  I'-r  "  I'll"  iif  wa\»«. — -  •  |:kr  thr  ivr-in 
With  !*,  i.Mii'iiii'i  r'.I  . .'  ii  • .  t'  I  -r  I  ii.-in-Ifil 
Uv  f-M  iiMi.:  -'irji   .  t!i  if  lit'  :.i.i  ;ii'i'jif  iMir!!' 
lijftiMj  III-  Ir.irl-  -«  |ii:iii-i  i'.'...i:'i  t\-  •I'linU 
T.«  Si?!»i'  in  |»!iri*-'  "iin'-  i-ii«.  •-.miM  :in  o.pray 
ll-'ii  'i!i  ',  a'»-i\i-  hi^  |iri  \ .  I  ..!  I  .11  1 ,11  jiiiii'^, 
Th'ir  t>»|M  )iilf-:n  int!iil  in  a  iihuvv  \ril. 
A  ln.r.ili'  wiih  full  ran^a-*.  !■•  a'lnir  on 
T'>  r  »!i  |iii'-.|  an  !  lii  ■»li»'-v.     Itnt  «'\rfi  i''«'<.*» 
H  111  roiin-f  thivn  ■*»>  ■.ii'thmj  >>f  ihi*  I'»ftv  air 
In  \v!iir!i  lhi«y  nii\i'.l;   nil  like  to  tliin.:«  nf  <>'irth, 
Il:it  hi-i-,'h!i'nM.  nn-t  in:ii!i*  i!?<triou4.  a«  Uvame 
i*u-'\\  {Hi:iip  aiiil  jiplrii'I'tiir. 

Who  r:%n  trll  ihr  hrlchtliri**. 
That  i'vrr\"  moiiiprit  ritijht  n  nrwrr  ;;!■•«, 
Thit  «-ir.  li'.  with  It*  o-mri"  likr  t!i«»  hrart 
'U*  I'N'-niMital  t'ln-.  an-I  -pri-ailtrur  iiut 
In  H-i  •!■«  .»r  liini.l  »;.iM  ,>ri  th*«  hliii*  Ay 
An  i'l-i  t!i»>ii;»h  i!i!ir  w.i\i-<.i  rowriM  with  n  niinYiow 
lJti,;!it   !<.  tin*  arrh  that  ln-nt  il«»*r  thr  ihr-Mir 


^v^n  in  b  \ii»ion  hv  thr  hulv  mui 

III  I'atmim!  who  ran  trll  how  it  aurriui*^ 

Ami  flowM  niorr  wiJrly  oVr  lliat  liftnl 

Till  iii!*t.intl\  thi'  uuiili^tnirtftl  nun 

?^•!^•l  cp  lii^  •'pht'rr  tif  tirr,  flouting  away-*- 

Av\:iy  in  a  purr  rih<'r,  far  from  rarlli, 

A 11-1  a!!  itTloiiiU. — aiiil  |Niurin;;  firth  unliuuti>!n2 

Mi^  arrowy  liri^-Jilsn'*** !   Kn-iii  that  hurxiinj  rti.trr 

At  i>Mrr  iht  ;••  ri:i  a!  •(14  *.!ir  li  %i  1  liiif 

Hf  th  it  i  .1 1  '■■.■■•!  M  .t.  ii  ^tr.  a:ii  nf  khU!— 

I.i  ,ni<1  aihl  |]>>'\ii:j  l:>>M.  t!.at  Mt  ni'il  1 1  tri-m*  !^ 

K^i-n  with  a  furiiii-i-  l.rat.  <<ii  to  ihi'  }«<-i:it 

WliiTi-'iii  I  «lii  -t!.     At  iiiHV  that  M-j  'if  ^A{«uiir 

i'arii  il  a\*.a\.  aii.I  nit  ttin;;  iiiti>  air. 

ii>'-r  r-iniiii  jiif.  aiiti  I  Mi><h1  iiniiUtil  in  Ii.:ht, 

A<*  if  a  ilaiui'  ha>l  kiii-ilnl  up.  anil  wnppM  inr 

In  i(<)  iiiu«>i  u.!:!-  ti!.t;i'.     Awj\  1!  roUM, 

Wa\r  atli  r  wa\«.     Thi'\  rlinih'd  tlu' hi«:ht--t  rnk%» 

Tour'tl  o\i-r  till  1:1  in  )>iir;;i'-.  ati'l  tlim  ru»h'J 

I):*v^ii  cli'n<i  an  1  \ail<-\«.  hkr  a  wintry   tnrrrnl 

l)a->hM  iii-taut  t.i  :!ii>  plain.      It  M  i-Mi'ii  a  ::i-';uti.!. 

An«l  !h«\v  wrrr  ::oiir,  a;*  if  tin-  tuiji  h  i^f  I'lrr 

At  oiirf  tli«»iil\i'i|  thi  tn.     Tlirii  I  I'iiuimI  m^wlf 

MkIm.in  III  air;   iii!l:i-  a:iiT  rii'ji-  U!iiW, 

1>i  Mi-iiili  1)  with  till  ir  ■•p.j|t-i>i-c  iirwi>H:ii 

F^\t!i  III  I'-.i-  i|i;u-<Mf  n  liXi-I.  w!irri'  a  lakr 

I'la^UM  in  thr  >un.  aiiii  froM  it  wnuiul  a  Iiiir, 

.\"<i»  -ilxi-iv  liriiilit.  i'\t  n  to  thr  firllH-l  ^rr^r 

t  M    liif  riirirrhiii;  hni-.      A  waMr  nf  riM-k4 

\\  i«  r>>unl  iiir — iiiil  U-I>iw  !i>iw  U  antiful. 

IIow  rii'h  thr  plain!   a  w.|iiiriir^<  of  ffro«r« 

Ainl  ri|ii-ninL'  h:ir\r*>i<«:  whi!r  thr  «kr  of  Junr^ 

Tli«*  "Mif),  hln*'  ^k\  of  Juiif.  ariii  thr  ri^il  lir. 

'l*hat  iiiakr^  it  tjii-n  a  lii\iir\  to  h\r. 

Only  to  hn  .ithi'  it,  aii>i  thr  hu^v  •■••h-* 

Of  ra-f-aili  •«.  anil  tin-  \i>iir  nf  iiii>unt.-iin  *'f  *  k«, 

Siiijr  witli  "lU'  h  ;:»iil!r  iii'MMiu.'-  t.i  in\  h>  irt. 

That  W'hrrr  I  «t<i>i>i  M'rtn'il  hraM-ii. 


Tin:  m:-n:Ti:!)  win: 

Hi   roiii.-  n>il — I   havr  w.i*i>it:I  thr  moon  r> 
1!  •vvri. 
fiiit  y»t  hr  r.unr«»  n  ■•. — O'mv  it  w  .i*  U'4  u\. 
Ilr  ihiiiV-  n  -t  »i.iw  I'..  -«  Vitti-r  tt.im  ilo  IWm, 
Thr  whi!r  hr  h"I !-  !::■!  ri-il  in  tint  li*wn. 

Vi  t  hr  wi!!  ii>*.  an-l  ihi  Ir.  aii>1  I  afuM  wrrp; 

.\!iil  hr  \\M  w  .'•»•■  iu\   11:11111  friicn  itit  kWis 
T. '  !■'■  :i.l   I'-  :".    '  '.■  i\  i.lpi^  with  ■■  V  trirh 

0  ?   !j  .\\  I  l,,\,    I  .;,  .thi  r*!»  watrh  l-i  krrji, 
0\,rt'i-i    -'1 1-.     ..:  •  M  «.  tlijt  ^riiilr.  whirh  rhrr^ 
M\   III  irt,  tli-i  .z'l  -  .  .»  i!i  *x>rrow.  fiiM  aihl  Atr'f 

1  (.• !  a  hi,-'  111 !  •■'.  r.  whii  l>i«ril  nN''^nuw 
Ilr  i\iT  W'  ir-  a  !.'■•« 'i  U|*<in  hl«  t»rtiw, 

A:i !  ill-!-  hi-  pi-*,-  .i  11:1  1  w  ititim'n  lip, 
A*  U-i-.  lri:ii  li'i'il  rtiiWrr*,  a  |Hii*4iii  nip; 
HuT  Nil  I  •iiiM  it  UiU — o:  thrrfMrrr  houra. 
NVhrii  I  r  mill  h.inj  firr^rr  *m  hi*  rvr. 
Am  1  tii:ii>.  w!ii>  «:  .h-  \»ith  Mirnt  Nwiftnraa  br, 
Ntrrv^'i!.  a-  hr  hnrr;ril  on,  hi*  |iath  with  fltMnv^ 
I  lo^ril  Iirii  tlirn — hr  In^nl  nir  tiMV— Mj  hrait 
Sii!l  i'.i.!«  ii«  to!h1iH-M  kifulli*  if  hr  amilr: 
Tiir  nit-ni-o'y  of  oiir  lo^r*  will  nr'rr  drpait; 
.\n  1  th'  u  "h  hi*  itftrn  utinit  nr  with  a 
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M  and  barb'd,  and  waste  upon  the  yile 
»,  which  his  babe  and  mine  should  share  ; 
i  he  should  spurn  me,  I  will  calmly  bear 
idness, — and  should  sickness  comp  and  lay 
ilyzing  hand  upon  him,  then 
1,  with  kindness,  all  my  wrongs  repay, 
tie  penitent  should  weep,  and  say, 
ijured,  and  how  faithful  I  had  been  I 


THE  CORAL  GROVE. 


p  in  the  wave  is  a  coral  grove, 
the  purple  mullet  and  gold-fish  rove ; 
the  sea-flower  spreads  iu  leaves  of  blue, 
ever  arc  wet  with  falling  dew, 
bright  and  changeful  beauty  shine, 
tvn  in  the  green  and  glassy  brine, 
or  is  of  sand,  like  the  mountain  drift, 
e  pearl-shells  spangle  the  flinty  snow; 
oral  rocks  the  sea-plants  lift 
K>ughs,  where  the  tides  and  billows  flow; 
iter  is  calm  and  still  below, 
t  winds  and  waves  are  absent  there, 
e  sands  are  bright  as  the  stars  that  glow 
motionless  fields  of  upper  air : 
with  its  waving  blade  of  green, 
i-flag  streams  through  the  silent  water, 
e  crimson  leaf  of  the  dulse  is  seen 
»h,  like  a  banner  bathed  in  slaughter: 
with  a  light  and  easy  motion, 
i-conil  sweeps  through  the  clear,  deep  sea ; 
e  yellow  and  scarlet  tufts  of  ocean 
iding  like  corn  on  the  upland  lea: 
e,  in  rare  and  beautiful  forms, 
ing  amid  those  bowers  of  stone, 
safe,  when  the  wrathful  spirit  of  storms 
ide  the  top  of  the  wave  his  own : 
icn  the  ship  from  his  fury  flies, 
the  myriad  voices  of  ocean  roar, 
:he  wind-god  frowns  in  the  murky  skies, 
mons  are  waiting  the  wreck  on  shore ; 
*Ar  below,  in  the  peaceful  sea, 
rple  mullet  and  gold-fish  rove, 
the  waters  murmur  tranquilly, 
h  the  bending  twigs  of  the  coral  grove. 


:lixe  of  the  imagination. 


ave  ye  Hnger'd  on  your  way  so  long, 
it  visions,  who  were  wont  to  hear  my  call, 
th  the  harmony  of  dance  and  song 
round  my  dreaming  couch  a  festival? 
arc  ye  gone,  with  all  your  eyes  of  light, 
where  the  flowery  voice  I  loved  to  hear, 
through  the  silent  watches  of  the  night, 
^hisperM  like  an  angel  in  my  ear  1 
not  with  the  rapid  wing  of  time, 
vith  your  ancient  votary  kindly  stay; 
ille  the  loftier  dreams,  that  rose  sublime 
ars  of  higher  hope,  have  flown  away : 
.  the  colours  of  a  softer  clime, 
your  last  touches  to  the  dying  day. 


GENIUS  SLUMBERING. 


Hx  sleeps,  forgetful  of  his  once  bright  fame ; 

He  has  no  feeling  of  the  glory  gone ; 
He  has  no  eye  to  catch  the  mounting  flame, 

That  once  in  transport  drew  his  spirit  on ; 
He  lies  in  dull,  oblivious  dreams,  nor  cares 
Who  the  wreathed  laurel  bears. 

And  yet,  not  all  forgotten,  sleeps  he  tliere ; 

There  are  who  still  remember  how  he  bore 
Upward  his  daring  pinions,  till  the  air 

Seem'd  living  with  the  crown  of  light  he  wore ; 
There  are  who,  now  his  early  sun  has  set, 
Nor  can,  nor  will  forget 

He  sleeps, — and  yet,  around  the  sightless  eye 
And  the  pressed  lip,  a  darkened  glory  plays ; 

Though  the  high  powers  in  dull  oblivion  lie. 
There  hovers  still  the  light  of  other  days; 

Deep  in  that  soul  a  spirit,  not  of  earth, 

Still  struggles  for  its  birth. 

He  will  not  sleep  forever,  but  will  rise 

Fresh  to  more  daring  labours ;  now,  even  now, 

As  the  close  shrouding  mist  of  morning  flies. 
The  gathered  slumber  leaves  his  lifted  brow; 

From  his  half-open'd  eye,  in  fuller  beams, 

His  wakenM  spirit  streams. 

Yes,  he  will  break  his  sleep;  the  spell  is  gone; 

The  deadly  charm  departed ;  see  him  fling 
Proudly  his  fetters  by,  and  hurry  on. 

Keen  as  the  famish'd  eagle  darts  her  wing ; 
The  goal  is  still  before  him,  and  the  prize 
Still  woos  his  eager  eyes. 

He  rushes  forth  to  conquer:  shall  they  take — 
They,  who,  with  feebler  pace,  still  kept  their  way, 

When  he  forgot  the  contest — shall  they  take. 
Now  he  renews  the  race,  the  victor's  bay ! 

Still  let  them  strive — when  he  collects  his  might, 

He  will  assert  his  right. 

The  spirit  cannot  always  sleep  in  dust. 
Whose  essence  is  ethereal ;  they  may  try 

To  darken  and  degrade  it;  it  may  rust 
Dimly  a  while,  but  cannot  wholly  die ; 

And,  when  it  wakens,  it  will  send  its  fire 

In  tenser  forth  and  higher. 


GENIUS  WAKING. 


Slumber's  heavy  chain  hath  bound  thee — 

Where  is  now  thy  fire  1 
Feebler  wings  are  gathering  round  thee^ 

Shall  they  hover  higher  1 
Can  no  power,  no  spell,  recall  thee 

From  inglorious  dreams  ? 
O,  could  glory  so  appal  thee, 

With  his  burning  beams! 

Thine  was  once  the  highest  pinion 

In  the  midway  air; 
With  a  proud  and  sure  dominion. 

Thou  didst  upward  bear, 
Like  the  herald,  wingM  with  lightning. 

From  the  Olympian  throne, 
Q 
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Erer  rooanting,  erer  brig^teainf  , 
Thou  vreit  there  alone. 

Where  the  pilUrM  prope  of  heaTen 

(flitter  with  eternal  snowH, 
Where  no  darkling  cloudu  are  driren. 

Where  no  fountain  flow*— 
Far  alMve  the  rolling  thunder, 

When  the  surging  Htorm 
Rent  its  sulphury  folds  asunder, 

We  beheld  thy  form. 

O,  what  rare  and  hearenly  brightnMi 

FlowM  around  thy  pluroea. 
As  a  cascade*s  foamy  whiteneaa 

LightM  a  cavern's  glooms ! 
Wheeling  through  the  shadowy  oeean. 

Like  a  shape  of  light, 
With  serene  and  placid  motion. 

Thou  wert  daxzling  bright. 

From  that  cloudless  region  stooping, 

Downward  thou  didnt  ru!«h, 
Not  with  pinion  faint  and  drooping 

But  the  tempest's  gush. 
Up  offain  undaunted  soaring. 

Thou  ditlftt  pierce  the  cloud. 
When  the  warring  winds  were  roaring 

Fearfully  and  loud. 

Where  is  now  that  retftleas  longing 

Alitor  higher  thing*  ? 
Come  they  not,  Uke  visions,  thronging 

On  their  airy  wings ! 
Why  should  not  their  glow  enchant  thee 

T'pward  to  their  bliss! 
Surely  danger  cannot  daunt  the« 

From  a  heaven  like  this  ? 

But  thou  slumbemt;  faint  and  qniverinf 

Hangs  thy  ruffled  wing; 
Like  a  dovr  in  winter  shivering. 

Or  a  feebler  thing. 
Where  is  now  thy  might  and  motion, 

Thy  imfierial  flight  ? 
Where  is  now  thy  heart's  devotion  t 

Where  thy  spirit's  light  ? 

Hark !  his  rustling  plumage  gathers 

CK»M>r  tt>  luM  wide ; 

CIi>M*,  ttft  uhcn  t!i<<  fttorm-bird  weathera 
Oreaii'i*  hurniiig  tide. 

Now  \x\h  nttiMiiif;  N^ak  is  steady- 
Wide  his  Imniing  eye — 

Now  \\U  o^n  wingM  arc  rejuly. 
And  his  aim — how  hi){h ! 

Now  he  curvea  his  neek.  ami  proudly 

Now  is  stretch'd  f(»r  flight — 
Hark !  his  wings— they  thunder  loudly. 

And  their  flash — how  IniiHit ! 
(^nwanl— onward  over  mountains. 

Through  the  rock  aiMl  storm. 
Now.  like  sunset  over  fountains. 

Flits  his  glancing  form. 

(tl.>ri«»us  binl.  thy  dream  has  left  thee— 
Th'>u  ha^t  rearh'd  thr  heaven — 

Liii:'«'riii';  iilumfier  hath  not  reft  thee 
i)(  the  glorj*  given. 


With  a  bold,  a  feerieM  piakm. 

On  thy  starry  roed. 
None,  to  fame's  sapcvme 

Mightier  ercr  trode. 


NEW  ENGLAND. 

Hail  to  the  land  whereon  we  tiril. 

Our  fondest  boast; 
The  sepulchre  of  mighty  dead. 
The  truest  hearU  that  ever  bled. 
Who  sleep  on  Glori's  brightest  bed, 

A  fearjess  host: 
No  slave  is  here ;  our  unchainM  feat 
Walk  freely  as  the  waves  that  beat 

Our  coast. 


Our  &thsn  cross'd  the  ocean's  wsve 

Tosrvk  this  shore; 
They  led  behind  the  coward  slave 
To  welter  in  his  living  gra^e ; 
With  hearts  unbent,  and  spirits  bcmve* 

They  sternly  bore 
Such  toils  as  meaner  souls  had  qoelTd ; 
But  souls  like  these,  such  toils  impetTd 

To 


Hail  to  the  mom.  when  first  they 

On  Bunker's  height. 
And.  frarlens,  slemm'd  the  invading  iood. 
And  wn»te  our  dearest  richts  in  blood. 
And  mow'd  in  ranks  the  hireling  breod. 

In  desperate  6gtit ! 
O,  'twas  a  proud,  exulting  day. 
For  even  our  fallen  fbftunes  laT 

In  light. 

There  is  no  other  land  like  thee. 

No  dearer  shore; 
Thou  art  the  shelter  of  the  Crw; 
The  home,  the  port  of  Lilierty, 
Thou  hast  been,  and  shalt  ever  be^ 

Till  time  is  o'er. 
Ere  I  forgt't  to  think  upon 
My  land,  shall  motlier  curae  the 

bhe  bore. 

Thou  art  the  firm,  unshaken  rock« 

On  which  we  rest; 
And,  rising  from  tliy  hanly  stock* 
Thv  t^m»  the  t\  rant's  frown  shall 
And  slater} 's  galling  chaiiu  ""^^Hi, 

And  free  tlu*  oppn*ss*d: 
All,  who  the  wrrath  of  Freedom  twiM 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  their  viac^ 

.Are  bleas'd. 

We  love  thy  rude  and  rocky  abeie» 

And  here  we  stand 
Let  foreign  naviea  hasten  o*er. 
And  on  our  heeds  their  fiinr  poor. 
And  peal  their  cannon's  loudest  roar, 

.\nd  sCorm  our  land; 
Ther  still  shall  6nd  our  lives  ei 
To  die  Atr  hiKne ; — and  leant  oa  Hi 

Our  hand. 
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MAY. 

I  newer  life  in  every  gale ; 

e  winds,  that  fan  the  flowers, 

Lh  their  welcome  breathings  fill  the  sail, 

II  of  serener  hours, — 
3urs  that  glide  unfelt  away 
&th  the  sky  of  May. 

rit  of  the  gentle  south-wind  calls 
>m  his  blue  throne  of  air, 
lere  his  whispering  voice  in  music  fells, 
luty  is  budding  there ; 
mght  ones  of  the  valley  break 
slumbers,  and  awake. 

ving  verdure  rolls  along  the  plain, 

d  the  wide  forest  weaves, 

ome  back  its  playful  mates  again, 

:anopy  of  leaves; 

from  its  darkening  shadow  floats 

<h  of  trembling  notes. 

nd  brighter  spreads  the  reign  of  May ; 

e  tresses  of  the  woods 

e  light  dallying  of  the  west- wind  play ; 

d  the  full-brimming  floods, 

idly  to  their  goal  they  run, 

he  returning  sun. 


TO  SENECA  LAKE. 


fair  bosom,  silver  lake, 
wild  swan  spreads  his  snowy  sail, 
und  his  breast  the  ripples  break, 
own  he  bears  before  the  gale. 

fair  bosom,  waveless  stream, 
dipping  paddle  echoes  far, 
ishes  in  the  moonlight  gleam, 

bright  reflects  the  polar  star. 

ives  along  thy  pebbly  shore, 

lows  the  north-wind,  heave  their  foam, 

irl  around  the  dashing  oar, 

ite  the  boatman  hies  him  home. 

veet,  at  set  of  sun,  to  view 
golden  mirror  spreading  wide, 
e  the  mist  of  mantling  blue 
t  round  the  distant  mountain's  side. 

night  hour,  as  shines  the  moon, 

cet  of  silver  spreads  below, 

rift  she  cuts,  at  highest  noon, 

t  clouds,  Uke  wreaths  of  purest  snow. 

(air  bosom,  silver  lake, 
'  could  ever  sweep  the  oar, 
early  birds  at  morning  wake, 
evening  tells  us  toil  is  o'er. 


THE  LAST  DAYS  OF  AUTUMN. 

Now  the  growing  year  is  over. 
And  the  shepherd's  tinkling  bell 

Faintly  from  its  winter  cover 
Rings  a  low  farewell : — 

Now  the  birds  of  Autumn  shiver, 

Where  the  withered  beech-leaves  quiver, 

O'er  the  dark  and  lazy  river. 
In  the  rocky  dell. 

Now  the  mist  is  on  the  mountains, 

Reddening  in  the  rising  sun ; 
Now  the  flowers  around  the  fountains 

Perish  one  by  one : — 
Not  a  spire  of  grass  is  growing, 
But  the  leaves  that  late  were  glowing, 
Now  its  blighted  green  are  strowing 
With  a  mantle  dun. 

Now  the  tonent  brook  is  stealing 
Faintly  down  the  furrow'd  glade-— 

Not  as  when  in  winter  pealing. 
Such  a  din  is  made. 

That  the  sound  of  cataracts  falling 

Gave  no  echo  so  appalling, 

As  its  hoarse  and  heavy  brawling 
In  the  pine's  black  shade. 

Darkly  blue  the  mist  is  hovering 

Round  the  clifted  rock's  bare  height — 

All  the  bordering  mountains  covering 
With  a  dim,  uncertain  light : — 

Now,  a  fresher  wind  prevailing. 

Wide  its  heavy  burden  sailing. 

Deepens  as  the  day  is  failing. 
Fast  the  gloom  of  night. 

Slow  the  blood-stain'd  moon  is  riding 

Through  the  still  and  hazy  air. 
Like  a  sheeted  spectre  gliding 

In  a  torch's  glare : — 
Few  the  hours,  her  light  is  given — 
Mingling  clouds  of  tempest  driven 
O'er  the  mourning  face  of  heaven, 
All  is  blackness  there. 


THE  FLIGHT  OF  TIME. 


FinrrtT  flow,  thou  falling  river. 

Like  a  dream  that  dies  away ; 
Down  to  ocean  gliding  ever. 

Keep  thy  calm  unruffled  way : 
Time  with  such  a  silent  motion. 

Floats  along,  on  wings  of  air. 
To  eternity's  dark  ocean. 

Burying  all  its  treasures  there. 

Roses  bloom,  and  then  they  wither ; 

Cheeks  are  bright,  then  fade  and  die  * 
Shapes  of  light  are  wafled  hither— • 

Then,  like  visions  hurry  by  : 
Quick  as  clouds  at  evening  driven 

O'er  the  manyTColour'd  west, 
Years  are  bearing  us  to  heaven. 

Home  of  happiness  and  rest. 
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IT  IS  GREAT  FOR  OUR  COUNTRY 

TO  DIE. 


O !  IT  is  great  for  our  country  to  die,  where  ranks 
arc  rontenilin^ : 
Bright  w  tho  wreath  of  our  fame ;  Glory  await* 
u«  fi>r  aye>— 
Glory,  that  never  ia  dim,  shining  on  with  light 
never  en(lini(— 
(ilory  that  never  nhali  faile,  never,  O !  Dever 
away. 

O !  it  irt  Hweet  for  our  country  to  die — how  aoflly 
rejK>i»ei» 
Warriiif  youth  on  hiii  liier,  wet  by  the  teara  of 
hilt  li}v«*. 
Wet  by  a  mother**  warm  tears ;  they  crown  him 
with  garlandii  of  roues, 
Wct'p,  and  then  joyounly  turn,  bright  where  he 
triumphH  al>ove. 

Not  to  the  nhadt^ti  iihall  the  youth  dencend,  who 
for  Cimntry  hath  periithM : 
Hkrr  awiiiti  him   in   heaven,  welcome*  him 
there  with  her  amile ; 
There,  at  the  luinquet  divine,  the  patriot  fpirit  ii 
cheriiih'd ; 
Godi  love  tl)c  young,  who  ascend  pare  from 
the  funeral  pile. 

Not  to  Elynian  fietdii,  by  the  still,  oblivious  river; 
Not  to  the  isles  of  the  bless*d,  over  the  blue, 
rolling  sea ; 
But  on  Olympian  height*,  shall  dwell  the  devoted 
for«»ver ; 
There  nhall  aji«emble  the  good,  there  the  wise, 
valiant,  and  free. 

O  !  tlien,  how  invat  for  our  country  to  die,  in  the 
front  rank  to  perinh. 
Firm  wiili  our  breast  to  the  foe,  Victory's  shout 
in  our  ear : 
Loni;  tlii-y  our  Htatues  shall  crown,  in  songs  our 
nMMUory  cherish ; 
We  hIuU  look  forth  from  our  heaven,  pleased 
the  fiweet  muMC  to  hear. 


EXTRACT  FROM  PROMETHEUS. 

Ota  thouKht'i  are  iMundle^s,  though  our  frames 
are  frail. 

Our  M>uU  immortal,  thmiirh  our  limbs  decay; 
Tlitmi^fi  darken'd  in  thi<  |HM>r  life  by  n  veil 

Of  MufTiTiiiK.  tlying  matter,  we  shall  play 

la  trutli'M  ettTtial  sunlieams ;  on  the  way 
Ti»  br.iviMrs  hiith  capitol  our  ran  shall  ri>ll ; 

The  temple  of  the  Power  whom  all  obey. 
That  is  the  mark  we  tend  to,  for  tlie  soul 
Can  take  nu  lower  flight,  and  seek  no  meaner  goal. 


I 


I  fi-el  it— Uiough  the  flesh  is  weak.  I  fed 

The  spirit  has  its  energies  untamed 
By  all  it*  fatal  wanderings;  time  may  heal 

The  woutidn  which  it  has  sufler'd ;  foUy  claim*d 

Too  large  a  (Mrtinn  of  its  youth;  aAame^J 
Of  thone  low  pU'a^ art's  it  wtiukl  leap  and  fly. 

And  soar  on  win^«  of  lightning,  like  the  lamed     > 
Elijah,  whrn  tlie  rhariot,  rusliing  by. 
Bore  him  with  ^U'«■•U  of  fire  triumphant  to  the  Ay. 

We  are  as  liarks  afloat  upon  the  sea, 

HelnileM  and  oarlcM,  wlieo  the  light  has  6td, 

The  s)Hrit,  whouc  strong  influence  can  five 
The  drowi«y  soul,  that  slumhefa  in  the 
Cold  night  of  mortal  darkness;  from  the  bed 

Of  sloth  lie  rouM"*  at  her  sarred  call. 

And,  kiiidlint;  in  the  lilaae  around  him  shad* 

Rends  with  stroiit^  efl*ort  sin's  debasing  thrall. 

And  gives  to  (iuu  his  strength,  hi*  heart,  his  OHad. 
his  all. 

Our  home  is  not  on  earth ;  although  we  sleep, 

An«l  sink  in  seeming  death  a  while,  yet,  then. 
The  awakening  voire  speaks  liNidly,  and  mt  leap 

To  life,  and  eneriry,  and  light,  acain ; 

We  cannot  slumtier  alwavs  in  the  dra 
Of  sensp  and  seUii»hnes«;  the  day  will  bieak. 

Ere  we  forevrr  k**ve  the  haunts  of  men ; 
Even  at  the  (lartiiig  hour  the  soul  will  wake. 
Nor,  like  a  senm-less  brute,  its  nnknawB  joofBcy 
take. 

How  awful  is  that  hour,  when  consdenr*  sliiigB 

The  hoar)-  vwn-trh.  iftho,  on  his  death-bed  hearm, 
Deep  in  his  soul,  the  thumlering  voice  that  hiiga« 

In  one  dark,  damning  moment,  crimes  of 
And,  screnmin;;  like  a  vulture  in  his  eat 
TelU,  one  by  one.  hi<  thought*  and  deeds  of  i 

How  wild  the  fury  of  his  soul  earrers! 
His  swart  eye  flas)u*s  with  intensest  flam*, 
.\nd  Uke  tlie  torture's  rack  the  wiftling  «f  hii 
frame. 


HOME. 


Mr  place  is  in  the  quiet  vale, 

Tlie  cIkhhmi  haunt  of  nirnple  thoofht ; 
I  seek  not  Fttrlunr's  flattering  gale. 

I  lietter  love  the  peaceful  kM. 

I  leave  the  world  of  noise  and  diow. 

To  wander  bv  mv  native  brook ; 
I  a«k.  in  life's  unrufllled  flow. 

No  treasure  but  mv  friend  and 

Tlie'i4*  lM<ttt>r  suit  the  tranquil 

Wlirrr  the  cWr  water  mumofa  bfX 

Anil  if  I  wi«h  a  ifthile  to  mam, 
I  hav«*  an  orran  in  the  sky. 

Fancy  can  charm  and  leeling  blem 

With  sweater  iMtura  than 
There  is  no  calmer  quietness 

Than  home  anniud  the 


I 


JOSEPH  RODMAN  DRAKE. 


[Bora,  1795.    Died,  182a] 


hor  of  the  «  Culprit  Fay"  was  bom  in  the 
w  York,  on  the  seventh  day  of  August, 
s  father  died  while  he  was  very  young, 
ve  left  his  family  in  possession  of  but 
;rty.  Young  Drake,  therefore,  expe- 
ne  difficulties  in  acquiring  his  education. 

>  Columbia  College,  however,  at  an  early 
I  passed  through  that  seminary  with  a 
for  scholarship,  taste,  and  admirable  so- 

08.  He  soon  after  made  choice  of  the 
>fession,  and  became  a  student,  first,  with 
MAINE,  and  subsequently  with  Doctor 
oth  of  whom  were  at  that  time  popular 
in  New  York. 

er  completing  his  professional  studies  he 
d  to  Miss  Sarah  Eckford,  a  daughter 
-known  marine  architect,  Henrt  Eck- 
igh  whom  he  inherited  a  moderate  for- 
i  health,  about  the  same  time,  began  to 
d  in  the  winter  of  1819  he  visited  New 
which  city  his  mother,  who  had  married 
isband,  had  previously  removed  with  his 
i.  He  had  anticipated  some  benefit  from 
age,  and  the  mild  climate  of  Louisiana, 
(appointed,  and  in  the  spring  of  1820  he 

>  New  York.  His  disease — consump- 
now  too  deeply  seated  for  hope  of  resto- 
j  cherished,  and  he  gradually  withdrew 
m  society,  and  sought  quiet  among  his 

in  the  companionship  of  his  wife  and 
ate  friends.  Ho  lingered  through  the 
id  died  near  the  close  of  September,  in 
•sixth  year  of  his  age. 
n  to  write  verses  when  very  young,  and 
ibutor  to  several  gazettes  before  he  was 
rs  old.  He  permitted  none  but  his  most 
ends  to  know  his  signatures,  and  some- 
the  secrets  of  his  authorship  entirely  to 
The  first  four  of  the  once  celebrated 
amorous  and  satirical  odes,  known  as 
Iter  Pieces,"  were  written  by  him,  for 
''ork  "Evening  Post,"  in  which  they 
etween  the  tenth  and  the  twentieth  of 

9.  After  the  publication  of  the  fourth 
RAKK  made  Halleck,  then  recently 
^ew  York,  a  partner,  and  the  remainder 
s  were  signed  "  Croaker  and  Co."  The 
ritten  by  Drake  was  "The  American 
ted  on  the  twenty-ninth  of  May,  and 

the  series,  "  Curtain  Conversations," 
uted  by  Halleck,  on  the  twenty-fourth 
'hcse  pieces  related  to  persons,  events, 
with  which  most  of  the  readers  in  New 
familiar,  and  as  they  were  distinguished 
lyful  humour,  and  an  easy  and  spirited 
f  became  very  popular,  and  many  efforts 
to  find  out  the  authors.  Both  Drake 
CK  were  unknown  as  poets,  and,  as  they 
24 


kept  the  secret  from  their  friends,  a  considenble 
period  elapsed  before  they  were  discovered. 

The  "Croakers"  are  now,  however,  well  nigh 
forgotten,  save  a  few  of  the  least  satirical  numbers, 
which  Halleck  has  preserved  in  the  collections 
of  his  own  and  of  his  friend*s  writings ;  and  the 
reputation  of  either  author  rests  on  more  elaborate 
and  ingenious  productions.  The  longest  poem  by 
Drake  is  "The  Culprit  Fay,"  a  story  exhibiting 
the  most  delicate  fancy,  and  much  artistic  skill, 
which  was  not  printed  until  several  years  after 
his  death.  It  was  composed  hastily  among  the 
highlands  of  the  Hudson,  in  the  summer  of  1819. 
The  author  was  walking  with  some  friends,  on  a 
warm,  moonlit  evening,  when  one  of  Uie  party 
remarked,  that  "it  would  be  difficult  to  write  a 
fairy  poem,  purely  imaginative,  without  the  aid  of 
human  characters."  When  the  friends  were  reas- 
sembled, two  or  three  days  afterwards,  "  The  Cul- 
prit Fay"  was  read  to  them,  nearly  as  it  is  printed 
in  this  volume. 

Drake  placed  a  very  modest  estimate  on  his 
own  productions,  and  it  is  believed  that  but  a  small 
portion  of  them  have  been  preserved.  When  on 
his  death-bed,  a  friend  inquired  of  him  what  dis- 
position he  would  have  made  with  his  poems? 
"  0,  bum  them,"  he  replied,  "  they  are  quite  value- 
less." Written  copies  of  a  number  of  them  were, 
however,  in  circulation,  and  some  had  been  in- 
correctly printed  in  the  periodicals ;  and,  for  this 
reason.  Commodore  Dekat,  the  husband  of  the 
daughter  and  only  child  of  the  deceased  poet,  in 
1836  published  the  single  collection  of  them  which 
has  appeared.  It  includes,  beside  "The  Culprit 
Fay,"  eighteen  shorter  pieces,  some  of  which  are 
very  beautiful. 

Drake  was  unassuming  and  benevolent  in  Ids 
manners  and  his  feelings,  and  he  had  an  unfailing 
fountain  of  fine  humour,  which  made  him  one  of 
the  most  pleasant  of  companions.  H allec  k  closes 
a  tributary  poem  published  soon  after  his  death, 
in  the  "  New  York  Review,"  with  the  following 
stanzas — 

When  hearts,  whose  truth  was  proven, 

Like  thinn,  are  laid  in  earth. 
There  should  a  wreath  be  woven 

To  tell  the  world  their  worth. 

And  I,  who  woke  pach  morrow 

To  clasp  thy  hand  in  mine, 
Who  shared  thy  Joy  and  sorrow, 

Whose  weal  and  wo  were  thine,— 

It  should  be  mine  to  braid  it 

Around  thy  faded  brow ; 
But  I've  in  vain  essay'd  it. 

And  feel  I  cannot  now. 

While  memory  bids  me  weep  tbee, 

Nor  thoughts  nor  words  are  Ave, 
The  grief  is  flx*d  too  deeply 

That  mourns  a  man  like  tbee. 
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THE  CULPRIT  FAY. 


**  My  Ti«iwl  orb*  are  purfrd  from  film,  and,  lot 
ln»ii*.i«l  «if  Aniirr'i  tiirnip-bvarinf  valea 

1  M>i>  fild  fury  Innd'i  niirariilfiu*  vhnw  ! 
Ili>r  lre«i  of  iiiwcl  kivi'd  by  frv.ikwh  fair*. 

Her  OiiptM  llMl,  cloak'd  in  lt>ar-(iild,  «kiiii  lhi>  bre«i«i 

And  fiuicB,  •wAxmiog ** 

TKii!«A!iT*a  Aurru  Paib. 


I. 

*Tm  the  miiMIi*  wat**h  of  a  DummcrV  nisht — 

Thr  purth  ia  dark,  hut  thr  hravonK  art*  hright; 

Naught  til  MH*n  in  tho  vault  on  hi;;h 

But  thi*  iiKMMi,  ami  tht*  fitarn.  anil  thi*  rloudle«  tkj, 

And  thr  fliMxl  which  n>llii  iti  milky  hup, 

A  rivor  of  liirht  on  the  wrlkiii  hhio. 

Thp  moon  lookM  down  on  old  Cronrtt, 

Hho  m«'llowti  tho  Nhaili-M  on  hi<4  >ih»:;.;y  hrraiit, 

Ami  iH*i'nH  hiH  hui^c  ;;r:iy  (<irm  to  throw 

In  a  KiJMT  roni*  on  tht*  wa^o  Ih  Ii>w; 

Hiii  nu\o*  art'  hrokon  hy  s|Mit'4  of  H!);idr, 

By  the  wahiut  lMui;h  nnd  thr  roljr  niiulo, 

And  through  thfir  rluHtiTJUiX  liriiirho^  dark 

(ilimmiTrt  iind  dii*!*  thi'  rin*-n\  *«  h]>;irk— 

Liko  iitarrv  twiiiklr*  that  iiiiMnrntl\  hn'uk 

Through  the  rift«  of  the  gutiicrin,;  lem^KMit'f  rack. 

II. 

The  Btarn  an»  on  tho  in«>\iii^  Mrr.im, 
And  flim;.  an  itii  ripph'ii  ^fntiy  flow, 

A  hurnixh'it  lent^h  of  wavy  Inmiu 
In  an  ivl-Iike,  Mpiral  liiu'  U-lnw; 

The  windii  art*  whi^t.  and  the  owl  in  utill, 
The  li:it  in  the  nhelw  nvk  is  hid. 

w 

And  naucrht  iii  heanl  on  the  lonelv  hill 

But  the  rrii'ket*ii  chirp,  and  the  anawer  ahrill 

Of  the  t;.iuz«^wiiii;tsl  k:ity-diil; 
And  tlie  pliiint  of  the  wailin:;  whi|>-(M>or-wiIl, 

Who  niiian*  unniMMi.  aiul  reaiteleiM  mm  (fa. 
Ever  a  wAr  of  wail  and  wo. 

Till  I  Hi  mi  in  IT  Hpre:ul!«  her  pwy  win:;*. 
And  earth  und  aky  in  her  ^laiiee^  ^low. 

III. 

nria  the  hour  of  fairy  lun  and  h(h*I1: 
The  wi)i»d-tiek  haJi  kept  the  miiiiiti'M  well; 
He  liA-*  rmiiited  theni  all  with  elit*k  mid  Ktroko 
Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  mountain-* •»k, 
Aiiil  lie  !i  1-.  a\>.tkeri*il  J!ir  -M-iitry  i!ve 

Wlio  !»Uvjm  wiih  hirii  in  thf  h  )iiii!ed  tree, 
To  Mil  him  riiis  thi'  hour  nf  twilvj*. 

And  e.dl  the  fiv*  tn  li.eir  rrnlrv; 
Twelxe  srndl  ntrokei  mi  lii«  Ii:t'<k!i:i4  ln'II— 
(*Tw.H  ni.ide  of  till-  wliiii'  ■«n  lil*-  |iiMr!y  i»hell: — ) 
**Midnii;lit  oiMuei*.  anti  all  'n*  wrli! 
HithtT.  hither,  winx  your  way ! 
*Tiit  the  dawn  of  the  fair\-d^v.** 

IT. 

They  rome  from  Iwda  of  lichen  <reen. 
They  cnvp  from  the  mulle  11*11  velvet  acrren ; 

S  i;;ic  fill  the  bocka  i»r  Uvtleti  lly 
Frii'u  till*  <iUer  tiifM  of  nii^ui-t*  Mir  tied  troca, 

\\  hiTi*  tliey  Dwun^  in  their  eoSweli  haiuniiKki 
Ami  riH-k'd  alH>ut  in  the  evening  Itn-rze;      [hi;;h, 


Some  from  the  ham-bird*!  downj 
They  had  driTen  him  out  by  elfin  fKiwrr, 

And,  pillfywM  on  plumra  of  hie  ninbcM 
Had  aluniberM  there  till  the  rhamnl  boor; 

Some  had  lain  in  the  scoop  of  the  rock. 
With  KUttA'rin^  iiiine-«tara  inlaid ; 

And  nonie  had  ojienM  the  fouiH>*clock« 
And  Htole  within  itM  purple  ahade. 

And  now  they  throng  the  moonlight  gbdc* 
Above— U'low— on  every  aide. 

Their  little  minim  forma  arraT*d 
In  the  tnckny  |iump  of  fiury  pridr! 

T. 

They  come  not  now  to  print  the  lea. 

In  freak  and  dance  around  the  tree. 

Or  at  the  mu«hronm  hoanl  to  aup. 

And  drink  the  dew  from  the  tiutierrap;^ 

A  acene  of  aorrow  waita  thi*m  now. 

For  an  Ouphe  haa  broken  hi4  Teatal  vow; 

He  ha4  lovnl  an  earthlv  maid. 

And  left  for  her  hi*  wcMxlland  fth^le; 

He  haa  Iain  upim  her  lip  of  dew. 

And  aiinn'd  him  in  her  eye  of  tdae. 

PannM  her  chet-k  with  hi*  winz  of  air, 

PlayM  in  the  rineletji  of  her  hair. 

And,  iieatlin;;  im  her  anowy  breaat, 

Ponrot  the  lily-kinir**  Iw'heat. 

Por  thia  the  whadowy  trilie*  of  air 

To  the  elfm  cniirt  niii«t  haate  awaT :-» 
And  now  th''y  atanil  et|vctant  there. 

To  bear  the  dixim  of  the  culprit  Fay. 

Tl. 

The  throne  was  rrar*d  upon  the  graaa. 
Of  spicc-wooil  and  of  ax«aafraa: 
On  pillara  of  mottltsl  tortniae-ahcU 

Hunt;  the  Inirninhcd  canopy — 
And  o'fT  it  eortrenua  curtaina  fell 

Of  the  tulip*a  crim<(on  drapery. 
The  monarch  aat  on  hia  jiii!i;mrnt-«rat. 

On  Ilia  brow  the  crown  ii»|ienal  ahone. 
The  priMinrr  Fay  waa  at  hi*  ftft. 

And  hi*  |ieeni  were  ranirnl  around  the 
He  wavetl  hia  aceptre  in  the  air. 

He  luokM  around  and  calmly  •pi>ke ; 
Hia  brow  waa  grave  and  hia  eye  aevrre. 

But  his  Toicc  in  a  au{Wn*d  accent  brukc : 

Til. 

MFairr!  Fairr!  Ii«t  and  mark  : 

w  m 

Tboii  ha<t  broke  thine  elfin  chain ; 
Thy  fl.ime^wooil  lamp  i«  quench'd  anil  dark, 

.\nd  thv  winiT"  are  dveil  with  a  deadiT 
Thou  haat  aullietl  thine  elfin  purity 

In  the  glancr  i>f  a  mortal  maiilen*s  era. 
'Hiou  haat  acorn'd  oar  dreail  decree, 

.\nd  thou  ahouldsl  pay  the  forieit  high* 
But  well  I  kmtw  her  aiiiU*w  niiiid 

la  purr  aa  the  anjel  forma  abnTe, 
Gentle  and  meek,  ainl  rhaale  ami  kind, 

Hueh  aa  a  apirit  well  mi^t  lure ; 
Fairy !  h.ti1  •he  aitot  or  taint. 
I  Bitter  had  been  thy  puniahment 
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\e  homet*8  shardy  wings; 
the  pricks  of  nettles'  stings; 
long  ages  doom'd  to  dwell 
lazy  worm  in  the  walnut«hell ; 
night  to  writhe  and  bleed 
he  tread  of  the  centipede; 
in  a  cobweb  dungeon  dim, 
r  a  spider  huge  and  grim, 
carrion  bodies  to  lie, 
»rm,  and  the  bug,  and  the  murder*d  fly : 
lad  been  your  lot  to  bear, 
in  been  found  on  the  earthly  &ir. 
and  mark  our  mild  decree — 
I  your  doom  must  be : 

VIII. 

alt  seek  the  beacfi  of  sand 
9  water  bounds  the  elfin  land ; 
t  watch  the  oozy  brine 
urgcon  leaps  in  the  bright  moonshine, 
the  glistening  arch  below, 
.  a  drop  from  his  silver  bow. 
-sprites  will  wield  their  arms 
sh  around,  with  roar  and  rave, 
are  the  woodland  spirits'  charms, 
re  the  imps  that  rule  the  wave, 
iiec  in  thy  single  might : 
rt  be  pure  and  thy  spirit  right, 
t  win  the  warlock  fight 

IX. 

ray-l»cad  gem  be  won, 
in  of  thy  wing  is  wash'd  away : 
er  errand  must  be  done 
crime  be  lost  for  aye ; 
-wood  lamp  is  quenchM  and  dark, 
t  reillume  its  spark. 
'  steed  and  spur  him  high 
iven's  blue  canopy ; 
,  thou  seest  a  shooting  star, 
fiwt,  and  follow  it  far — 
lint  spark  of  its  burning  train 
:  the  elfin  lamp  again, 
i  heard  our  sentence,  Fay ; 
►  the  water-side,  away !" 

X. 

1  mark'd  his  monarch  well ; 

te  not,  but  he  bow'd  him  low, 

■k*d  a  crimson  colcn-bcll, 

-n'd  him  round  in  act  to  go. 

s  long,  he  cannot  fly, 

ed  wing  has  lost  its  fjower, 

inds  adown  the  mountain  high, 

ny  a  sore  and  weary  hour. 

Ireary  beds  of  tangled  fern, 

pt>ves  of  nightshade  dark  and  dem, 

prass  and  through  the  brake, 

Is  the  ant  and  sleeps  the  snake ; 

er  the  violet's  azure  flush 

dong  in  lightsome  mood ; 

w  he  thrids  the  bramblc-buHh, 

ints  are  dyed  in  fairy  blood. 

ip'd  tlie  bog,  he  has  pierced  the  brier, 

rum  the  brook,  and  waded  the  mire. 


Till  his  spirits  sank,  and  his  limbs  grew  weak. 
And  the  red  wax'd  fainter  in  his  cheek. 
He  had  fiUlen  to  the  ground  outright. 

For  rugged  and  dim  was  his  onward  tm^ 
But  there  came  a  spotted  toad  in  sight. 

And  he  laugh'd  as  he  jump'd  upon  her  back ; 
He  bridled  her  mouth  with  a  sUkweed  twist, 

He  lash*d  her  sides  with  an  osier  thong ; 
And  now,  through  evening's  dewy  mist. 

With  leap  and  spring  they  bound  along, 
Till  the  mountain's  magic  verge  is  past. 
And  the  beach  of  sand  is  reach'd  at  lasL 

XI. 

Soft  and  pale  is  the  moony  beam, 
Moveless  still  the  glassy  stream ; 
The  wave  is  clear,  the  beach  is  bright 

With  snowy  shells  and  sparkling  stones ; 
The  shore-surge  comes  in  ripples  light. 

In  murmurings  faint  and  distant  moans ; 
And  ever  afiir  in  the  silence  deep 
Is  heard  the  splash  of  the  sturgeon's  leap. 
And  the  bend  of  his  graceful  bow  is  seen — 
A  glittering  arch  of  silver  sheen, 
Spanning  the  wave  of  bumish'd  blue. 
And  dripping  with  gems  of  the  river-dew. 

XIT. 

The  elfin  cast  a  glance  around. 

As  he  lighted  down  from  his  courser  toad. 
Then  round  his  breast  his  wings  he  wound, 

And  close  to  the  river's  brink  he  strode ; 
He  spntng  on  a  rock,  he  breathed  a  prayer. 

Above  his  head  his  arms  he  threw. 
Then  toss'd  a  tiny  curve  in  air, 

And  headlong  plunged  in  the  waters  blue. 

XIII. 

Up  sprung  the  spirits  of  the  waves, 

From  the  sea-silk  beds  in  their  coral  caves. 

With  snail-plate  armour  snatcb'd  in  haste. 

They  speed  their  way  through  the  liquid  waste ; 

Some  are  rapidly  borne  along 

On  the  mailed  shrimp  or  the  prickly  prong. 

Some  on  the  blood-red  leeches  glide. 

Some  on  the  stony  star-fish  ride, 

Some  on  the  back  of  the  lancing  squab, 

Some  on  the  sideling  soldier-crab ; 

And  some  on  the  jellied  quarl,  that  flings 

At  once  a  thousand  streamy  stings ; 

They  cut  the  wave  with  the  living  oar, 

And  hurry  on  to  the  moonlight  shore. 

To  guard  their  realms  and  chase  away 

The  footsteps  of  the  invading  Fay. 

XIT, 

Fearlessly  he  skims  along, 
His  hope  is  high,  and  his  limbs  are  strong, 
He  spreads  his  arms  like  the  swallow's  wm^ 
And  throws  his  feet  with  a  frog-like  fling; 
His  locks  of  gold  on  the  waters  shine, 

At  his  breast  the  tiny  foam-bees  rise. 
His  back  gleams  bright  above  the  brine. 

And  the  wake-line  foam  behind  him  lies. 
But  the  water-sprites  are  gathering  near 

To  check  his  course  along  tbe  tide ; 
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jrlon  ccmr  in  nrift  raraer 
:3<i  ^ra  him  round  on  evrnr  Mile ; 
'.»«  '.mc^  the  Itfvch  ha«  fixM  hu  hold, 
^'.Mri*«  \^ns  irnx*  arr  round  him  roU*d, 
:r.^-"k"T  p^.ri;  hv  jurrcfd  hi*  fJcin, 
•b^r  '•^u^i*  Ha*  thrown  hit  javelin, 
—•::>  »:Ar  S**  n:?«b*d  him  raw, 
:htr  o>nS  hu  !(!ruok  with  hi«  giant  claw; 
■  •«■*  %i::S  r»iv,  si\%\  ho  thripkit  with  puin, 
i  -.•Li-x*  AT'urJ..  Sut  hi«  Mi>w<  are  vain ; 
■'««»  >  '.h*:  u:i«>;ujd  t:::ht« 
-.'.^.^1*.  i«  Wi\  but  dighL 

TT. 

}•    ' '  *»  ••»  m-.".!?.  Av.A  fli'J  amain 

\^     *  '     -y  1.   '•  ■I'.h  !.» ih*"  Ivioh  uii^n, 
^^      %  -»:'.^    .'**■•  r*^»-ii  »j»!o  to  Mdr, 
\         I      '*  ■*  .-^t-^-V  t.>  ihr  ('IrA^ine  tide; 
«  -.\.^  .'I  ^..«  *.\uiuii:^  ATin*  an*  f1<t% 


•••. 


Vv     *• 


'^■, 


'.-.wihl  ho  tUn;:'*  hi*  frt't. 


\ 
W 


.  ^c  w  t-.-^j^j- :•.:»•-•  *:>•  r\»untl  him  »till, 
'■.w.  >  »  -.M'.h  A:\.i  ws«rL  httn  ill. 
«    mV  .'■•i.'  w  »\*-  Vt.'rv  htm  riw ; 
.    ■ .  ■<  '.'•.•  »\M  ilrx'  m  hi*  i">i^ 
'. «  «  ..  1  \\\  *u«  o.-ftr*  with  tht*  HC.illop  Rtroke, 
.^    s*   svM'  ^«-4l%t'  dtid  (he  druui-liiih  croak. 
.%«■.•*■  ^  w. ;ht  WA1  ho 

V4  '\  ."  tSi-  Uvl  t«l'  thi*  diiiswmtd  tpce. 
«.  I.  ■       «  -.'  w.'sr.uU\).  and  ntilT  and  norv, 
^:       I   ■  *■    M  ,'.'«\:i  iMi  ih«*  viiid\  ithitn' ; 
^:  »..  .    .  •,-  I  --w  v»l  Oio  ('h.iriiit\l  iiiir, 

V     '  '«.  \t  •  •'.{  iSi*  wjitrr  i;iiMiir«  Kpite, 
>•  .        %.!«  fc\-.  1,1  ri  ili«*  *wivt  nitHiii<*hintf 
,  WW    *.V"»  t'v*»*  iho  l>iiin*, 
«.     ,      «  « -      t.-<'  -t4  wiiS  a\\  iiwir  might 
K        .     .  -.o,.*  ;•.!(»  .•!  i*M'  Kairv  wi);ht. 


\^  1. 

^  .•>.'«.  .x*  •%:  \'.(i  .«Mtl  thi*  hftdkanr  hud; 
v»\.      .  »    »  w  •    ■«.'  I'w  Jv»'m  he  drew, 

\  ■     %i    'i  .■•'•«««'•  ''Ml  li,-  «liiii-ird  the  MtxitL 

\  -s         ,      '■    »«  il   M«i«,l  Wl«  •••!)   tittd   litW, 

*■  I  .'i.   'i.  ti  ,•!   U\%  huiiiiii^  )*r«»w. 

\  \     ■•    .   Ill  i«   li1«*  III  hti  «iiii't««  «hiH»t, 

\  *.     '  *  A  t'w  iiii««'  t«i  ihi'  I  il.tinu*  rtHtt ; 

\  .  ■««  *i.  i>«  1 1*  ttu'  i  (t  il  ahiwe, 

\.  ,  ,!k  4«il  «t.;\M«iiia  A«  Inloie. 

\t  It. 

\\    .       -     t   ii.i.i'i.;  •!  in.U  ilie  vpnle  : 

(  I        .1  .'.'.\     «%  lilt     \*l    infill  , 

'  ■  .  k    .  'i  •  >l   S'*  ««  i«  i«  iir, 

»i  .    '  .  *i  .  s  ii.fi  I  ii.'Ki 

•    ,      ...  •(.  St  I  tv4iii\  i*i«r, 

\  'i        *•  I  ■  'I  »«N««l«  •>!  Iii:tit  , 

\  .  -   «  .    .    I  «    i\.    .|^  ■'«  ol  lint  1  iiid  i 

\;  .   ««  ■  k   \«     N    I  titl-imi  ti.llld. 

\^  III. 

II,      ».i   k  •tlikikkl  Untkk   AU'Ulid, 

|l.  1  N.   K 'I  II.  i«  t-'\   tut  !k«mmii  •well, 

\>    ,     I         ...    1^  .t.i  |S«   aNt.K'w'd  iStinin>lt 
II,   •«!«  A  I'll- I'll'  iiiiiM  U'  •h%'U  t 


Thither  he  ran,  and  he  brat  htm  low, 
He  heaved  at  the  vtem  and  he  heaved  at  III*  bow. 
And  he  pu«heil  her  over  the  Tieidinf  ■um1« 
Till  he  came  ti>  the  verge  of  the  haunted  land. 
She  woja  aii  lovely  a  (ileaKurr-bnat 

An  ever  fuiry  hnd  paddled  in. 
For  she  i;li)w*d  w  ith  puq»le  (laint  withmit« 

And  Mhone  with  Misery  [irurl  within; 
A  iicuHiT'rt  nutrh  in  tin*  utem  he  matie. 
An  oar  he  tihaiic*!  of  the  Niotle  Maiie; 
Then  wpruni:  t4>  hiii  neat  with  a  liThUume  Ir^ 
And  launchi'd  afar  on  the  calm,  blue  deep. 

III. 

The  im[»  of  the  river  yell  and  rave; 
7*liry  haii  no  {•owit  ulmte  tin*  WB«e. 
Hut  they  heavixl  tiie  billow  twfon>  the  prow. 

And  they  ilu^iM  the  Mir;:i'  :i?;iinat  lirr  ciile. 
And  they  stnirk  hi-r  kivl  with  jffk  and  hbiw. 

Till  the  flrunwale  U-nt  to  the  rorkin?  ti(!e. 
She  wimpbtl  aliout  ti>  the  {tale  nuKuiheam. 
Like  a  frjther  that  fli>:it4  nri  a  wiiitl-t<HuM  ■tn-ixn: 
And  momently  athwart  h^r  track 
The  qiiarl  uprearM  hirt  ii^land  bsrk. 
And  th«*  flutteriiis:  xralbtp  Nhind  w<>iiM  float. 
Anil  p.itt«*r  thr  water  tth>iit  the  Uut ; 
But  he  luilM  her  out  with  hi*  rulii. •!«-!}. 

And  he  kept  her  triinmM  with  a  wary  tread. 
While  «Mi  e\ery  «ide  like  lijrhtiiiTi-'  fell 

The  hi-avv  i»tri>ke«i  of  hi<«  iMvitli-liLAile. 

XT. 

Onwanl  «ti!t  he  held  hi*  way. 

Till  he  camn  where  t!ie  cofiirfin  of  m-'^nnahine  bVi 

And  «»aw  luMHMth  tlie  •mrfire  ilim 

T!ie  brown-l»arkM  litunrei^n  *!•»«  Iv  «wim : 

Around  him  wi-n'  the  cii*»lin  triin— 

But  he  MTuIlM  with  alt  lii«  niicht  and  main, 

Ani!  follow'd  wlier»"^er  thi'  ^fursr-in  ltd. 

Till  he  Kiw  bin  upwanl  'xMiit  hi*  In  ad ; 

Thru  he  droppM  hi-*  i»ai!d!e-»«IaJe. 

Ami  hiM  hi*  rolen-i-oKli'i  up 

To  rati'h  the  drop  in  itn  rrim*o!i  cup, 

Tlf. 

With  pwiTpin?  t.iil  and  •jni\rr:iii  fi»i. 

Thri»iish  the  wa\e  the  «tiir-ji'itii  flrw, 
Afiil.  like  the  heaven-^hi>(  javrlin. 

He  iipnmz  alM>ve  the  w  iti  r*  blue. 
In-t:int  ad  the  iitar-f;ill  li^'bt. 

He  pliiiun'd  him  in  the  tlt^p  a^nin. 
But  left  an  arch  of  iiiher  bn^rht. 

The  niinUiw  of  thr  in<^ifi\  iiiiin. 
It  wan  a  i^tnuifT  anil  b>xrl\  •ijbt 

To  prr  the  puny  irolihn  then- ; 
He  M'em'd  an  an;rel  fnnn  of  lii;ht. 

With  azure  wirii;  and  Miiiny  hiir, 

ThnMieil  on  a  rion.l  of  puri'li*  fnir, 
Cirrleil  with  blue  and  edsed  with  white, 
Atid  nittin?  at  the  fall  of  eien 
Beneath  the  Ntw  of  rammer  heaven. 

Xlfl. 

A  moment,  and  it*  Iu«tre  ff|I ; 
But  ere  it  met  the  billow  blue. 
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vdthin  his  crimson  bell 

f  its  sparkling  dew — 

,  Fay !  thy  task  is  done, 

are  pure,  for  the  gem  is  won— 

•  thy  dripping  oar, 

iway  to  the  elfin  shore. 

XXIII. 

nd,  lo !  on  either  side 

on  his  path  divide ; 
.ck  o'er  which  his  boat  must  pass 
3  a  sheet  of  polish'd  glass, 
jir  limbs  the  sea-nymphs  lave, 
)wy  arms  half-swelling  out, 
be  gloss'd  and  gleamy  wave 
i-green  ringlets  loosely  float ; 

around  with  smile  and  song; 
ss  the  bark  with  pearly  hand, 

urge  her  course  along, 
;hc  beach  of  speckled  sand ; 
ic  lightly  leap'd  to  land, 
adieu  with  nod  and  bow, 
j\y  kiss'd  each  little  hand, 
d  in  the  crystal  deep  below. 

XXIV. 

Btay'd  the  fairy  there ; 
ic  beach  and  breathed  a  prayer ; 
J  his  wings  of  gilded  blue, 
he  elfin  court  he  flew; 
saw  a  bubble  rise, 
vith  a  thousand  changing  dyes, 
ng  far,  through  ether  driven, 
vith  the  hues  of  heaven ; 
lirapse  of  morning  pale, 
!y  spreads  his  silken  sail, 
with  blendings  soft  and  bright, 
the  shades  of  fading  night ; 
1  earth  the  lovely  Fay — 
,  far  in  heaven  away ! 
•  •  . 

quit  thy  chick-weed  bower, 
has  caird  the  second  hour, 
1,  and  the  lark  will  rise 
streaking  of  the  skies — 
armed  armour  don, 
td  it  ere  the  night  be  gone. 

XXV. 

acom  helmet  on ; 

led  of  the  silk  of  the  thistle-down : 

plate  that  guarded  his  breast 

he  wild  bee's  golden  vest ; 

•f  a  thousand  mingled  dyes, 

1  of  the  wings  of  butterlflies; 

eas  the  shell  of  a  lady-bug  queen. 

Id  on  a  ground  of  green ; 

Bering  lance  which  hebrandish'd  bright, 

ng  of  a  wasp  he  had  slain  in  fight, 

strode  his  fire-fly  steed ; 

his  blade  of  the  bent  grass  blue ; 

s  spurs  of  the  cockle-seed, 

f  like  a  glance  of  thought  he  flew, 

t  heavens,  and  follow  far 

ail  of  the  rocket-star. 


XXVI. 

The  moth-fly,  as  he  shot  in  air, 

Crept  under  the  leaf,  and  hid  her  there ; 

The  katy-did  forgot  its  lay, 

The  prowling  gnat  fled  fast  away, 

The  fell  mosqueto  check'd  his  drone 

And  folded  his  wings  till  the  Fay  was  gone, 

And  the  wily  beetle  droppM  his  head. 

And  fell  on  the  ground  as  if  he  were  dead ; 

They  crouch'd  them  close  in  the  darksome  shade. 

They  quaked  all  o*er  with  awe  and  fear. 
For  they  had  felt  the  blue-bent  blade. 

And  writhed  at  the  prick  of  the  elfin  spear; 
Many  a  time,  on  a  summer's  night. 
When   the  sky  was  clear  and    the   moon  was 

bright. 
They  had  been  roused  firom  the  haunted  ground 
By  the  yelp  and  bay  of  the  fairy  hound ; 

They  haid  heard  the  tiny  bugle-horn. 
They  had  heard  the  twang  of  the  maize-silk  string, 

When  the  vine-twig  bows  were  tightly  drawn. 

And  the  needle-sha^  through  air  was  borne, 
Feather'd  with  down  of  the  hum-bird's  wing. 
And  now  they  deem*d  the  courier  ouphe. 

Some  huntej^sprite  of  the  elfin  ground ; 
And  they  watch'd  till  they  saw  him  mount  the 
roof 

That  canopies  the  world  around ; 
Then  glad  they  left  their  covert  lair. 
And  freak'd  about  in  the  midnight  air. 

XXVII. 

Up  to  the  vaulted  firmament 

His  path  the  fire-fly  courser  bent. 

And  at  every  gallop  on  the  wind. 

He  flung  a  glittering  spark  behind ; 

He  flies  like  a  feather  in  the  blast 

Till  the  first  light  cloud  in  heaven  is  past 

But  the  shapes  of  air  have  begun  their  work. 
And  a  drizzly  mist  is  round  him  cast, 

He  cannot  see  through  the  mantle  muik. 
He  shivers  with  cold,  but  he  urges  fast; 

Through  storm  and  darkness,  sleet  and  shade. 
He  lashes  his  steed  and  spurs  amain, 
For  shadowy  hands  have  twitch'd  the  rein. 

And  flame-shot  tongues  around  him  play'd. 
And  near  him  many  a  fiendish  eye 
Glared  with  a  fell  malignity, 
And  yells  of  rage,  and  shrieks  of  fear, 
Came  screaming  on  his  startled  ear. 

XXVIII. 

His  wings  are  wet  around  his  breast. 
The  plume  hangs  dripping  firom  his  crest. 
His  eyes  are  blurr'd  with  the  lightning's  glare, 
And  his  ears  are  stunn'd  with  the  thunder's  blare. 
But  he  gave  a  shout,  and  his  blade  he  drew. 

He  thrust  before  and  he  struck  behind, 
Till  he  pierced  their  cloudy  bodies  through. 

And  gash'd  their  shadowy  limbs  of  wind ; 
Howling  the  misty  spectres  flew. 

They  rend  the  air  with  firightful  •  ies, 
For  he  has  gain'd  the  welkin  blue, 

And  the  land  of  clouds  beneath  him  liej 
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XCM. 

Up  |j>  Ihc  rrype  ateBVaf  nrift, 

In  lunlbtraa  mtitian  lUt, 
Flrrl  w  (tie  mHllowcuta  th*  ilrift. 

Or  Iht  AM-TK  ridoa  Ihp  bl>i>t. 
Til'  (Bl-iiliin  ^Mri  -of  ttr  ii  abol. 

The  BiihfnJ  AMA  b  put, 
Thi'  mrtii  tnil  WRU  i  liny  hiol 

fin  I  ahtal  of  UUK  rw4. 
0 !  II  wu  nr*«l.  In  th*  rlrar  mnonti(bt, 

'I'u  UihI  iIm  atonr  pliln  of  cvni. 
To  nwrt  ihc  IhoDud  eyn  of  niicliti 

And  IWI  the  mulinf  hiralh  nf  hnvm  I 
Bill  ibc  Eldlk  BWiW  no  Xnp  or  lUy 
Till  be  CUQC  to  dw  huik  of  th*  niilky-waj, 
Thrti  hp  rhn-kM  lii>  roum-t'.  fiwl. 
Anil  w*b-li'il  fur  llie  Rlimpw  of  iha  pUnrt^boot 

Suililcn  ilnni  thr  unoity  liiU 

TKi.1  nwfllM  lo  hhvI  ihrif  fiiototrp*'  fell, 
Thr  f^lph*  of  lirvTra  -wrta  iMn  lo  gllilc, 

Altired  In  ninivl't  cnoMan  pall ; 
Arnuihl  ih*  T*y  thrj  tn«n  cba  lUnoi^ 

ThFj  akip  Mnn  tiiiD  Ml  ike  plalo. 
Anil  one  hu  (ikrn  hia  wUBpnitinc  kiiM. 

And  <HU  upholdj  hi*  bri.ltr-rFin  ; 
Wilh  wuMinf^  mild  thrv  IhJ  him  on 

Til  whrrr,  through  rlnuila  of  (mlirr  tea, 
PliiJJdl  wilh  atan,  MipleiidMit  (hou* 

Thr  paluM!  of  iho  ajlpluil  qurrn. 
It*  ^nnl  rolunnn,  plnmini  triitlit. 
W«tr  ■tmuorni  of  the  narthrrn  lisht ; 
III  rurtiin'a  linht  and  lotrlj  dush 
Wu  i>r  thr  moraini'KTMJ'tiluili, 
Anil  Ihr  ri-i1iiiK  fair  that  TON  abooa 
The  ithitc  and  fi'alhi'rj  irrrt  of  dood. 


Bm.  n'  hnw  fair  Ihr  thapr  that  Ut 

Drnrath  a  niiiilww  U-nillnii  bright; 
Phi-  mtrmW  to  thr  rnlnnrnl  Fav 

The  lonlinH  of  thr  formn  of 'light! 
Hn  roanili  <na  thr  purfilp  roU'J 

Al  twilifhl  ia  Ihr  wnl  afar; 
Twj*  liiil  wilh  ihrraJa-oT  dawninx  goU, 

Aiiil  hullMii'd  with  a  apariiling  ilai. 
Bn  hw  «••  like  ibe  lilj  ruon 
.  That  Vflta  th*  vMal  jiliinrl'a  bur  l 

j         Krr  rvm,  Ihi)  liraiiili'ta  friun  Ihr  inuun, 
"  H<t'llii»liii2  in  Ihc  vrlkin  lilur. 

Ilrr  hair  ia  liki-  ihr  niniiv  Inm, 
And  thi-  diamond  Rvnu  chirh  rnand  it  glrain 
An-  Ihr  purr  drof  uf  dnrr  **rb 
Till!  lK'''-r  hull-  Ifft  Ihrir  rkalirr  hrarni. 


fhr  raiaril  h't  rym  f'l  thr  irnnilrrinr  april*. 

Aliil  Ihrv  li'dp'il  with  ■milr*.  fir  wrll  1  ww 
Ni'srr  ln-r-irr  in  ihr  InWPra  of  Hiht 

II.ul  thr  f..mi  of  an  farlhlj  Fay  brm  m 
LunK  ilw  loA'd  in  hia  liny  farr: 

I.>iiU  with  hia  huttrrfly  rloak  ahr  play'd; 
Kbr  ■imnHh'd  hi*  winc*  of  luuip  Ian-. 

Ami  huullrJ  Ihr  luarl  of  lua  Made : 


And  ai  hr  KiU  In  inr^i  tow 

1'hr  itnry  of  hia  Ime  aad  wa, 

Bhr  frit  im  [ataa  ts  bir  haaoa  wim. 

Anil  Ihr  laat-diop  atafto4  ia  h«r  rju^ 

Aiut  "O,  twMt  ipiiil  ut  earth,"  aht  nia^ 

"SHum  DO  nm  \o  jnui  woodlMul  hvt^ 
Buli'iirliiwoltliiwaMdr 

Ik  llii'  IjivI  i-f  rki-rliuluie  li^hl! 
Wilhin  Ihr  flr^T drift  "^Ulir. 

W4-1I  han4  ujiOh  ihr  niiAaw'a  hm; 
And  aU  thr  >w»U  of  lb*  aky 

AmiiiiiI  lhi  t«vw  aliall  linihlU  tvam! 
And  ih.iu  •Ull  1i4ihi-  Ihif  in  Ihr  atrraa 

Ani!  ridr  Tip>Hi  ihr  lishUuna'*  glai^ 
And  •laompM  the  «t«d  HMH ! 

We'll  oil  within  ttw  Hriad  rinf, 
Wr'U  rr.1  on  OiW'a  *any  Ut, 

And  I  will  bid  tn^  «lp 


Thr. 


Thai  hidr<  ibe  blwb  of  «a 
Ati-l  ii'rry  vlnuny  alnn*  ia  m 

Of  (ilvriy  Dhtonahinr'a  lrni(1hm*d  nji 
And  thou  .hall  pill.™  »  m.  hfr»4. 

W1ul>  hr*<rii[v  hmlhin<a  Iliial  aimu^ 
Anil,  wilh  thr  nyipha  of  nhrr  t.li-A 

Kurjrl  thr  jiiva  of  fairy  ground." 


8hr  wa*  l»vrk  and  fnir  tn  ar» 
And  Ihr  rlfin'a  lirarl  hnt  Miay; 
But  Lpxlirr  far.  ami  arin  BMn  Mr. 
Thr  iiinhly  lann  inprinlfd  ihafri 
?['au<ht  br  M*  In  ihr  hrairn*  ahin* 
Wa*  half  M  4f«  a.  hi.  m.^n\  Inrr. 
For  V  Ihnutht  upM  W  look*  an  mr*l 
And  br  Ibooirhl  <rf  thr  tiuht  llii>h  tm  hi 
NvTTf  a^ain  nlitbl  h>  Imi^  ud  b 
On  tliat  *w»»4  rhwk  ami  uii  lailtth  ty* 
Bat  in  hU  Jnun  hrr  fonn  In  arr. 
Til  rliiaji  brr  in  hi*  ri-inj. 
Tn  think  upon  hia  tirnin  liridr. 
Wa.  wiirth  all  hra.rii.  and  rarth  hraad* 


"Lailv,*"  hr  rfinl,  -I  ha»r  awntn 
On  Ihr  wonl  of  a  fjiry-knichl. 
Tn  do  n^  avnlmrv-taab  Hifbi : 
Mt  hnoour  ■ 


n  brand  widi  aMf  a  <i«K. 

Tlir  Irar  wan  in  hrt  dti'ipin*  ryr; 

But  ahr  lr<l  him  lu  Ihr  palare  nlr. 
I       And  nird  tb*  aylldia  wha  bwrr'd  i 

And  t«J*  Ibnn  Ay  and  hrin*  hii 
nf  rloudi  nmiMii 

Wilh  rharm  and  aj*! 
;  From  all  iha  firnd*  of  upprr  aii; 

Thrn  round  hamna 

And  tir.1  hi*  MnJ  h 
I  An.1  prr-MUi  haad  M Aatiii  Vm  » 

Farlothri«*f*4tf*> 


r«r. 
ditllM^ 
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its  wane  and  wavering  light 
ras  a  atar  would  fidl  to-night. 

iar  on  the  wings  of  the  blast, 
ard  away,  he  speeds  him  fast, 
I  courser  follows  the  cloudy  wain 
hoof-strokes  fall  like  pattering  rain, 
uds  roll  backward  as  he  flies, 
ckering  star  behind  him  lies, 
has  reach'd  the  northern  plain, 
:k'd  his  fire-fly  steed  again, 
o  follow  in  its  flight 
naming  of  the  rocket-light 

XXXYI. 

r  is  yet  in  the  vault  of  heaven, 
t  rocks  in  the  summer  gale ; 
w  'tis  fitful  and  uneven, 
now  *tis  deadly  pale; 
wr  'tis  wrapped  in  sulphur-smoke, 
i^uench'd  is  its  ray  less  beam, 
w  with  a  rattling  thunder-stroke 
-sts  in  flash  and  flame. 
t  as  the  glance  of  the  arrowy  lance 
the  storm-spirit  flings  from  high, 
r-shot  flew  o'er  the  welkin  blue, 
fell  from  the  sheeted  s«.y, 
t  as  the  wind  in  its  trail  behind 
Blfln  gallops  along, 
ids  of  the  clouds  are  bellowing  load, 
he  sylphid  charm  is  strong ; 
>ps  unhurt  in  the  shower  of  fire, 
3  the  cloud-fiends  fly  from  the  blaze ; 
:hes  each  flake  till  its  sparks  expire, 
ides  in  the  light  of  its  rays. 
Irove  his  steed  to  the  lightning's  speed, 
'^ught  a  glimmering  spark; 
boeKd  around  to  the  fairy  ground, 
iped  through  the  midnight  dark. 


nd  Goblin  ?  Imp  and  Sprite ! 
r  eve !  and  starry  Fay ! 
love  the  moon's  soft  light, 
r — ^hither  wend  your  way ; 
e  in  a  jocund  ring, 
md  trip  it  merrily, 
hand,  and  wing  to  wing, 
1  the  wild  witch-hazel  tree. 

wanderer  again 
dance  and  song,  and  lute  and  lyre, 

wing  and  strong  his  chain, 
loubly  bright  his  fairy  fire. 
e  in  an  airy  round, 

the  dew  and  print  the  lea; 
I  g;imbol,  hop  and  bound, 
1  the  wild  witch-hazel  tree. 

tie  guards  our  holy  ground, 
es  about  the  haunted  place, 
nortal  there  be  found, 
uns  in  his  ears  and  flaps  his  face ; 


The  leaf-harp  sounds  our  roundelay, 
The  owlet's  eyes  our  lanterns  be; 

Thus  we  sing,  and  dance,  and  play, 
Round  the  wild  witch-hazel  tree. 

But,  hark !  from  tower  on  tree-top  high. 

The  sentry-elf  his  call  has  made : 
A  streak  is  in  the  eastern  sky. 

Shapes  of  moonlight !  flit  and  fade ! 
The  hill-tops  gleam  in  morning's  spring, 
The  sky-lark  shakes  his  dappled  wing. 
The  day-gUmpse  glimmers  on  the  lawn. 
The  cock  has  crow'd,  and  the  Fays  are  gone. 


BRONX. 


I  sat  me  down  upon  a  green  bank-side. 
Skirting  the  smooth  edge  of  a  gentle  river, 

Whose  waters  seem'd  unwillingly  to  glide, 

Like  parting  friends,  who  linger  while  they  sever; 

Enforced  to  go,  yet  seeming  still  unready. 

Backward  they  wind  their  way  in  many  a  wistful 
eddy. 

Gray  o'er  my  head  the  yellow-vested  willow 
Ruffled  its  hoary  top  in  the  fresh  breezes, 

Glancing  in  light,  like  spray  on  a  green  billow. 
Or  the  fine  frostwork  which  young  winter  freezes ; 

When  first  his  power  in  in&nt  pastime  trying. 

Congeals  sad  autumn's  tears  on  the  dead  branches 
lying. 

From  rocks  around  hung  the  loose  ivy  dangling. 
And  in  the  clefts  sumach  of  liveliest  green. 

Bright  ising-stars  the  little  beech  was  spangling. 
The  gold-cup  sorrel  from  his  gauzy  screen 

Shone  like  a  fairy  crown,  enchased  and  beaded. 

Left  on  some  mom,  when  light  flash'd  in  their  eyes 
unheeded. 

The  humbird  shook  his  sun-touch'd  wings  around, 
The  bluefinch  caroll'd  in  the  still  retreat ; 

The  antic  squirrel  caper'd  on  the  ground 
Where  lichens  made  a  carpet  for  his  feet; 

Through  the  transparent  waves,  the  ruddy  minklo 

Shot  up  in  glimmering  sparks  his  red  fin's  tiny 
twinkle. 

There  were  dark  cedars,  with  loose,  mossy  tresses, 
Whitc-powder'd   dog    trees,   and   stiff  hollies 
flaunting 
Gaudy  as  rustics  in  their  May-day  dresses, 

Blue  pelloret  from  purple  leaves  upslanting 
A  modest  gaze,  like  eyes  of  a  young  maiden 
Shining  beneath  dropp'd  lids  the  evening  of  hei 
wedding. 

The  breeze  fresh  springing  fVom  the  lips  of  mom. 

Kissing  the  leaves,  and  sighing  so  to  lose  'em. 
The  winding  of  the  merry  locust's  horn, 

The  glad  spring  gushing  from  the  rock's  bare 
bosom : 
Sweet  sights,  sweet  sounds,  all  sights,  all  sounds 

excelling, 
O !  'twas  a  ravishing  spot,  form'd  for  a  poet's 
dwelling. 


k. 
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Ami  dill  I  leave  thr  lorelineM,  to  itand 

Auiiiii  in  the  dull  world  of  earthly  blindneaal 

PuiiiM  with  the  prnwure  of  uiifri<'ndlj  hands, 
Si«-k  fif  KinoDth  lookfl,  a^rd  with  iry  kindneaa  t 

Lf  n  I  fi>r  this  thy  Hlizulcn.  where  none  intrude. 

To  iiriiu)n  wandering  Uiouf;hl  and  mar  sweet  soli- 
tiiflf  * 

Yet  I  will  look  U]>on  thy  fare  agnin, 
Mv  own  roiniintii'  Dronx,  ami  it  will  be 

A  fii'*!'  MioH'  |>lrai«unt  than  tlie  fac*e  of  men. 
Tliy  w;iven  are  old  coni)uintonM,  I  nhall  see 

A  Wf>l)-ri>nu>Mi)KT*d  form  in  earh  old  tnv, 

And  heur  a  voice  long  loved  in  tliy  m  ild  minstreb^. 


THE  AMKRirAX  FLAG. 


lu 


1. 

Wiir.\  Fr^rilnm  from  her  mountain  height 
I'nfiirIM  her  Ht:ini]:inl  to  the  air, 

Hhe  ton*  the  azure  robe  tif  niirht. 
And  m-t  the  Htam  of  ulory  there. 

Shi>  iiirii::i«'(l  with  itfi  i;orjreouN  dyes 

TIh"  milky  b.ddri«*  of  the  nkieit, 

Aiiil  Mri{Htl  iti«  pure.  eeleMtial  white. 

With  Ktre-.ikinirK  of  the  monung  light; 

Then  fntMi  hirt  mansion  in  the  nun 

8he  r;iird  her  eaijle  bean>r  down, 

And  truve  into  hi«  nii{;hty  hand 

The  nyniNd  of  her  choM.*n  land. 

II. 

Mjije^tie  monanTi  of  the  cloud. 

Who  rear*iit  aloft  thy  rripU  form, 
To  hear  the  tem|M*At  truniptnfrs  loud 
And  M'e  tlie  li-i;htnini(  lanees  driven. 

When  Htrive  the  warriors  of  the  storm. 
And  rolU  the  thunderHirum  of  heaven, 
CliiKl  t)f  the  nun !  to  ihve  *l  is  ipven 

Til  'ju.tnl  the  banner  of  the  free, 
To  hi\i*r  in  the  nulphur  siui'ke, 
To  w.ird  ;iwuv  tlie  )attIi^i»troke, 
And  Mil  it4  Mendinj;*  shine  uf.ir, 
LiLi*  r.iiii'Hiwrt  on  the  cloud  of  war, 

The  h:irbini;ers  of  victory ! 

Iff. 

YU'Z  ♦'f  the  l»r.ive !  thv  foM*  t»hal!  fir. 

Tin-  -i.rn  of  hii|>e  and  triumph  hish. 
Will  M  •>!>  •  ik"*  the  HJijiird  truni])et  tone, 

\t:-1  till'  loll:;  line  comes  irleaniini;  on. 
K'«'  N't  ''«••  lite-MihHl,  w.inn  and  wet, 

I(  I*  ilitiiinM  the  i;li'<ti'iiiii7  bayi>net, 
K.i'h  -i'lMier  eve  shall  bri-htlv  t»im 

T«»  where  thy  sky-Uirn  glories  hum; 
Am'I  J"  h.<«  •(prini^ine  f*teji*  advance. 
C'iti-h  w:ir  and  veneeance  from  the  glance. 
A'  I  \\h\n  the  cannon-niouthin;;*  loud 

H<M\e  in  wild  wreathes  the  l>attI«>-iihroud, 
An. I  j.»rv  nalire*  ri.-v  and  fill 
I. ike  -liit'itH  of  fl.inii'  on  niiilnichtV  |nll ; 

Thi  II  -.h  dl  thy  mete«ir  i;lance«  clow, 
Aii-I  CiiiM-riuf;  foes  shall  sink  lienejth 

K  ii-li  Li.diuiit  arm  that  »trike<  lielow 
1*h.it  lovely  messenger  of  d«'ath. 


IT. 


Flag  of  the  sees !  on  oeeen  wmvie 

Thy  stars  shall  glitter  o*er  the  brmvie ; 
When  death,  earprfing  on  thr  gale, 

8w«>e|>s  darkly  round  the  beUi«d 
And  frighted  waves  rush  wildly 

Uefon'  the  Irroadside's  rreliiig 
Each  d\inK  wanderer  of  the  sre 

Shall  l<M>k  at  once  to  bemven  and  ibei^ 
And  i»mile  to  mt  thy  splemtoun  flj 
In  triumph  o^vr  his  closing  eye. 

T. 

Flair  of  the  free  heart's  h<^  and  home  ! 

Dy  antrel  handu  to  valour  given  ; 
The  htant  ha>e  lit  the  welkin  domr. 

And  all  thv  hues  were  bom  in  heaTciL 
Forevrr  flrwt  that  stajidard  shert ! 

Where  breathes  the  foe  bat  blla 
With  Frecili mrn  soli  lieneath  our 

And  FrvedomV  Imnner  stpnuning  o*cr 


h! 


TO  SARAH. 

I. 
0<ri  happy  year  ha*  6e«l,  Sill, 

Sinii'  \iiu  were  all  my  own; 
The  lea\es  have  ft  It  the  autumn  Might, 

The  wiiitr\'  utonn  has  blown. 
We  heedr«l  ni>t  thi*  cold  blast. 

Nor  the  wintiT*s  icy  air; 
For  we  fouuil  our  climate  in  the 

And  it  was  summer  tliere. 

II. 

The  summer  sun  i«  bright,  Ball, 

The  nkies  are  |Hire  in  hue ; 
But  clouils  will  si>metimes  sadden 

And  dim  their  lovely  blue ; 
And  clou<ls  may  come  to  us,  S&ll, 

But  sure  they  will  not  stay; 
For  there's  a  n|m*U  in  fond  hearts 

To  chase  their  gItMiin  away. 

Iff. 
In  sickneM  ami  in  mirrow 

Thine  eyes  wen*  on  me  stilt. 
Anil  there  un«  conif«in  in  each 

Ti»  eh.inn  the  M«n»e  of  ill ; 
And  wen*  they  ab«4'nt  now.  Hill, 

I'd  •M*tk  my  \Kt\  of  |vkin, 
A  Till  bless  each  (sine  that  rave  nM 

Tlii»s«*  look*  of  love  a-^ain. 

IT. 

O.  pleasant  i«  the  welcome  kisa. 
When  d.iv*B  dull  rttuml  is  o'er. 

Ami  AW«*et  the  music  of  the  step 
That  meets  me  at  the  diMir. 

Thouiih  worldk  earr*  mav  visit  ml 

w  •  ■ 

I  reek  not  when  they  fall. 
While  I  ha«e  thy  kind  lips^  mj  BaLt, 
To  smile  awav  thrm  a!L 


FITZ-GREENE   HALLECK. 


inlhor  of  "Fmny,"  "Bnnu,"  "Mhco 
w."  elc,  WM  bom  al  Guilford  in  ConiiecU- 
Aagiut,  1T95.  In  hin  eighteenth  jeai  he 
d  to  the  dtjr  of  New  York,  where  he  hu 
Hiclcd.     It  it  aid  that  he  erinced  t,  taste  for 

1  oldnt  of  his  cfliuiane  that  I  hate  seen 
»e  unJei  the  wgnaturea  of  "  Croaker,"  and 
ler  &  Co„"  publiahed  in  (he  New  York 
,g  Post,  in  1819.    In  the  production  of 

DniKE.  the  author  of  the  "  Culprit  Fay," 
of  brilliant  wit  and  delicate  fancy,  with 


he  « 


1  long  ii 


Dai 


1   died  a 


kI  hia  friend  soon  after  wrote  for  the  Ne 
tenpw,  then  edited  bj  Bbtiitt,  the  linea 
nemory,  beginning — 


the  cloeeof  the  year  IBIS,  HtiiECK  pub- 
"Fanny,"  hin  lungeat  poem,  which  haa 
aased  through  numeroua  editiona,  though 
orahiphaa  never  been  publicly  avowed.    It 


undrBd  ]ili< 
a  froi 


and  printed 


«7  he  publiiheJ  a  amalt  volume,  contain- 
dnwick  CiHlle,"  "  Marco  BonBria,"  and  a 
cr  pieces,  which  bad  previausty  appeared 
.lu  miscellanies;  and  in  1836,  an  edition 
lis  aerioua  poema  then  written,  including 
S"  "Red  JtcVfC  "The  Field  of  the 
cd  Arms,"  and  Ihoac  before  alluded  (o. 
t  and  most  complete  collection  of  hia  worka 
d  early  in  the  present  year. 
FIiLLicK  IB  the  only  one  of  our  poeta  who 
»  ■  derided  lonU  popularity.  With  the 
I  of  "Fanny,"  the  "Croakern."  and  some 
■Iher  pieces,  every  person  in  New  York  ia 
<  degree  acquainted,  and  his  name  is  che- 
in  that  city  with  fondness  and  enthusiasm, 
norous  poems  are  marked  vvith  an  uncom- 


Ian 


ofje, 


uage,  a 


s  playfulr 


Sometimes,"  remarks  Mr.  Bai- 
midst  of  a  Htrain  of  harmonloua 
:tt  and  tender  ima^erir,  he  snrprisea 
'<ie1ib1e  stroke  of  riilieule.  as  if  he  took 
in  showing  the  reader  that  the  poetical 
had  raited  was  but  a  cheat.    Sometimes, 


n^ieetHl.— WILUIH  Lloon- 


with  that  aerial  facility  which  la  his  pecnlisr  en- 
dowment, he  accumulate*  graceful  and  agreesbte 
images  in  a  strain  of  ironj  ao  fine,  that  did  not 
the  auhject  compel  the  reader  to  receive  it  aa  irony, 
he  would  take  it  for  a  boautiful  passage  of  aerioue 
poetry — ao  beautiful,  that  be  is  ternpted  to  regret 
that  he  is  not  in  earnest,  sitd  that  phrases  ao  CK- 
quiaitely  chosen,  and  poetic  colouring  »  brilliant, 
ahould  be  employed  to  embellish  aubjects  to  which 
they  do  not  properly  belong.  At  other  times,  he 
produces  the  effect  of  wit  by  deitcroua  allusion  to 
contemporaneous  events,  introduced  a*  illustra- 
tions of  the  main  subject,  with  all  the  anconvaous 
gracefulneaa  of  the  most  animated  and  ^miliar 
converaatian.  He  delights  in  ludicrous  contnuts, 
produced  by  bringing  the  noUeneM  of  the  ideal 
world  into  comparison  with  the  homelinesi  of  the 
actual :  the  beauty  and  grace  of  nature  with  the 
I  ankwardneaa  of  art.  He  rawnta  the  past  and 
I  laughs  at  the  present,  Ho  looks  at  them  through 
a  mediuiQ  which  lends  to  the  farmer  the  charm  of 
I  romance,  and  exaggerates  the  deformity  of  the 
I  latter-  His  poetry,  whether  serious  or  sprightly, 
ia  remarkable  for  the  melody  of  the  numbers.  It 
I  is  not  the  melody  of  monotonous  and  itriclly 
I  regular  meaauretnenL  Hii  Terse  is  constructed  to 
please  an  ear  naturally  fine,  and  accustomed  to  a 
range  of  metrical  modulation.  It  is  as  dillerent 
I  from  that  painfully-balanced  versification,  thai 
I  uniform  succession  of  iambics,  closing  the  scene 
'  with  the  couplet,  which  some  writera  practise,  and 
I  some  critics  praise,  as  the  note  of  the  thrush  ia 
I  unlike  thst  of  the  cuckoo.  He  ii  familiar  with 
.  those  general  rules  and  principles  which  ore  the 
,  basis  of  melHca]  harmony  \  and  his  own  unerring 
taste  has  taught  him  the  eiceptions  which  a  pro- 
per attention  to  variety  demands.  He  under- 
Blands  that  the  rirulet  ia  made  musical  by  obstmC' 
tions  in  its  channel.  In  no  poet  can  be  found 
passagea  which  flow  with  more  sweet  and  liquid 
Bmoothness;  but  he  knows  very  well  that  to  moke 
this  smoothneas  perceived,  and  to  prevent  it  from 
degenerating  into  monotony,  occasional  ronghDeaa 
I  must  be  inlerpoaed." 

Hillick's  serious  poems  are  as  admirable  a* 
hie  satirical.  There  are  few  finer  martial  lyric» 
than  "Marco  Bouaris;"  "Bums"  and  "Red 
Jacket"  are  diatinguiahed  for  manly' vigour  of 
thought  and  language;  and  several  of  his  riiorter 
pieces  hB«e  rarely  l)een  eicelled  in  melodiousness 
of  versification  or  quiet  beauty  of  imageiy. 

Ill  LLir K  ha*  generally  been  engi^ed  In  crnnawF- 
cial  pursuits.  He  was  once  in  "the  cotton  trade, 
and  sugar  line  ;"  but  1  behevo  he  has  fiw  aeieial 
years  been  tbe  principal  superintendent  of  the  aA 
fairs  of  the  great  capitalist,  Mr.  Astob.  He  is  a 
bachelor,  and  is  as  popular  among  his  friends  lot  hia 
social  qualities,  as  he  is  with  the  world  >a  a  poeL 
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BURNS. 

TO  A  won,  noDnirr  nKm  ivzii  iLLOfwiT 
suu,  uff  TBS  Aomm  or  m 


Km,  V  All- 


Wild  rose  of  AUowtj!  my  thankA, 
Thou  mindtft  me  of  thai  autumn  nooOt 

When  first  we  met  upon  **  the  banki 
And  hraee  o*  bonny  Doon.*' 

Like  thine,  benemth  the  thorn  tree'*  boofh. 
My  ranny  hour  wan  glad  and  brief^ 

WeVe  croM*d  the  winter  tea,  and  thoa 
Art  wither'd — flower  and  leail 


And  will  not  thy  death-doom  be 

The  doom  of  all  thing*  wrought  of  day- 
And  withered  my  life's  leaf^  like  thine, 

Wild  roM  of  AUoway  I 

Not  to  hill  memory,  for  whoee  aake 
My  bosom  bore  thee  far  and  long. 

His,  who  an  humbler  flower  could  make 
Immortal  as  his  song. 


The  memory  of  Buasri 

That  calls,  when  brimm'd  her  featal  com 
A  nation's  glory,  and  her  ahame, 

In  silent  sadness  up. 


A  nation's  glory — be  the  rest 
Forgot — she 's  canoniied  his  mind ; 

And  it  is  joy  to  speak  the  best 
We  may  of  human  kind. 

I've  stood  beside  the  oottage-bed 

Where  the  bard-peasant  firal  drew  breath: 
A  straw-thaich'd  roof  above  his  head, 

A  straw-wrought  couch  beneath. 

And  I  have  stood  beside  the  pale. 
His  monument — that  tells  to  hcawn 

The  homage  of  earth's  proudest  isle. 
To  that  bard-peasant  given. 

Bid  thy  thoughts  hover  o'er  that  spot. 
Boy-minstrel,  in  thy  dreaming  hoar; 

And  know,  however  low  his  lot, 
A  poet's  pride  and  power. 

The  pride  that  liftetl  Bi*B?rs  from  earth, 
The  {tower  that  gave  a  child  of  song 

Asrentlfucy  o'or  rank  and  birth. 
The  rich,  the  brave,  the  strong ; 

Ami  if  desponilenry  weigh  down 
Thy  spirit's  flutti'ring  pinions  then, 

Dnipair — thy  name  is  written  on 
The  roll  of  common  men. 

There  have  been  loftier  themes  than  hta, 
And  longer  scrolls,  and  louder  lyrea, 

And  lays  lit  up  with  Poesy's 
Purer  and  holier  fires : 

Yet  read  the  names  that  know  not  death ; 

Few  nobler  ones  than  Braxs  are  there; 
And  few  have  won  a  greener  wreath 

Than  that  which  binds  his  hair. 


> 


His  is  that  languaft  of  tlw 
In  which  the  anawcri 

Thought,  word,  that  bida  fhm 
Or  the  smila  Ughl  tlw 


And  his  that  music,  to  wbosi 

The  common  pulse  of 
In  cot  or  castle's  mirtli  or 

In  cold  or  sunny  dioM. 

And  who  hath  heard  his 

Before  its  spell  with  willinf  kuBB, 
And  listened,  and  beliefd,  and  fiell 

The  poet's  masteij. 

O'er  the  mind's  sea,  in  cafan  wad 
O'er  the  heart's  sunshine  aad  ita 

O'er  Passion's  momenta,  bright  and 
O'er  Reason's  dark,  cold  howa; 


On  flekis  where  brave  men  ••Aa  or  da»' 
In  halls  where  rings  the  ba»qQaC*a 

Where  mourners  weep,  where  lovani 
From  throne  to  cottage  haailfa; 


-^ 


What  sweK  tears  dim  the  cyoa 
What  wild  vows  fidtcr  on  tlw 

When  **  SroU  wha  hae  wt'  Waixack 
Or  "  Auld  Lang  Syne"  ie  —«•  • 


Pure  hopes,  that  lift  the  aool  abova. 
Come  with  his  Cotter's  hyan  of 

And  dreams  of  vouth,  and  troth,  wmd  lo««. 
With  « lA)gan*s"  banka  and 


And  when  he  bfFathco  his 

Of  AUoway's  witch-hauntad  wall* 
All  passions  in  our  franwa  of  day 

Come  thronging  at  his  caU. 

Imagination's  world  of  air,  /^ 

And  our  own  world,  its  gloc 

Wit,  pathoa.  poetry,  are  there, 
And  death's  sublimity. 

And  Bra!V4— though  brief  tha  net  kt 
Though  rough  ami  dark  the  path 

Lived— died — in  form  and  aoul  a  ■ 
The  image  of  his  Goa. 

Thouffh  care,  and  pain,  and  wan 
With  wounds  that  only  death 

Tortures — the  poor  done  can  ' 
The  proud  alone  can  fircl ; 

He  kept  his  honesty  and  troth. 
His  imlrprnilrnt  tongue  and  pern. 

And  movfil,  in  manhood  and  m  yooAi, 
Pride  of  his  fellow-men. 


fttrong  sense,  deep  feeling, 
A  hate  of  tyrant  and  of 

A  love  of  right,  a  srom  of 
Of  coward,  and  of  sbve; 

A  kind,  true  heart,  a  spiril 
That  could  itnc  fipar  and 

Were  written  in  his  oHiily 
And  OB  hia  nanlj  btotr. 
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Praise  to  the  bard !  his  words  are  driven, 
Like  flower-seeds  by  the  &r  winds  sown. 

Where'er,  beneath  the  sky  of  heayen, 
The  birds  of  £une  have  flown. 

Praise  to  the  man !  a  nation  stood 

Beside  his  coffin  with  wet  eyes. 
Her  brave,  her  beautiful,  her  good. 

As  when  a  loved  one  dies. 

And  still,  as  on  his  funeral  day. 

Men  stand  his  cold  earth-couch  around. 

With  the  mute  homage  that  we  pay 
To  consecrated  ground. 

And  consecrated  ground  it  is. 

The  last,  the  hallow'd  home  of  one 

Who  lives  upon  all  memories. 
Though  with  the  buried  gone. 

Such  graves  as  his  are  pilgrim-shrines, 
Shrines  to  no  code  or  creed  confined— 

The  Delphian  vales,  the  Palestines, 
The  Meccas  of  the  mind. 

Sages,  with  Wisdom's  garland  wreathed, 
Crown*d  kings,  and  mitred  priests  of  power. 

And  warriore  with  their  bright  swords  sheathed. 
The  mightiest  of  the  hour ; 

And  lowlier  names,  whose  humble  home 

Is  lit  by  Fortune's  dimmer  star, 
Are  there--o'er  wave  and  mountain  come. 

From  countries  near  and  £u>; 

Pilgrims,  whose  wandering  feet  have  press'd 
The  Switzer's  snow,  the  Arab's  sand. 

Or  trod  the  piled  leaves  of  the  west. 
My  own  green  forest-land ; 

All  ask  the  cottage  of  his  birth. 

Gaze  on  the  scenes  he  loved  and  sung. 

And  gather  feelings  not  of  earth 
His  fields  and  streams  among. 

They  linger  by  the  Doon's  low  trees, 
And  pastoral  Nith,  and  wooded  Ayr, 

And  round  thy  sepulchres,  Dumfries ! 
The  poet's  tomb  is  there. 

But  what  to  them  the  sculptor's  art, 

His  funeral  columns,  wreaths,  and  urns  t 

Wear  they  not  graven  on  the  heart 
The  name  of  Robert  Burhs  1 


RED  JACKET, 

A  CHIEF  or  THE  INDIAN  TRIBES,  THE  TUSCARORAS. 


Cooper,  whose  name  is  with  his  country's  woven. 
First  in  her  files,  her  pioneer  of  mind, 

A  wanderer  now  in  other  climes,  has  proven 
His  love  for  the  young  land  he  left  behind ; 

And  throned  her  in  the  senate  hall  of  nations. 
Robed  like  the  deluge  rainbow,  heaven-wrought, 

Magnificent  as  his  own  mind's  creations. 
And  beautiful  as  its  green  world  of  thought 


And  fiuthful  to  the  act  of  Congress,  quoted 
As  law-authori^ — it  pass'd  nem.  con. — 

He  writes  that  we  are,  as  ourselves  have  voted. 
The  most  enlighten'd  people  ever  known. 

That  all  our  week  is  happy  as  a  Sunday 
In  Paris,  full  of  song,  and  dance,  and  laugh ; 

And  that,  from  Orleans  to  the  bay  of  Fundy, 
There's  not  a  bailiff  nor  an  epitaph. 

And,  furthermore,  in  fifty  years  or  sooner. 
We  shall  export  our  poetry  and  wine; 

And  our  brave  fleet,  eight  frigates  and  a  schooner. 
Will  sweep  the  seas  firom  Zembla  to  the  line. 

If  he  were  with  me.  King  of  Tuscarora, 
Gazing  as  I,  upon  thy  portrait  now, 

In  all  its  medall'd,  firinged,  and  beaded  glory. 
Its  eyes'  dark  beauty,  and  its  thoughtful  brow — 

Its  brow,  half-martial  and  half-diplomatic. 
Its  eye,  upsoaring,  like  an  eagle's  wings ; 

Well  might  he  boast  that  we,  the  democratic. 
Outrival  Europe— even  in  our  kings ; 

For  thou  wert  monarch  bom.  Tradition's  pages 
Tell  not  the  planting  of  thy  parent  tree. 

But  that  the  forest-tribes  have  bent  for  ages 
To  thee,  and  to  thy  sires,  the  subject  knee. 

Thy  name  is  princely.  Though  no  poef  s  magic 
Could  make  Red  Jacket  grace  an  English 

Unless  he  had  a  genius  for  the  tragic,  [rhyme 
And  introduced  it  in  a  pantomime; 

Yet  it  is  music  in  the  language  spoken 

Of  thine  own  land ;  and  on  her  herald-roll. 

As  nobly  fought  for,  and  as  proud  a  token 
As  CcBUR  DE  Lion's,  of  a  warrior's  soul. 

Thy  garb — though  Austria's  bosom-star  would 

frighten 

That  medal  pale,  as  diamonds  the  dark  mine. 

And  George  the  Fourth  wore,  in  the  dance  at 

Brighton, 

A  more  becoming  evening  dress  than  thine; 

Yet  'tis  a  brave  one,  sooming  wind  and  weather, 
And  fitted  for  thy  couch  on  field  and  flood. 

As  RoR  Rot's  tartans  for  the  highland  heather, 
Or  forest-green  for  England's  Rorin  Hood. 

Is  strength  a  monarch's  merit!  (like  a  whaler's) 
Thou  art  as  tall,  as  sinewy,  and  as  strong 

As  earth's  first  kings — the  Argo's  gallant  sailors. 
Heroes  in  history,  and  gods  in  song. 

Is  eloquence  1     Her  spell  is  thine  that  reaches 
The  heart,  and  makes  the  wisest  head  its  sport; 

And  there 's  one  rare,  strange  virtue  in  thy  speeches. 
The  secret  of  their  mastery — they  are  short 

Is  beauty  t  Thine  has  with  thy  youth  departed, 
But  the  love-legends  of  thy  manhood's  years. 

And  she  who  perish'd,  young  and  broken-hearted. 
Are— but  I  rhyme  for  smiles,  and  not  for  tears. 

The  monarch  mind — ^the  mystery  of  commanding. 
The  godlike  power,  the  art  NAPOLEtiN, 

Of  winning,  fettering,  moulding,  wielding,  banding 
The  hearts  of  millions  till  they  move  as  one; 
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Thou  hast  it    At  thy  bkUing  men  have  crowded 

'l^he  road  to  death  as  to  a  fratival ; 
AimI  ininiitn*!  minds,  without  a  blush, hare  shrouded 

With  banncr-fulds  of  glory  tliuir  dark  paU. 

Who  will  beliere — not  I — for  in  deceiTinif 
Lies  the  dear  charm  of  life's  drlii^htfu!  dream ; 

I  can  IK  it  s|»are  the  luxury  of  helteviii^ 

'J'hat  ull  thiiii;«  lieautiful  orv  what  they  seem. 

Wlio  will  iH-licve  that,  with  a  sinilv  whose  blos»in(; 

WtniM,  likv  the  |)atri*ir(-h*9i.  t4oothi' a dyin^ hour; 
^V'ith  vi)i(v  UK  low,  B<(  Rcntl<*,  niul  rnniwinf; 

As  t'Vr  won  inuiili'irrt  lip  in  moonlight  liower; 

Witli  look,  like  patient  Jon*M,  em'hewinf;  evil; 

With  niotioiiK  f^arcful  as  a  ImhI's  in  air; 
'JMi<»u  art,  in  M)lM*r  truth,  the  vcrictit  drvil 

That  oVr  clincird  iin^cnt  in  a  captive^s  hair? 

Th.it  in  thy  vrinit  there  ^prin'^i*  a  poinon  r>uiit;iin, 
])r:i'i!itT  th:in  that  whifh  li:ithe«  the  up:iA-tnr; 

Anil  in  thy  wrnth.  a  nursinvr  eat  o*  nii>un!ain 
Is  ealin  aii  her  lml)e*ri  iile«'p  r«>ni{iareil  with  thee? 

And  unilerni-ath  that  fa«*e  like  Minnner'rt  oeean'ts 
Itii  lip  ori  moveleiMi,  and  its  rherk  as  rliMir, 

iSlunibom  a  whirlwind  of  the  heart*ii  emotions, 
Love,  hutrtHl,  pride,  ho{M>,  sorrow — all,  nave  fear. 

I^ove — for  thv  land,  as  if  nhe  were  thv  dan:;liter. 
Her  ]n]tcn  in  |ienee,  her  tomahawk  in  warn ; 

Hfttn^l^-of  mis9iionane!«  nn«l  eold  water; 
Pridi' — in  thy  rifle-tropliies  and  thy  scars; 

JInj»o — th:il  thy  wroiiBT"*  will  U*  by  the  threat  Spirit 
UeinruiUTM  and  n'^en^ed  when  thou  art  gone; 

SSorrow — tliut  ni»ne  an*  leH  thee  to  inlirrit 

Thy  name,  thy  fame,  thy  pamiions,  and  thy  throne. 


CoNNKCTIcrr. 


A^D  utill  her  pray  roek?*  tower  aliove  the  sea 
Thiit  nitinniifH  at  their  t'e«*t.  a  eonqnerM  w:iTe ; 

'Tm  a  rouiili  land  uf  earth,  and  Mtitne.  anil  tn*e. 
Where  ImMtheK  ni»  eaHtJitl  lord  or  eabinM  Ktave; 

Where  thoii-^ht*.  ami  ton  jue;*.  and  hands  are  Ntld 
nrid  fnM', 
And  Irien'N  will  finti  a  weleome,  fi»e<  a  jjra^; 

And  where  ni»ne  kne**!,  «:i\e  when  tii  Heaven  they 

Nor  even  then,  urile*-*  in  iln-ir  imn  way.      [pray. 

Tlji'ir-*  \*  a  pure  rrpiiMii'.  wi!d.  yet  titron!?, 
A  '•  fier»*e  de'invri  ■ie.'*  whi-re  all  are  tnie 

To  wh  It  th«MnM-I\ei  h.ivr  xotivl — ri-j! it  or  wn>n^ — 
And  ti»  their  law!«.  denominited  b!ije; 

(If  red.  th'^y  nu'.rht  »n  DRtni**  nvi'e  ln^Ianj?;) 
A  viMal  -tate.  wliii'h  |»i>wrr  einiM  nitt  Niiliilue, 

Nor  j»ro»niiM»  viii — like  hi-r  own  eule'*  ne?»t, 

s.irred — the  ^<an  Mirino  of  tlie  wi'*!. 

A  ju-tiee  of  the  |>ea»*e.  f»ir  tlie  time  N-ini;, 

They  Imiw  ti).  but  may  turn  him  out  next  year : 

They  reverence  their  priest,  but,  di«.iv:rei-ini; 
In  prii'e  or  en'ed,  di«iiit«<i  him  mith-uit  frar; 

Thi-y  hi\e  a  natiir.d  talent  for  fon'«ei'ini;f 

A  III!  kiii>wiin;  all  thiiit;* :  anil  Hhtmlil  P  i  a  k  appear 

From  hii  Ini;:  l.mr  in  Afrira.  ti>  tSow         rknnw. 

The  Nij;er*»  »«mri"e.  thev  M  nu^i't  him  with — We 


They  lore  their  land,  becania  it  b  ihrir 
And  arom  to  give  aught  other  won  whj ; 

Would  shake  hands  with  a  king  upoo  hia 
And  think  it  kindness  to  his  oMieaty; 

A  stublM>m  race,  fearing  and  flattehug 

Such  are  they  nurtured,  such  they  live  mad  dv 

All — but  a  few  apostates,  who  are  wwtmAMliw^g 

With  nieri-h.iiidiM.>,  pounds,  shilUnga,  pcaee,  aD 
IMiltlhn^; 

Or.  wunderirn;  thnmgh  the  Bouthrm  reontr.ei 
te:ii*hin^ 

Tlie  A  H  (•  from  WrssTra's  spellin?-H>4 ; 
(i.ili.int  ami  U'nIIv.  making  love  and  ptrochfr.  j. 

Ami  LiaiiiiiiLT.  b\  «  hat  thr>  call  •*  book  and  CF-H.-4.' 
And  \vli:it  the  nioruli->ti*  call  overrpachinc* 

A  dt«-«'nt  li\inL'.     The  Vtreinians  kiuk 
rp<iii  thrill  with  as  f4i%<Hirjble  eye« 
A-  (it Hill KL  «>n  the  (!i'\il  in  Par3t!i«^. 


Ktit  the«e  arp  but  their  mitcsKts.    Vi 

At  home,  where  all   their  woith  and  pnde  ai 
plaetil ; 
And  till -re  tlu-ir  ho«pit»Me  fire<  bum  clear. 

A  nd  therr  the  l»w|ie«t  farm-h<nxiie  hearth  i 
With  manly  he:irt<t.  in  pit  ty  Mncrre, 

Faithful  in  loxe,  in  honour  »trm  and 
In  frii'iid-liip  warm  and  tnie.  in  danger  bra^e. 
Delovnl  in  life,  and  !<ainte<)  in  the  grave. 

Ami  mimU  have  there  lieen  nurtured.  whosrroBtr.-^ 
I*  felt  even  in  their  nation'*  desiinv; 

Men  who  ^wayM  seiiatixi  with  a  «t«tesaMm*s  vnsi>. 
Ami  liiok'd  on  arniiet  with  a  leader's  eye; 

N.iim  <  that  a<luni  and  di;;nit\  llie  scrull 
Whi>i<<*  leaver  contain  their  country's 


Her-*  are  not  Teinpe**  nor  Arcailia's 
Sot  the  lon^  summer  of  (*aihayan 

The  vine^.  the  floweni,  llie  air.  the  akica,  thaC 
Sneh  wild  enrhantnieiil  oVr  BtirrAcrio's 

Of  FJiirenre  and  the  Arni^— \et  the  wing 
Of  tifi>*yi  lio«t  an?e|,  health.  ii«  on  her  galrs 

Throin;h  nun  an>l  !*ii<*w — and.  in  the  aula 

Karth  has  no  purer  and  n«)  lovelier  climr. 


u-^ 


l^mi 


Hit  clear,  wann  heaven  at  n>>on, 
^h^Mldrt 

Her  twiliiflit  hilU.— her  caoI  and 
llie  s!'trii>iii  splendour  of  her  "unset 

The  rainNjw  beauty  of  her  fiwest 
Come  o'lT  the  e\e.  in  *»litu«le  and  cnNnls. 

Where'er  hi*  wr?i  i^f  i^mis  lier  poet  wravv* 
AtpI  hi*  niind'n  bni;hte4t  vi«ion  tmt  displays 
The  autumn  w-enerv  of  his  bov hood's  daviL 


And  when  you  dream  of  wonuui.  and  her  \a%r . 

Her  truth,  lu'r  tenderness,  her  genllr  power; 
The  maiden.  hi>teniiig  in  the  moonhght  giowr; 

The  m«iiher.  mniliiu  in  her  inCuil's 
Forms,  features  wonhippM  while  we 
move. 

De,  t»y  «4mie  spirit  of  ynar  drMming  bawr, 
nom^.  like  I.orrtti»*s  chapeL  thraogh  the  air 
To  the  green  land  I  sing,  then  wake;  yoal  inJ 
them  there. 
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ALNWICK  CASTLE. 


HoicB  of  the  Percy's  high-bom  TBoe, 

Home  of  their  beautifbl  and  brave, 
Alike  their  birth  and  burial  place, 

Their  cradle  and  their  grave ! 
Still  sternly  o*er  the  castle  gate 
Their  house's  Lion  stands  in  state. 

As  in  his  proud  departed  hours ; 
And  warriors  frown  in  stone  on  high. 
And  feudal  banners  «  flout  the  sky*' 

Above  his  princely  towers. 

A  gentle  hill  its  side  inclines, 

Lovely  in  England's  &deless  green, 
To  meet  the  quiet  stream  which  winds 

Through  this  romantic  scene 
As  silently  and  sweetly  still. 
As  when,  at  evening,  on  that  hill. 

While  summer's  wind  blew  soft  and  low. 
Seated  by  gaUant  Hotspur's  side. 
His  Katharine  was  a  happy  bride, 

A  thousand  years  ago. 

Gaze  on  the  Abbey's  ruin'd  pile ; 

Does  not  the  succouring  ivy,  keeping 
Her  watch  around  it,  seem  to  smile, 

As  o'er  a  loved  one  sleeping  1 

One  solitary  turret  gray 

Still  tells,  in  melancholy  glory. 
The  legend  of  the  Cheviot  day, 

The  Percy's  proudest  border  story. 
That  day  its  roof  was  triumph*s  arch ; 

Then  rang,  from  aisle  to  pictured  dome. 
The  light  step  of  the  soldier's  march. 

The  music  of  the  trump  and  drum ; 
And  babe,  and  sire,  the  old,  the  young, 
And  the  monk's  hymn,  and  minstrel's  song. 
And  woman's  pure  kim,  sweet  and  long, 

Welcomed  her  warrior  home. 

Wild  roses  by  the  abbey  towers 

Are  gay  in  their  young  bud  and  bloom : 
They  were  bom  of  a  race  of  funeral  flowers 
That  garlanded,  in  long-gone  hours, 

A  Templar's  knightly  tomb. 
He  died,  the  sword  in  his  mailed  hand, 
On  the  holiest  spot  of  the  Blessed  Land, 

Where  the  Cross  was  damp'd  with  his  dying 
breath. 
When  blood  ran  free  as  festal  wine. 
And  the  sainted  air  of  Palestine 

Was  thick  with  the  darts  of  death. 

Wise  with  the  lore  of  centuries. 

What  tales,  if  there  be  <*  tongues  in  trees," 

Tliose  giant  oaks  could  tell. 
Of  beings  born  and  buried  here ; 
Tales  of  the  peasant  and  the  peer. 
Talcs  of  the  bridal  and  the  bier, 

The  welcome  and  farewell. 
Since  on  their  boughs  the  startled  bird 
First,  in  her  twilight  slumbers,  heard 

The  Norman's  curfew-belL 

I  wander'd  through  the  lofty  halls 
Trod  by  the  Percys  of  old  fame, 


And  traced  upon  the  chapel  waDa 

Each  high,  heroic  name. 
From  him  who  once  his  standard  set 
Where  now,  o'er  mosque  and  minaret, 

Glitter  the  Sultan's  crescent  moons ; 
To  him  who,  when  a  yoimger  son. 
Fought  for  King  George  at  Lexington, 

A  major  of  dragoons. 


That  last  half  stanza — it  has  dash'd 

From  my  warm  lip  the  sparkling  cup ; 
The  light  that  o'er  my  eyebeam  flash'd, 

The  power  that  bore  my  spirit  up 
Above  this  bank-note  world — is  gone ; 
And  Alnwick's  but  a  market  town, 
And  this,  alas !  its  market  day. 
And  beasts  and  borderers  throng  the  way ; 
Oxen  and  bleating  lambs  in  lots, 
Northumbrian  boors  and  plaided  Scots, 

Men  in  the  coal  and  cattle  line ; 
From  Teviot's  bard  and  hero  land, 
From  royal  Berwick's  beach  of  sand, 
From  Wooler,  Morpeth,  Hexham,  and 

Newcastle-upon-Tyne. 

These  are  not  the  romantic  times 
So  beautiful  in  Spenser's  rhymes. 

So  dazzling  to  the  dreaming  boy : 
Ours  are  the  days  of  fact,  not  &ble. 
Of  knights,  but  not  of  the  Round  Table, 

Of  Bailie  Jarvie,  not  Rob  Roy : 
'Tis  what  "  our  President,"  Monroe, 

Has  call'd  « the  era  of  good  feeling :" 
The  Highlander,  tlie  bitterest  foe 
To  modern  laws,  has  felt  their  blow, 
Consented  to  be  taxed,  and  vote. 
And  put  on  pantaloons  and  coat. 

And  leave  off  cattle-stealing ; 
Lord  Stalford  mines  for  coal  and  salt. 
The  Duke  of  Norfolk  deals  in  mah, 

The  Douglas  in  red  herrings: 
And  noble  name  and  cultured  land. 
Palace,  and  park,  and  vassal  band, 
Are  powerless  to  the  notes  of  hand 

Of  Rothschild  or  the  Barings. 

The  age  of  bargaining,  said  Burke, 
Has  come :  to-day  the  turban'd  Turk 
(Sleep,  Richard  of  the  lion  heart! 
Sleep  on,  nor  from  your  cerements  start) 

Is  England's  friend  and  fast  ally ; 
The  Moslem  tramples  on  the  Greek, 

And  on  the  Cross  and  altar  stone. 

And  Christendom  looks  tamely  on, 
And  hears  the  Christian  maiden  shriek, 

And  sees  the  Christian  father  die : 
And  not  a  sahre  blow  is  given 
For  Greece  and  fame,  for  faith  and  heaven. 

By  Europe's  craven  chivalry. 

Youll  ask  if  yet  the  Percy  lives 
In  the  arm'd  pomp  of  feudal  state  t 

The  present  representatives 

Of  Hotspur  and  his  «  gentle  Kate," 

Are  some  half-dozen  serving  men. 

In  the  drab  coat  of  William  Perm ; 
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A  chambeniMid,  whoie  lip  and  eye. 
And  cheek,  and  brown  hair,  bright  and  curling, 

Spoke  nature^g  ariatocrary ; 
And  one,  half  groom,  half  ameachal. 
Who  bow*d  me  through  court,  bower,  and  hall. 
From  donjon-keep  to  turret  wall, 
For  ten-and-aix pence  atcrling. 


MAGDALEN. 


A  A  worn  D,  whode  bla<lr  ban  neVr  been  wet 

With  blood,  except  of  frpc<lom*i»  foea; 
That  ho}ie  whirh«  though  itn  min  be  net, 

Still  with  a  Ktarlitrht  beauty  glown ; 
A  heart  that  wornhippM  in  Ri>iiiance 

The  Spirit  of  the  burietl  Time, 
And  dn'aniit  of  knight,  and  utoed,  and  lance. 

And  lailvc-Iove,  and  minatn'l-rhvrne ; 
Theite  had  been,  and  I  deemed  would  be 
My  joy,  whatcVr  my  deiUiny. 

Bom  in  a  camp,  iti  Wtttch-firrii  liright 

AliHic  illumed  my  rradle-lied  ; 
And  1  hod  Uinie  with  wild  delight 

My  Imiuier  where  Bolivar  led. 
Ere  niaiili(NMl*H  hue  wan  on  my  elieek, 

Or  inanhtxxrM  pride  wba  on  my  brow. 
Itif  ft>ld!!i  are  furlM — the  war-binl'a  beiik 

If  thimtv  on  the  Andes  now ; 
I  lon?M,  like  her,  for  othtT  nkiea 
Clouded  by  (jlory*ii  haerifice. 

In  (■rei'ce,  the  brave  heart*«  Httfy  I.«and, 

lu  MiKlier-rtoni;  the  bugle  iiini;it; 
Ami  I  had  buckled  on  my  brand. 

And  waited  but  tlie  M*a  wind'ii  winga, 
T«)  Ik*.!/  me  wtierts  or  lo*4  or  won 

Her  liattle,  ni  iu  frown  or  mnile. 
Men  live  with  tluiM'  uf  Marathun, 

Or  die  with  tbu«e  of  {V*io*H  iiiie ; 
And  liiid  in  VnlourV  tent  or  (iimb, 
In  life  or  deiith.  a  pturinui*  home. 

I  couki  have  left  but  veiitenlav 

w  m 

The  Heene  iif  my  lK>y-yeuri*  behind. 
Aim!  lloaUxI  on  mv  t^areleiw  wav 

Wherever  willM  tlu'  bn>athing  wind. 
I  could  ha\e  buile  adieu  to  autcht 

r\e  Miuglit,  or  mel,  or  ueleonMil  heie, 
Witli4»ut  un  li«iur  of  hliaded  thoui^ht, 

A  Hik{h,  a  munuur,  or  a  tear. 
Sui'h  wan  I  vei>terilav — but  then 
I  iiml  not  known  thee.  Magdalen. 

To-iliiy  there  in  a  eli,in<:f  uithin  me. 

There  in  a  weight  u|hmi  my  brow. 
And  Fame,  w)iom>  whi<*|x*ni  t»ner  n>tiM  win  me 

From  all  I  Imetl,  in  {MiwerleiM  now. 
There  ever  i«  a  form,  a  ivwv 

Of  maiden  tH*auty  in  my  dreain«, 
SiN'«>«lin:;  More  um',  hke  the  rare 

To  oeran  of  ttie  mountain  atreama 
Wit!i  daiu-iiiJT  hair,  and  laughing  rye«. 
That  !«eem  to  nuiek  me  an  it  fliea. 

My  iiwonl — it  idumberB  in  it«  i4ieath ; 
My  hope*— their  atarry  light  ia  gtme ; 


I 
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My  heart— the  fabled  dock  of  dsMli, 
Beata  with  the  aame  low,  linfMing 

And  thia,  the  land  of  Mafdbkn, 
Het'uia  now  the  only  apol  on  cvA 

Where  akiea  are  blue  and  flowvm  Mi 
And  here  Fd  iHiild  my 

And  breathe  my  aong  of  joy, 

A  lovely  being*a  name  willi 

In  vain !  in  vain !  the  aan  ia 

To  Hea !  to  Hea !  my  tadt  ia  then ; 
But  when  among  the  luimoonied  (had 

They  lay  me,  and  the  ooean  air 
BringM  tidiniTM  ijf  ray  day  </  doom, 

Mayat  thiMi  be  then,  •■  now  tbo«  w^ 
The  load-ittar  of  a  happy  hooie ; 

In  umile  and  voice,  in  eye  and  haait 
The  nmo  an  thou  haal  erer  been. 
The  loved,  the  b%elv  Magdaleo. 


TWILIf^HT. 


-rtf 


THF.ar.  if*  an  evening  twilight  of  the  hnrt. 

When  iin  wild  i«wion-wavea  are  lulTd  lo 
And  the  eye  mr*^  life*M  fairy  irenea  depart. 

Ah  faili«f  the  day-lieam  in  the  roay  wral 
*Tif(  with  a  n^meleM  freling  of  rrgrrt 

W'v  traze  u{Min  them  as  they  melt  awajt 
And  fomlly  woukl  we  lad  them  lingrr  yet. 

But  ho{ie  it  niuml  u«  with  her  angrl  laj, 
II:iilini!  afar  mnm*  ha|ifii«*r  m«»onlichl  boor; 
Dear  an*  her  whiK|M*ri  atilt,  though  loal  IImt 
power. 

In  youth  the  cheek  wan  crimaon*d  with  her  ^ow; 

Her  Muile  wan  lovelieM  then;  her  oiatan  aong 
Wa-<  hea^en'f  own  nm^ie,  and  the  note  of  wq 

Wat  all  unheard  her  ^unlly  tiowera 
LifeV  little  world  uf  IJiiui  wa*  newly 

We  knew  nt»t,  can\l  not.  it  wa*  bom  lo  Afi, 
F!u*hM  with  the  cool  bnvxr  ami  tliedrwaof  i 

With  daneing  heart  we  tcariNl  on  the  poK  tkv. 
Ati'l  MKtrkM  tlie  |ia2«Nini(rliHid^  thatdimoiM  itol 
Like  our  »»wn  ii«»rnmii  then — ai 


i 


Anil  nmnh'Mid  felt  her  Hway  too— on  the  fvt. 

Halt*  nulixitl,  her  e.u-ly  ilreama  bonC 
Her  promiM>«i  b«iwer  of  happtnraa  awm*d 

Iti>  da>N  <»f  joy.  itfi  %iinU  of  delight; 
And  thitucli  at  tuncH  might  lower  the 

And  the  nil  littbtningii  threaten.  atiB  the  ar 
Wat  baiiny  with  \wt  )«n*ath.  and  hrr  loved 

Tlie  rdiiilx'W  I  if  the  heart,  wa«  hovrring 
Tjs  in  lifi**  n'"»ntide  Jie  \*  nrarr«t  aeen.    ' 
Her  w  rrath  the  vummer  flower,  her  robe  of 


But  thouzh  leiM  dazzling  in  her  twihghl 

Th«'n'*)>  mitn*  of  heaven'*  pure  beoa 
Th-it  anirrlninille  i>f  tramiuil  lofelineoa, 

Whirb  the  heart  worrfiifMi.  glowing  oo 
That  Mnile  nhall  brighlrn  the  dim  rvenii 

That  |ii>inu  our  destined  tooih.  nor  •*< 
Till  the  faint  hicht  uf  Itie  ia  fled  a&r. 

And  hu!ih*d  the  laat  deep  beating  of  ihe 
Thi*  nietettr  U-arrr  of  our  paftiog  fcnath, 
A  rnoiMiU'am  in  the  midnight  cloud  of 
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MARCO  BOZZARIS.* 

At  midnight,  in  hii  guarded  tent. 

The  Turk  was  dreaming  of  the  hoar 
When  Greece,  her  knee  in  rapplianoe  bent, 

Should  tremble  at  his  power: 
In  dreams,  through  camp  and  court,  he  bore 
The  trophies  of  a  conqueror; 

In  dreams  his  song  of  triumph  heard ; 
Then  wore  his  monarch's  signet-ring: 
Then  press'd  that  monarch's  throne — a  king; 
As  wild  his  thoughts,  and  gay  of  wing, 

As  Eden's  garden-bird. 

At  midnight,  in  the  forest  shades, 

BozzABis  ranged  his  Suliote  band. 
True  as  the  steel  of  their  tried  blades. 

Heroes  in  heart  and  hand. 
There  had  the  Persian's  thousands  stood. 
There  had  the  glad  earth  drunk  their  blood 

On  old  Platca's  day ; 
And  now  there  breathed  that  haunted  air 
The  sons  of  sires  who  conquer'd  there. 
With  arm  to  strike,  and  soul  to  dare. 

As  quick,  as  fiur  as  they. 

An  hour  pass'd  on — the  Turk  awoke; 

That  bright  dream  was  his  last; 
He  awoke — to  hear  his  sentries  shriek, 
"To  arms !  they  come !  the  Greek !  the  Greek !" 
He  woke— >to  die  midst  flame,  and  smoke, 
And  shout,  and  groan,  and  sabre-stroke. 

And  death-shots  falling  thick  and  fast 
As  lightnings  from  the  mountain-cloud ; 
And  heard,  with  voice  as  trumpet  loud, 

BozzARis  cheer  his  band : 
"  Strike— till  the  last  arm'd  foe  expires ; 
Strike— for  your  altars  and  your  fires ; 
Strike-— for  the  green  graves  of  your  sires ; 

God — and  your  native  land !" 

They  fought— like  brave  men,  long  and  well ; 

They  piled  that  ground  with  Moslem  slain ; 
They  conqu^d — ^but  Bozzaris  fell. 

Bleeding  at  every  vein. 
His  few  surviving  comrades  saw 
His  smile  when  rang  their  proud  hurrah, 

And  the  red  field  was  won : 
Then  saw  in  death  his  eyelids  close 
Calmly,  as  to  a  night's  repose. 

Like  flowers  at  set  of  sun. 

Come  to  the  bridal  chamber.  Death ! 

Come  to  the  mother's,  when  she  feels. 
For  the  first  time,  her  firstborn's  breath ; 

Come  when  the  blessed  seals 
That  close  the  pestilence  are  broke. 
And  crowded  cities  wail  its  stroke ; 

*  He  fell  in  an  attack  upon  the  Turkish  camp  at  Laspi, 
the  the  of  the  ancient  Platsa,  August  90,1803,  and  expired 
In  the  moment  of  victory.  His  last  words  were:  "To 
die  for  liberty  is  a  pleasure,  not  a  pain." 


Come  in  consumption's  ghastly  form. 
The  earthquake  ^ock,  the  ooean-ctorm. 
Come  when  the  heart  beats  high  and  warm. 

With  banquei-flong,  and  dance,  and  wine; 
And  thou  art  terrible — the  tear, 
The  groan,  the  knell,  the  poll,  the  bier; 
And  all  we  know,  or  dream,  or  fear 

Of  agony,  are  thine. 

But  to  the  hero,  when  his  sword 

Has  won  the  battle  for  the  free. 
Thy  voice  sounds  like  a  prophet's  word ; 
And  in  its  hollow  tones  ere  heard 

The  thanks  of  millions  yet  to  be. 
Come,  when  his  task  of  fame  is  wrought — 
Come,  with  her  laurel-leaf,  blood-bought— 

Come  in  her  crowning  hour — and  then 
Thy  sunken  eye's  unearthly  light 
To  him  is  welcome  as  the  sight 

Of  sky  and  stars  to  pnson'd  men : 
Thy  grasp  is  welcome  as  the  hand 
Of  brother  in  a  foreign  land ; 
Thy  summons  welcome  as  the  cry 
That  told  the  Indian  isles  were  nigh 

To  the  world-seeking  Genoese, 
When  the  land-wind,  firom  woods  of  palm. 
And  orange-groves,  and  fields  of  balm. 

Blew  o'er  the  Haytian  seas. 

BozKARis !  with  the  storied  brave 

Greece  nurtured  in  her  glory's  time. 
Rest  thee — there  is  no  prouder  grave. 

Even  in  her  own  proud  clime. 
She  wore  no  funeral  weeds  for  thee, 

Nor  bade  the  dark  hearse  wave  its  plume. 
Like  torn  branch  from  death's  leafless  tree. 
In  sorrow's  pomp  and  pageantry. 

The  heartless  luxury  of  the  tomb: 
But  she  remembers  thee  as  one 
Long  loved,  and  for  a  season  gone ; 
For  thee  her  poet's  lyre  is  wreathed, 
Her  marble  wrought,  her  music  breathed ; 
For  thee  she  rings  the  birthday  bells ; 
Of  thee  her  babes'  first  lisping  tells : 
For  thine  her  evening  prayer  is  said 
At  palace  couch,  and  cottage  bed ; 
Her  soldier,  closing  with  the  foe. 
Gives  for  thy  sake  a  deadlier  blow ; 
His  plighted  maiden,  when  she  fears 
For  him,  the  joy  of  her  young  years. 
Thinks  of  thy  fiite,  and  checks  her  tears: 

And  she,  the  mother  of  thy  boys, 
Though  in  her  eye  and  faded  cheek 
Is  read  the  grief  she  will  not  speak, 

The  memory  of  her  buried  joys, 
And  even  she  who  gave  thee  birth. 
Will,  by  their  pilgrim-circled  hearth. 

Talk  of  thy  doom  without  a  sigh : 
For  thou  art  Freedom's  now,  and  Fame's, 
One  of  the  few,  the  immortal  names. 

That  were  not  bom  to  die. 
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HiMi'KL  Gr  14 WOLD  GiMiDRirH  IK  a  native  of 
Rldurth-Iii.  (Ill  the  womUtii  UtnliT  of  (*(>nni*rticut, 
uiiil  WiiH  iMirri  iilKiut  thf  yrjr  IV.Mk  IIm  father 
w:l<4  ii  n'!4pivlahli*  rI<Tf;yinuii,  (li-itiiii^iiUhitl  for  hisi 
hiiiiplicily  of  rlur.u'ti'r,  ntron^^  roiiiiiion  m*iii«o,  aiul 
(■liN[ui>iirr.  Uur  author  waM  I'lluratctl  in  the  com- 
nioii  Hi-htioU  \*i'  hirt  native  town,  ami  mioii  aA4*r 
he  wart  twriity-«Mio  yearn  (»lil.  i*iii;:i,{e(i  in  tho 
buMiirHM  of  |iii!iIiNhin){,  in  Hurtfonl.  where  he 
ri'fii(ii'<l  fur  MeviTil  yram.  In  1SU4.  U'ing  in  ill 
health,  he  ^iMted  Europ«\  and  tni\ellei]  over  En^- 
bnd,  France,  Germany,  and  HoUuiuL  devotins; 
hirt  attention  particularly  to  the  in*>titutioi»  for 
education;  and  on  liirt  return,  ha^iii;;  determined 
to  atteMi)it  all  iin|iroveiiii>nt  in  |MHik*i  fi>r  the  youiif^. 
estalili>hed  hiiiisi'lf  in  Do^tton.  ami  eomnienced 
the  trade  of  authornhip.  iSiiiee  that  time  he  ha« 
product*!]  from  twenty  to  thirty  volumen,  under 
the  Mii^natun*  of  •» Peter  ParNy,"  wliich  have 
{Mrtrted  throiii^h  a  KrtMt  nuniU'r  of  edilioim  in  thiit 
e«iuntry  and  in  Kn;;iand,  and  hi>fn  tmiiMlated  into 
M'\er:tl  t'oreii^n  lancua^^es.  Of  simic  of  thcHe 
wiirkrt  more  than  tifty  thi>usarid  copicrt  are  cirru- 
lated  annuiiUv.  In  HUl  Mr.  (MNiiiRini  com- 
nienc(>d  »  The  Token,**  an  aim  nan*,  of  wliich  he 
wa4  the  editor  for  fourteen  vearM.     In  this  lerieii 
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I. 
I'll  tell  vrtu  a  fairv  tale  tliat**  new — 
H«iw  llie  inrrry  el\ei«  o\*r  the  i»«*iMn  flew, 
Kfinn  till"  Knierald  i*le  to  tliH  f.ir-iitf  i>horr, 
Art  llu-y  wen»  wont  in  the  davi*  of  yon*— 
AinI  phi\  M  lh<*ir  praiiki*  one  iniNinht  niffht. 
Where  thi'  /cjiliwrt  alone  rould  H*e  the  ritrht. 

II. 

Ere  the  ol  1  world  yet  Iml  fi>«nd  the  new, 
The  t'.iiriert  oft  in  their  frnli«-rt  flew. 
To  the  t"r;i.:ranl  i»i|i'«  of  the  ( '.irrjl»f«»— 
I)ri.;ht  N>'soni-iiiMii"«  i^f  a  e»»Id«'ii  «ra. 
To.»  d.ir'-i  w.irt  the  film  of  ihr  Iriilian*'*  eye, 
Th'"'***  •.;o-*'.a»ner  sprite*  !i»  •nj-.jHvt  ttr  "p).^ 
S.i  tlii'v  d  llll•l^!  I. Ill  ih«'  *pi«'y  ;rri»vi».«  imvii>n, 
Aii'l  L:iy  were  their  c"i"i*''»Hn;fc'^.  I  wivn : 
K«»r  ihi'  fiirie*,  like  other  di««4-n*it  little  elven. 
Are  fnr-t  jind  fondetit  when  all  hy  thi-rnrteheji. 
No  th'iiuht  hiid  they  thit  in  after  time 
T!:e  nni'M'  wiuild  «i-ho  their  di'dU  in  rhvino ; 
So.  mvly  il'»!'i:i4  Ii::hl  htiM-kiiig  and  *^\t^, 
Tlit-y  trippM  o*i-r  ih*'  meailitw  all  d.ippled  in  dew. 
I  ciiiill  irll.  if  1  would.  4itnie  rijlit  iiH'rry  t.ili-rt 
Of  uno!i]i|H  r*d  fairieM  that  danri*tl  in  tlie  ijlest-^ 


he  puhlioheil  rnont  of  the  pormt  of  whirk 

known  to  U>  the  author.     Ther  wnr  all 

winle  he  wan  actively  eneaffnl  in  bu«iDc«k     Hia 

"  Fireiiide    Kdiieution**  wa«   rompowd    in   aity 

dayK,  uhile  he  wan  diitcharvinf  hi*  dntsM  m  a 

menilter  of  the  MaHMiehuwiU  8nwir,  Bad  wapn^ 

uttendin;(  Inn  puhlinhinfr  entaMuhmnii ;  sad  ka 

numorourt  other  prone  worka  wm  proJncvd  viih 

equal  mpidity.     In  1R37  he  puMialMd 

entitled  •*  The  Outraat,  and  other  Ft 

of  the   rontentft  of  which  had 

priiitiHl;   and,  in   1941,  "HkeCrhM 

dent'fi  Winil'tw,"  a  eollertinn  of 

writimr*  that  had  ori^nallj  appear wi  b  "Tbt 

Toki'ii*'  ami  other  perioiliralii. 

Mr.  GiMinRirM  haa  been  a  Uhnal  pabva  tt 
American  anth(»ni  ami  artinU;  and  it  ■  qanfeaA- 
ahle  whether  any  otlier  penmn  haa  dona  aa  mufk 
to  impn>ve  the  Htyle  of  the  lH>ok  manufiMtof*.  or  to 
promote  the  artrt  of  eiijrnivini^.  It  i«  Mir^n!  Ihil 
he  han  put  in  circulation  ni«ire  than  two  -*■»«-■»« 
of  volumert  of  hirt  own  prihluctiona ;  all  of  wfcirk 
inculcate  pun*  niiirality,  and  cheerful  «ir««  of  Ul 
Hirt  iit\Ie  irt  simple  and  unafleetn! ;  the  flofW  tt 
hirt  verM*  nieliNliourt;  and  hin  ratjerta  iniMiaBr 
such  x«  lie  h  cufittble  of  treating  movt  ncttmiaUj- 


Dut  the  lovers  of  iwandal  I  leave  in  the 
And,  iK'rtidtm,  tlu*«e  elveii don't  belonf  to  tha< 
If  thry  daiici'il — l»e  it  known — 'twaa  no 

rlime 
Of  your  MiTHra*  and  IfuoKEB*.  whnv 

wail  crime ; 

Where  si-ii!iii>-I  \irtue  kept  (niard  o*er  the  Gpi 
Thoiicfi  wttchcnifl  stole  into  the  heart  br  a  tb^* 
<).  Ill  I !  't  wa*>  the  l.iiid  of  the  fniit  and  the  flow- 
Where  summer  and    Hprin^   Hi»th  dwdl  m  aw 

Ititwfr— 
Where  rmr  hiin?  the  citron,  all    ripe  froa  Af 

Ntiu'h, 
.\nd  i!ie  Krlirr  iMth  M<M«<im«  rncirrled  ita  hnm^^ 
Where  thi*  mouniainn  emUi^miM  rich  tianaaf 

ff«»ld. 
And  the  HMT*  oVr  niMe*  and  emeralila  raO*^ 
It  w:i4  \\t  ri>.  where  tlie  «ras<'nfi  rame  onlv  t 

m 

Ami  tSe  f.iohnmrt  of  Eden  rtitl  Unffer'd.  la 
That  thertt*  ^y  little  fRinea  were  wont,  aa  I  ■ 
Til  "t'-il  in  t'oir  merrif<«t  nmSnbi  awar. 
Hut,  ilr-i  \\n*  the  cun.iin  o'er  frolie  and  fta^ 
Too  C'Khl  t.t  *«■  I'ltil.  nr  ttvi  had  to  he  dt^QC, 
I  'pTixi-  \iiii  a  li-^i  III!  fn^in  Fancy's  own 
Thi>i;:;!i   I  w  xr.i  y-iu  he*a  ^vrn  to 

WTitrh  ! 

Rut  I  !•  j'Ti  l>y  ihf  li-?>-nd4  of  brerira  and  (vaik% 
*Ti«  a«  tr  11'   1%  till-  fairv  talea  ti»U  in  tha 
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III. 

One  night  when  the  moon  shone  fair  on  the  main, 
Choice  spirits  were  gathered  *twijct  Derry  and  Spain, 
And  lightly  embarking  firom  Erin's  bold  clifib, 
They  slid  o*er  the  wave  in  their  moonbeam  ddfis. 
A  ray  for  a  mdder — a  thought  for  a  sail, 
Swift,  swifl  was  each  bark  as  the  wing  of  the  gale. 
Yet  long  were  the  tale,  should  I  linger  to  say 
What  gambol  and  frolic  enliven'd  the  way ; 
How  they  flirted  with  bubbles  that  danced  on  the 

wave. 
Or  listen'd  to  mermaids  that  sang  from  the  care ; 
Or  slid  with  the  moonbeams  down  deep  to  the  grove 
Of  coral,  "  where  mullet  and  gold-fish  rove  :** 
How  there,  in  long  vistas  of  ulence  and  sleep, 
They  waltzed,  as  if  mocking  the  death  of  the  deep: 
How  oft,  where  the  wreck  lay  scatterM  and  torn. 
They  peep'd  in  the  skull — now  ghastly  and  lorn ; 
Or  deep,  mid  wild  rocks,  quizzed  the  goggling  shark. 
And  mouth'd  at  the  sea-wolf — so  solemn  and 

stark — 
Each  seeming  to  think  that  the  earth  and  the  sea 
Were  made  but  for  fairies — for  gambol  and  glee ! 
Enough,  that  at  last  they  came  to  the  isle. 
Where  moonlight  and  fragrance  were  rivals  the 

while. 
Not  yet  had  those  vessels  from  Palos  been  here. 
To  turn  the  bright  gem  to  the  blood-mingled  tear. 
O,  no !  still  blissful  and  peaceful  the  land. 
And  the  merry  elves  flew  from  the  sea  to  the  strand. 
Right  happy  and  joyous  seemM  now  the  bright  crew. 
As  they  tripp'd  mid  the  orange  g^ves  flashing  in 

dew. 
For  they  were  to  hold  a  revel  that  night, 
A  gay,  fancy  ball,  and  each  to  be  dight 
In  the  gem  or  the  flower  that  fancy  might  choose 
From  mountain  or  vale,  for  its  fragrance  or  hues. 

IT. 

Away  sped  the  maskers  like  arrows  of  light, 
To  gather  their  gear  for  the  revel  bright. 
To  the  dazzling  peaks  of  far-off  Peru, 
In  emulous  speed  some  sportive  flew — 
And  deep  in  the  mine,  or  mid  glaciers  on  high, 
For  ruby  and  sapphire  searched  heedful  and  sly. 
For  diamonds  rare  that  gleam  in  the  bed 
Of  Brazilian  streams,  some  merrily  sped. 
While  others  for  topaz  and  emerald  stray. 
Mid  the  cradle  clifis  of  the  Paraguay. 
As  these  are  gathering  the  rarest  of  gems. 
Others  are  plucking  the  rarest  of  stems. 
They  range  wild  dells  where  the  zephyr  alone 
To  ihe  blushing  blossoms  before  was  known ; 
Through  forests  they  fly,  whose  branches  are  hung 
By  creeping  plants,  with  fair  flowerets  strung — 
Where  temples  of  nature  with  arches  of  bloom. 
Are  lit  by  the  moonlight,  and  faint  with  perfume. 
They  stray  where  the  mangrove  and  clematis  twine. 
Where  azalia  and  laurel  in  rivalry  shine ; 
Where,  tall  as  the  oak,  the  passion-tree  glows, 
And  jasmine  is  blent  with  rhodora  and  rose. 
0*cr  blooming  savannas  and  meadows  of  light. 
Mid  regions  of  summer  they  sweep  in  their  flight. 
And  gathering  the  fairest  they  speed  to  their  bower. 
Each  one  with  his  frtvourite  brilliant  or  flower. 


y. 

The  hour  is  come,  and  the  fairies  are  seen 
In  their  plunder  array*d  on  the  moonlit  green. 
The  music  is  breathed — 'tis  a  soft  tone  of  pleasmpe. 
And  the  light  giddy  throng  whirl  into  the  measure. 
'T  was  a  joyous  dance,  and  the  dresses  were  bright. 
Such  as  never  were  known  till  that  famous  night; 
For  the  gems  and  the  flowers  that  shone  in  the  scene, 
O'ermatch'd  the  reg^ia  of  princess  and  queen. 
No  gaudy  slave  to  a  fair  one's  brow 
Was  the  rose,  or  the  ruby,  or  emerald  now; 
But  lighted  with  souls  by  the  playful  elves. 
The  brilliants  and  blossoms  seem'd  dancing  them- 
selves. 

TI. 

Of  all  that  did  chance,  'twere  a  long  tale  to  tell. 
Of  the  dresses  and  waltzes,  and  who  was  the  belle ; 
But  each  were  so  happy,  and  all  were  so  fair, 
That  night  stole  away  and  the  dawn  caught  them 

there ! 
Such  a  scampering  never  before  was  seen 
As  the  fairies'  flight  on  that  island  green. 
They  rush'd  to  the  bay  with  twinkling  feet. 
But  vain  was  their  haste,  for  the  moonlight  fleet 
Had  pass'd  with  the  dawn,  and  never  again 
Were  those  fairies  permitted  to  traverse  the  main^ — 
But  mid  the  groves,  when  the  sun  was  high. 
The  Indian  marked  with  a  worshipping  eye 
The  humming-birds,  all  unknown  before. 
Glancing  like  thoughts  from  flower  to  flower. 
And  seeming  as  if  earth's  loveliest  things, 
The  brilliants  and  blossoms,  had  taken  wings  :— 
And  frmcy  hath  whispered  in  numbers  light. 
That  these  are  the  fairies  who  danced  that  night, 
And  linger  yet  in  the  garb  they  wore. 
Content  in  our  clime,  and  more  blest  than  before! 


THE  RIVER. 

0,  TELL  me,  pretty  river! 

Whence  do  thy  waters  flow  1 
And  whither  art  thou  roaming. 

So  pensive  and  so  slow  1 

«  My  birthplace  was  the  mountain. 
My  nurse,  the  April  showers ; 

My  cradle  was  a  fountain, 
O'ercurtain'd  by  wild  flowers. 

«*  One  mom  I  ran  away, 
A  madcap,  hoyden  rill— 

And  many  a  prank  that  day 
I  play'd  adown  the  hill ! 

«<  And  then,  mid  meadowy  banks, 
I  flirted  with  the  flowers. 

That  stoop'd,  with  glowing  lips. 
To  woo  me  to  their  bowers. 

«  But  these  bright  scenes  are  o'er. 
And  darkly  flows  my  wave— 

I  hear  the  ocean's  roar. 

And  there  must  be  my  grave !" 
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THE  LEAF. 

It  came  with  iprinf  *■  soft  lun  and  nkomtn, 
Mid  bunting  bud«  and  blushing  flowen ; 
It  flouri«h*d  on  the  nme  light  Mtem, 
It  drank  the  same  clear  dews  with  them. 
The  crimson  tints  of  summer  mom. 
That  gilded  one,  did  each  adoni. 
The  breeze,  that  whisper*d  light  and  brief 
1\>  l>u(l  or  blosaom,  kiiis*d  the  leaf; 
Wh<*n  o*er  the  Iraf  the  tempest  flew, 
The  bud  and  blomiom  trenibU-d  too. 

Hut  itn  companions  pajw*d  away, 
And  left  the  h'af  to  lone  decay. 
l*lie  gentle  gales  of  spring  went  hy* 
The  fruitri  and  flowers  of  summer  die. 
The  autumn  windu  swept  o\>r  the  hill, 
And  winter's  breutli  came  cold  and  chilL 
The  leaf  now  yielded  to  the  blant. 
And  on  the  rui%hing  Htn*aui  was  cast 
Far,  fur  it  glided  to  the  sea. 
And  whirlM  and  eddied  wearily. 
Till  Muddenly  it  sank  to  rest. 
And  blumln-r'd  in  the  ocean's  breast. 

TliUM  life  liegins — its  moniing  hours, 
Drii(ht  as  the  liirth*'Jay  of  the  flowers ; 
ThuM  pUMies  like  the  l«*aveii  away, 
As  withered  and  as  lost  as  tliey. 
Beneath  the  |Kirent  roof  we  meet 
In  joyous  groups,  and  guyly  gr<^t 
'J'he  »;i)lden  Iteains  of  lo\e  and  light, 
'I'liat  kindle  to  the  youthful  »itcht. 
But  soon  we  part,  and  one  by  one. 
Like  leavtm  and  flowers,  the  group  is  gone. 
One  K<'ntle  spirit  seeks  tlie  tonib, 
Hill  lir<m-  vet  frcbh  with  chiMhi>od*s  bloom. 
Another  treadii  the  i>ath>«  of  finie, 
Antl  IkirtiTH  \n*M'c  Ut  win  a  name. 
Ant>ther  still  tempts  fortune's  wave, 
An«l  S4*t'king  wealth,  Mecun-it  a  K:r:i>e. 
Tlie  laxt  ;;ras(>s  yet  the  brittle  thread — 
Thou-jli  fnrnds  are  g«>ne  and  joy  is  dead, 
8till  d.irfn  the  dark  and  fretful  tide, 
And  rlutrhes  at  its  power  and  pride, 
Tdl  suddenly  the  wat««rs  sever. 
And,  like  the  leaf,  he  sinks  forever. 


"FiTHKB  or  IiAKKs!**  Uiv  wiiters  liend 
Beyonil  the  eagle's  utnuM  view, 

When,  tlirontnl  in  heaven,  he  mva  thee  send 
B.i(*k  to  the  skv  its  world  of  Mue. 

Boiinilless  ami  deep,  the  forests  weave 
Thrir  twilight  shade  thy  l»orders  o'er, 

.\nil  threaUMiing  difls,  like  giants,  heave 
Their  rugged  forms  along  thy  shore. 

Pale  Silrnce,  mid  thy  hollow  caves. 
With  listening  ear,  in  sadness  broods; 


Or  startled  Echo,  o'er  thj 
Bends  the  hoarw  wol^BOtai  of  dij 

Nor  can  the  light  eanoea,  that  glide 
Across  thy  breast  like  thinga  of  air. 

Chase  from  thy  lone  and  level  tide 
The  s]iell  of  stillncaa  mgnnif 

Yet  round  this  waste  of  wood  and 
Unheard,  unseen,  a  spirit  Uvea, 

That,  breathing  o'er  cerh  rock  and 
To  all  a  wild,  strange  aspect  give^ 

The  thunder-riven  oak,  that  flinfe 
Its  Krisly  arms  athwart  the  sky, 

A  sudden,  startling  image  brings 
To  the  lone  travrUer*s  kindled  eycu 

The  gnarl'd  and  braided  boughs,  thai 
Their  dim  forms  in  the  forest  shade. 

Like  wri'stling  serpents  seem,  and  throw 
Fantastic  horrors  through  the  glade. 

The  very  echoes  round  this  shore 
Have  caught  a  strange  and  KiltlMTing 

For  they  have  told  the  war-whoi>p  o'er. 
Till  the  wild  rhorus  is  their  own. 

Wave  of  the  wilderness,  adieu  ! 

Adieu,  ye  roeks,  ye  wilds  ami  wcxhIb  ! 
Roll  on.  thou  element  of  Mue, 

And  fill  these  awful  solituiles! 


Thou  hast  no  ule  to  tell  of 

God  is  thy  theme.     \  e  sounding 

Whis|ier  of  Him,  whoiie  mighty  |daa 
Deems  as  a  bulible  all  your  waves ! 


THE  SPORTIVE  SYLPHS. 

Ta  E  sportive  s^'lphs  that  course  the  air, 
rnM>«>n  on  win^rs  that  twilight  wean 

An)und  the  ojiening  rose  repair. 
And  breathe  sweet  incense  o'er  its 

M'ith  sparkling  cups  of  bubbles  made. 

Tliev  catrh  the  ruddv  beams  of  daT, 
Anil  steal  the  rainlsiw*s  sweetest  shadi^ 

Their  blusliing  favourite  to  array. 

They  irither  gems  with  sunbeams  brifhl. 
From  floatinf?  chnKls  and  falling 

They  rob  Anrora*ii  birks  of  light 
To  grare  their  own  fair  queen  of 


Thus.  thu4  ailomed.  the  speaking 
Berames  a  t«tken  fit  to  tell 

Of  thintfs  that  wonls  can  ne*er 
And  naught  but  this  reveal  so 

Then,  take  my  flower,  and  let  its 
Beside  thy  heart  be  cheriah'd 

While  that  confidinc  heart 
The  thought  it  whispers  to 


II 


ISAAC  CLASON. 


PBonabootine.   Dltd,lML] 


LAsoir  wrote  the  Seventeenth  and  Eight- 
OB  of  Don  Juan — a  continuAtion  of  the 
trd  Btroit — published  in  1825.  I  have 
»le  to  learn  many  particulars  of  his  bio- 
le  was  bom  in  the  city  of  New  York, 
father  was  a  distinguished  merchant, 
ited  at  Columbia  College  in  1813.  He 
considerable  fortune,  but  in  the  pur- 
Lsure  he  spent  it  all,  and  much  besides, 
»m  his  relatives.  He  was  in  turn  a  gay 
ndon  and  Pazis,  a  writer  for  the  public 
1  actor  in  the  theatres,  and  a  private 


tutor.  A  mystery  hangs  over  his  doting  yean. 
It  has  been  stated  that  he  was  found  dead  in  an 
obscure  lodging-house  in  London,  under  circum- 
stances that  led  to  a  belief  that  he  committed  sui- 
cide, about  the  year  1830. 

Besides  his  continuation  of  Don  Juan,  he  wrote 
but  little  poetry.  The  (wo  cantos  which  he  left 
under  that  title,  have  much  of  the  spirit  and  feel- 
ing, in  thought  and  diction,  which  characterize  the 
work  of  Btbos'.  He  was  a  man  of  attractive  man- 
ners and  brilliant  conversation.  His  fate  is  an 
unfiBivounible  commentary  on  his  character. 


^M^^^^V^^^^^^^^k^^^^^^*^^^^^^ 


NAPOLEON/ 


ind  so  well  as  that  of  France — 
NiPOLso^r  and  CHiiiLEMAGirs, 
for  valour,  women,  wit,  and  dance. 
Burgundy,  and  bright  Champagne, 
y  word  in  battle  was.  Advance ; 
it  grand  genius,  who  seem'd  bom  to  reign, 
n  Ammon's  son,  who  boasted  birth 
en,  and  spum'd  all  sons  of  earth; 

A  he  who  wore  his  buskins  high, 
B  arm'd,  impressed  upon  his  seal ; 
d  at  poor  Calprurnia's  prophecy, 
d  the  stroke  he  soon  was  doom'd  to  feel; 
e  ides  of  March  breath'd  his  last  sigh, 
rus  pluck'd  away  his  "cursed  steel," 
^,  as  he  expired,  "Et  tu,  Brute," 
78  thought  he  only  did  his  duty  ; 

n  he,  who,  at  nine  years  of  age, 
bage'  altar  swore  eternal  hate ; 
a  rancour  time  could  ne'er  assuage, 
.'lings  no  reverse  could  moderate, 
ts  such  as  few  would  dare  engage, 
pes  that  no  misfortune  could  abate, 
LB  rival,  both  with  broken  hearts, — 
beir  fate,  and  such  was  Boitaparte's. 

BoicAPARTE !  thy  name  shall  live 

's  last  echo  shall  have  ceased  to  sound ; 

mity's  confines  can  give 

»  reverberation,  round  and  round 

B  of  heaven,  the  long,  deep  cry  of  "Vive 

tN !"  in  thunders  shall  rebound ; 

ng's  flash  shall  blaze  thy  name  on  high, 

r  earth,  flow  meteor  of  the  sky ! 

gh  on  St  Helena's  rocky  shore 

d  be  pillowM,  and  thy  form  entomb'd, 

at  son,  the  child  thou  didst  adore, 

th  a  father's  fiime,  may  yet  be  doom*d 

II  the  Seventeenth  Canto  of  Don  Juan. 


To  crush  the  bigot  Bourboit,  and  restore 

Thy  mouldering  ashes  ere  they  be  consumed ; 
Perhaps  may  run  the  course  thyself  didst  run, 
And  light  the  worid,  as  comets  light  the  sun. 

'Tis  better  thou  art  gone:  'twere  sad  to  see, 
Beneath  an  "imbecile's  impotent  reign," 

Thine  own  unvanquish'd  legions  doom'd  to  be 
Cursed  instruments  of  vengeance  on  poor  Spain, 

That  land,  so  glorious  once  in  chivalry. 
Now  sunk  in  slavery  and  shame  again; 

To  see  the  imperial  guard,  thy  dauntless  band. 

Made  tools  for  such  a  wretch  as  F^mdixamd, 

Farewell,  Napolsoh  !  thine  hour  is  past ; 

No  more  earth  trembles  at  thy  dreaded  name; 
But  France,  unhi4>py  France,  shall  long  contrast 

Thy  deeds  with  those  of  worthless  D'Aitooulsmb. 
Ye  gods !  how  long  shall  slavery's  thraldom  lastt 

Will  France  alone  remain  forever  tame? 
Say,  will  no  Wallace,  will  no  WASHiwoToir 
Scourge  from  thy  soil  the  infiunous  BourbobI 

Is  Freedom  dead  t     Is  Nero's  reign  restored  ? 

Frenchmen !  remember  Jena,  Austerlitz : 
The  first,  which  made  thy  emperor  the  lord 

Of  Prassia,  and  which  almost  threw  in  fits 
Great  Frbderick  William  ;  he  who,  at  the  board. 

Took  all  the  Prassian  uniform  to  bits ; 
Fredbbick,  the  king  of  regimental  tailors, 
As  HuDsoB  Lowe,  the  very  prince  of  jailors. 

Farewell,  Napoleob  !  couldst  thou  have  died 
The  coward  scorpion's  death,  afraid,  ashamed 

To  meet  adversity's  advancing  tide. 
The  weak  had  praised  thee,  but  the  wise  had 
blamed ; 

But  no!  though  torn  from  country,  child,  and  bride, 
With  spirit  unsubdued,  with  soul  untamed, 

Great  in  misfortune,  as  in  glory  high. 

Thou  daredst  to  live  through  life's  wor^  agony. 

Pity,  for  thee, 'shall  weep  her  fountains  dry, 
Mercy,  for  thee,  shall  bankrupt  all  her  store ; 

Valour  shall  pluck  a  garland  from  on  high. 
And  Honour  twine  the  wreath  thy  temples  o'er; 
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Beiut;  ihan  bcdum  1o  ihce  fnim  ttw  ikf. 

And  nsUuii  jn^ifi*  ofwA  i*ld«  lun*«a'*  doori 
Aniunil  thy  hnit  the  bri^hlcut  ilnM  phill  meM, 
And  rolling  *uiii  pla;  niwrliire  ■(  tby  fceL 

Fimrrll,  NirnLtiii!  a  tntiK  fiirrwrll, 

A>tnnnCT'>taiucui>,ilLi!  iiiuiii  liyiiin  thy wonh; 

Ha  fOreo  timiU  dim  wik>-  hi>i  harp  la  trJl, 

Or  •■>uii>l  in  mm-i  Ibr  >pnl  Ihnt  KUTr  tbiw  hirth. 

Nil  rn>in>  Ihr  nsini'.  th»(.  wilh  iu  inazii-  njN'll. 
AnMi'Vil  Ihr  nIUDihrrinii  natiunii  or  llir  earth, 

R<4tivii  aninnil  (hy  lanih  'Iik  piri— il  Im^h 

Fntiiv  Miiki  Iwmiilli  thi  may  i>f  CutRLii  the 
Tealh. 


JEALOU3Y. 

IIk  nhn  hu  ivn  the  nnl-KirkM  llgtitninRa  fluh 

Fmiii  iiiit  ■■iinio'Mifk  ind  (pmprat-fR[l>«'J  rtoud, 
Anil  hi'Jnl  till-  Ihunilrr'n  (unultUKoui  mah, 

UuMliii;  ill  pnU,  tRTinnlly  liHiil : 
III-  whrt  hiu  miri'd  tbr  auddrn'd  Oft*n  ilwh 

(Riilml  in  Iti  •ni>w-irltilc  Amid  w  in  ■  nhnind) 
It<  itiinl  hillowii  nii  thi-  KTiwnins  "hurT, 
While  ilnlh  ■rrm'J  ri'li'iM  in  ihr  diiTrning  rou; 
Hr  who  hiu  rrrn  thr  wild  tonmto  (wwp 

(Tin  lialli  dHlnu-tlim,  and  ju  t>™)!fni  dralh) 
"1^  <i1rnt  bowm  of  ihr  (milinit  dirp 

Wilh  Ihf  I'liii'k  hHom-of  it>  hnjitrrcnc  lirrilh, 
Wnkins  i-i  tintr  ihi-  idiimhrnnt  wmVN,  that  Imp 

In  luttlini  runn^  hnm  Ihrjr  bnli  hmrUh, 
Yxwnin:  nnil  Bwrllingi  finrn  ttirir  tiqoU  raiva, 
Likr  hurini  ^antu  ftorn  ihrlr  ittflna  m^M : — 

llcwhii  h»  Kami  nn  nishlii  and  ■(«»  Ilka  Ihov, 
flnth  liwkM  on  nalurr  in  h«T  m*iUn(  mood  ; 

Bat  nttun'i  waAn  ihuhm  liy  dcirrr*!.— 
Hip  Ihundpr'i  Tokr  it  liuah'd,  boVF'n'  rude. 

The  iniwUnit  iky  throwa  hark  hvr  clouil-fspl 
hml. 
Thi-  in&nl  lii;htniiiiii<  tn  Ihrir  millM  rrrrp. 
Aii'llliPjBiut'taxlhquakenH'kihrrMlf  tiiibvp.        I 

But  Tlivrr  BIT  iilitnuR.irhiMrlichtniniplietCTtlan,  . 

Tiiii|>-di^  wluw  thundrn  TU'ipiMaM'  ta  rull —  | 
Th>-  -tiinn-  nf  lnvp.  whi'il  ouJJm'J  la  drapur, 

Thr  furi-ma  li'Ri|mU  ii/  ih*  jraloua  miL 


Ahl  whrra'athcjoa&irlHHalaichMffa^MhBiv 
The  fire*  of  joy.  thai  bant  iknvt^  «iwj  *«w. 

Thai  bum  forcYrr  Mfht.  tM«?«  MW, 
A>  puaion  rian  on  and «*«( a^a T 

Thai.  like  the  phsnii,  dii-  hit  to  mm — 

Di-nl  in  ibr  hrnrt.  and  ihroh  upon  Ihr  hrno — 

ScIf-kinilliiDi,  qui-lu-blna  aa  thr  rlrrruJ  tamm 

That  npurta  in  Etua'a  Urn.    Bui  I  'b  lo  kkaa 

tgnnlily  lima  lo  yirld  lo  raplnT*a  put ; 

To  r*n  my  buried  fefLinga  tna  thrii  An«Ah 
O'rr  vhirh  (he  d*rp  (iDvnvl  pall  na  rai* — 

Tjke  hHKht*4  akira  «itamb'd  In  dafkcM  cfa^; 
I7o  maUrr,  line,  Ihr  Ulnt  and  ih«  U« 

That  riiv,  like  apn-tna  of  thr  paiC  >n  owaAa; 
The  rbuUiliona  oTi  bnrt  no)  lo4. 
But  weary.  wanJrriiig,  worn,  and  tnfi^^^^K 

T  in  tain,  and  wonp  Ihan  vain,  la  ihiak  Ml  jnft 
Vi'}uth.lAetim)i<»ltlial'ifM*,trttuntutm!mr: 

Bubble*  of  intly,  UtrwD  V  ■iuluu  taj^— 
Billowi  thal'awrll,  In  burM  tifiM  IW  ifcaw 

[na>ThlnB<  at  paaUoa.  nanboi^i  tJMitaf^ 
(Drn-itful  H  the  abeU  that  Hcnia  i>  M^ 

But  pmin  the  mimic  morkrn  of  Ihr  aiircr :) 

They  aildl  in  auiraw'a  ara,  and  Dc'rr  naern. 


ALL  IS  VANITY. 


d  waty  ihwmm. 


r  1  rajpp'j  enjoynrM  AoBaark  afiAlbc^^— 
('•r  kitoWB  what 't  w  loa^lD  opipMt  al  WlM^i^ 

I'm-HtalnMrtuif.  aoJ  I 't*  Hnfl^ al  IBfl^ 
.A  lul  lui  iruT  ruT«]  lhiDiifhUriha«MlAfaiv4H 
fry,  wilh  the  Pmchrf — Vanity  <rf  tamiiaa! 

Wh  il  rnn-litutra  man'*  rhirf  rnjnyiml  hnvl 

I.-iwallh'  Wnhhrafiatla.)  hutriUhakiv. 

IS  Icrti-'a  rrwiliil  in  a  uari 


..^Uy 


■nil 


of  thr  liraTL  whirh  (tk  i-^ 
Wliii'hiiwitanalimil.uiJwhii-bkn'imi 
'biM'  I>l4i>t  IrsiMJoyl  Uimb.  aiiil  li>j|ir  i 
nana  a  Mink,  and  bapiiincaa  a  wnelL 


F-AR[.V  I.OVE. 

Tan  CuhI  eairaa  n{  hramy.  •  i.  liiat  x\nm  • 

Th<-  lii-l  wami  el-K  [b:ii  iiijiil1»  r.-uiKl  the  heart 

Of!-.yb.fJ!  «h.n  air.  tK-.v— ih.- fiM  .Wr  v,«r 
11-nrtl.rTji'..'  - 'hal  rir-t  «jrt. 

Pun-  fortij  Ihr  uniT*rii«ril  ri  •■— inr  i>trrfl>>ir 
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DuRiiro  the  present  century  many  persons  in 
this  country,  whose  early  productions  gave  promise 
of  brilliant  achievements  in  maturity,  have  died 
young.  It  has  been  said  that  the  history  of 
American  genius  might  be  written  in  a  series  of 
obituaries  of  youthful  authors.  Were  Drake, 
Sands,  Griffiit,  Rockwell,  Wilcox,  Pihk- 
ncT,  Clarkb,  the  Datioso^ts,  and  Brainaro 
now  alive,  there  would  be  no  scarcity  of  American 
writers,  nor  would  any  of  them  have  passed  the 
ordinary  meridian  of  existence.  "What  they  have 
left  us  must  be  regarded  as  the  first-fruits  of  minds 
whose  full  powers  were  to  the  last  undeveloped, 
and  which  were  never  tasked  to  their  full  capacity. 

John  Gardner  Calkins  Brainard  was  a  son 
of  the  Honourable  J.  G.  Brainard,  one  of  the 
Justices  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  Connecticut 
He  was  born  at  New  London,  in  that  State,  on 
the  twenty-first  day  of  October,  1796.  After 
fininhing  his  preparatory  studies,  which  were  pur- 
sued under  the  direction  of  an  elder  brother,  he 
entered  Yale  College,  in  1811,  being  then  in  the 
fifleenth  year  of  his  age.  At  this  immature  pe- 
rio^l,  before  the  mind  is  fully  awake  to  the  nature 
and  importance  of  moral  and  intellectual  discipline, 
severe  application  to  study  is  unusual.  Brain- 
ard's  books  were  neglected  for  communion  with 
his  own  thoughts  and  "  thick-coming  fancies,"  or 
for  the  society  of  his  fellows.  His  c<^lege  career 
was  marked  by  nothing  peculiar :  he  was  distin- 
guished for  the  fine  powers  he  evinced  whmever 
he  chose  to  exert  them,  for  the  uniform  modesty 
o{  his  deportment,  the  kindness  which  character- 
ized his  intercourse  with  those  about  him,  and  a 
remarkable  degree  of  sensitiveness,  which  caused 
him  to  riirink  from  every  harsh  collision,  and  to 
court  retirement.  On  leaving  college,  in  1815,  he 
commenced  the  study  of  law,  in  his  native  place, 
and  on  his  admission  to  the  bar,  he  removed  to 
the  city  of  Middletown,  intending  to  practise  there 
his  profession.  His  success  was  less  than  he  ao- 
ticipated ;  perhaps  because  of  his  too  great  mo- 
desty— an  unfortunate  quality  in  lawyers — or,  it 
may  be,  in  consequence  of  his  indolence  and 
convivial  propensities.  One  of  his  biographers  re- 
marks that  his  friends  were  always  welcome,  save 
when  they  came  as  clients. 

Wearied  with  the  vexations  and  dry  formalities 
of  his  profession,  he  relinquished  it  in  the  winter 
of  1822,  to  undertake  the  editorship  of  the  Con- 
necticut Mirror,  a  weekly  political  and  literary 
gazette,  published  in  Hartford.  But  here  he  found 
as  little  to  please  him  as  in  the  business  he  had 
deserted.  He  was  too  indolent  to  prepare  every 
week  articles  of  a  serious,  argumentative  charac- 
ter, and  gave  in  their  place,  graceful  or  humorous 
paragraphs,  and  the  occasional  pieces  of  verse  on 
which  rests  his  reputation  as  a  poet  These,  at 
the  time,  were  republished  in  many  periodicals, 


and  much  praised.  In  the  departments  of  poetry 
and  criticism,  the  Mirror  acquired  a  high  reputa- 
tion ;  but  in  others,  while  under  his  direction,  it 
hardly  rose  to  mediocrity.* 

His  first  volume  of  poetry ,-{-  containing  his  con- 
tributions to  the  Mirror,  and  some  other  pieces, 
was  published  early  in  1825.  It  was  favourably 
received  by  the  public,  and  its  success  induced  his 
friends  to  urge  him  to  undertake  the  composition 
of  a  lai^er  and  more  important  work  than  he  had 
yet  attempted.  His  constitutional  lassitude  and 
aversion  to  high  and  continued  effort  deterred  him 
from  beginning  the  task,  until  1827,  when  his 
health  began  to  wane,  and  it  was  no  longer  in  his 
power.  He  then  relinquished  the  editorship  of 
the  Mirror,  and  sought  for  restoring  quiet,  and  the 
gentle  ministrations  of  affection,  the  home  of  his 
childhood.  His  illness  soon  assumed  the  charac- 
ter of  consumption,  and  he  saw  that  he  had  but  a 
brief  time  to  live.  A  few  weeks  were  passed  on 
the  eastern  shore  of  Long  Island,  in  the  hope  of 
deriving  benefit  from  a  change  of  air ;  but  nothing 
could  arrest  the  progress  of  the  fatal  malady ;  and 
he  returned  to  New  London,  to  prepare  for  the 

*  The  editor  of  the  last  edition  of  his  works,  of  which 
I  have  received  a  copy  since  the  above  was  written,  and 
while  this  volume  is  passing  throufh  the  press,  speaks 
as  follows  of  his  editorial  career : — "  We  are  assured  by 
competent  testimony,  that  laboured  and  able  political  arti- 
cles were  withheld  from  publication,  owing  to  causes  over 
which  he  had  little  control.  It  is  not,  perhaps,  necessary 
to  detail  the  facts,  but  they  certainly  go  far  to  exculpate 
him  from  the  charge  of  levity,  or  weakness,  in  conduct- 
ing the  editorial  department  of  his  paper.  Prudential 
considerations  were  suffered  to  have  sway,  at  the  expense 
of  his  reputation  for  political  tact  and  foresight.  The 
only  substitutes  for  the  articles  referred  to,  were  such 
brief  and  tame  pieces  as  he  could  prepare,  after  the  best 
and  almost  only  hours  for  composition  liad  passed  by. 
This  circumstance,  together  with  the  consciousness  that 
the  paper  was  ill  sustained  in  respect  to  its  patronage,  was 
sufllciently  discouraging  to  a  person  whose  sensibilhies 
were  as  acute  as  those  of  Brainard.  It  accounts, 
also,  for  the  firequent  turns  of  mental  depression  which 
marked  his  latter  years,— heightened,  indeed,  by  that 
firequent  and  mortifying  concomitant  of  genius,— «len- 
der  pecuniary  means." 

f  The  volume  was  introduced  by  the  following  chnmc- 
teristic  address  to  the  reader  :— **  The  author  of  the  fi>l- 
lowing  pieces  has  been  induced  to  publish  ihem  in  a 
book,  from  considerations  which  cannot  be  interesting  to 
the  public.  Many  of  these  little  poems  have  b(>en  printed 
in  the  Connecticut  Mirror ;  and  others  are  Just  fit  to  keep 
them  company.  No  apologies  are  made,  and  no  criti- 
cisms deprecated.  The  commonplace  story  of  the  impor- 
tunities of  friends,  though  it  had  its  share  in  the  publica- 
tion, is  not  insisted  upon ;  but  the  vanity  of  the  author, 
If  others  choose  to  call  it  such,  is  a  natural  motive,  and 
the  hope  of  *  making  a  little  something  by  it,*  is  an  honest 
acknowledgment,  if  it  is  a  poor  excuse.*'  The  motto  of 
the  title-page  was  as  quaint  :— 

"  Some  said,  *  John,  print  it  ;*  others  said  *  Not  so ;' 
Some  said  *  It  might  do  good ;'  others  said,  *  No.' " 
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jjiultDi]  life  upon  wfalfh  he  ww  •boot  to  rnlrr.      ranTrmtion  umI  ■miaH* 
He  had  ilnir*  ngankd  wilh  tvtmnc«  ihf  Chiit-      nwnv  udinl  frimdi.    H*' 
tiin  rliini'lcr  uid  pnifiwan,  uul  h<  ••■■  now  I  ■od  Mr.  WaiTTTt*,*  fai 
unilal  to  the  Tkible  church,*  and  imivFd  tin  |  mail*  that  In  hk  Ia7«t 
hnlini  of  the  •armnrnta.     Hr  linitrml  unlil  the 
tirant;-*iith  at  9rplrint>fr,  laS3,  when  he 
peaceful);  to  ihc  mt  of  lb 
tbeit  Radeemef  liTta." 

The  palhwBj  of  BBiiniaTi  waa  uide  fnnn  the 
wiDu  of  ambilion.  and  the  haiinli  of  worldlineaa. 
Ilr  liifd  irilhui  tunurlt  hnMiiig  rominUDiai  with 
hi^  own  tbau]{hu>,  and  aufli-rinfi  rcom  derp  and 
lilting  malanrhaly.     Like  WiLrni,  il  ia  naid,  be       xnrk. 

hiul  mrtwllh  ona  uf  ihoae  lUappobiUaanla  in  earij      the  hi  ynin  in  whkb  ha  « 
lift,  -nhich  (O  frrquenUy  irapna  the  nul  with      ihrr  bw 
■adncH ;  uiil  though  Iherr  wu  aunietiniea  jtajrt  j      ■iiinr  nf  Ihrm  atr  vt 
in  hli  naniur  and  rooienatiiMi,  it  WU  fcenprally      hi*  humnrniu  pirm 
aMiiiiuO.  tu  cuiienl  iiainful  niiuingi  or  to  beguile 


the  frn  ton  at  bv  ibou^Ui^ 
know  that      on  hi*  iiji*,  and  ~  Ih*  mrl 
hftnl  frorD  hi*  bean,  ~    ' 


Uaii^iiaD  lifkrd  the  mrntd 
:rnn;    ai-ir-ciinimanil   lAiA    alo 
He  nrvn  rould  have 


Hi. 


iproivuti 

nu*.  and  hi*  amtlt 
ppnon  waa  imall,  ami  well  Ginnnl :  hi*     ' 

mild,  and  inJirative  a(  the  kinJnn*  feeling  and  drlirale  hncj  ;  and  if  «**  bad  ih  >*■ 
enm  ol  hia  niturr :  and  in  hi*  ejei  ronl*  or  hia  hislnn'.  ihry  wcuU  ahow  sa  thai  k« 
a  look  of  dreamy  tijUnanpH  and  ten-  waa  i  man  of  gnat  grntlcneaa,  mmfbatj,  tai 
lie  wwfood  oraociely.iiii]  hiapleaung      purity. 
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*  Ai>lhlia«a>ta»,M,*lk.1Umaa4llf.VtwBB,ai 
hn  wai  tnaAckk  u  jn  u  thtfbanh  aal  nsaln  thniafk 
tk«  ruMimtij  Hntran,  In,  mrlred  ■■ 


Xnrjr  oaa  ptTiTat  rlft'rBllr. 
orcaibiB  dT  ha  Mwlaf  WU 
ape^arrdT  pair.  frvUv, ' 
*.^U>H*  of  hi*  citnc 


m  AtaMHIJibtt^  VI* 


fiarri  Ihi  ll>4)'  l>rpiiklin  u  n 


|i...i>nn  »<■■■•■■ 

■t  J'r'iHltn.    Tta  K 
im\Ti<t'h>Ri>*l.ki 


[i  *tH  fkanli  nf  lh*  *>|iHlEln  nn 

atti  *i*  bT  riiM  ■■<  ilw  nwT  t^ 

b«ln«.an*rf7nMly    nk 


While  through  ihr  panrll'd  roof  the  a4af  fr:^ 
ri*  nintnl  arma  o'er  rhoir.  and  ronf,  and  iam. 

And  FTery  pnrphyiy-pillar'd  rlniatrr  riu* 
Tn  every  knwler  there  ita  "  wetmme  hamr." 
Ai  every  1i])  brnthe*  out,  -  O  Id>»,  Iby  kiaf 

A  miwiue  wu  (wnuih'd  with  iti 

And  a  clear  vein-  rali'd  Muv 
Tlieie  were  the  rplendour*  of  Judea'a  I 

TIfip  were  (he  trujdue*  which  IM  ■■■[[■iin 

.Kll  but  thP  truth,  the  hidy  inilh,  wm  ihs*-— 
Pnr  Ibrrr.  with  tip  )>ri>f.>ne.'lhe  mtr  aMod. 

Ami  him  fmm  the  tall  minaiel  yoa  misblb^. 
Riniini  to  all  whnv  trim  hut  thither  toad. 
Thalverw  mwondenfaMMl,  -  There  ta  IM  Oa*  l« 

;  Hark  :  did  the  inkrim  trrmMe  aa  he  knteTJ* 

Ami  did  the  I'itUtm!  Turk  hi*  win  eonfewt 
Th.we  miiht*  lun.l.  ilic  rlniKnt.  iW  wiiU. 
j      Thitmiiihiy  P.'iw,  ili.l  liii"i..l.)nBwarNf« 


I  Hi*  Mipidiinl*  rmwil  ir 
I      Their  heart,  in  my  m 

.^Tul  pmhe  it*  I 

Owning  ilim  < 


lahUad 


n.  Ibe  only  DtHjr. 

thepnrLey 


There  wa*  an 

Pmid  JrLi    < 
nf  Him  wh.>  livM.  and  ,lie<].  an)  n 

■■That  rme  atone  ^h  an.ilhrT  utMotl  DM  be") 

Thm  WDoUrt  trI-iiiU  llM  JvwiAHHHVr 
To  mnk  the  eternal  Wont,— IV  •■MitriMV 

(iuah-doulinllre:  ndfrsN^lMMlAjt 
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And  from  the  boiling  aeu  mch  wrath  did  flow, 
At  saw  not  Shinar'g  plain,  nor  Babel'a  orerthrow. 

Another  earthquake  cornea.    Dome,  roo(  and  wall 
Tremble ;  and  headlong  to  the  grassy  bank. 

And  in  the  muddied  stream  the  fragments  fall. 
While  the  rent  chasm  spread  its  jaws,  and  drank 
At  one  huge  draught,  the  sediment,  which  sank 

In  Salem's  drained  goblet     Mighty  Power! 
Thou  whom  we  all  should  worship,  praise,  and 
thank. 

Where  was  thy  mercy  in  that  awful  hour, 

When  hell  moved  from  beneath,  and  thine  own 
heaven  did  lower? 

Say,  Pilate's  palaces — ^proud  Herod's  towers- 
Say,  gate  of  Bethlehem,  did  your  arches  quake  1 

Thy  pool,  Bethesda,  was  it  fill'd  with  showers  1 
Calm  Gihon,  did  the  jar  thy  waters  wake  t 
Tomb  of  thee.  Mart — Virgin— did  it  shake  1 

Glow'd  thy  bought  field,  Aceldama,  with  blood ! 
Where  were  the  shudderings  Calvary  might 

Did  sainted  Mount  Moriah  send  a  flood,    Tmake  1 

To  wash  away  the  spot  where  once  a  God  had  stood  1 

Lost  Salem  of  the  Jews — great  sepulchre 
Of  all  profane  and  of  all  holy  things — 

Where  Jew,  and  Turk,  and  Gentile  yet  concur 
To  make  thee  what  thou  art !  thy  history  brings 
Thoughts  mix'd  of  joy  and  wo.    The  whole 
earth  rings 

With  the  sad  truth  which  He  has  prophesied. 
Who  would  have  shelter'd  with  his  holy  wings 

Thee  and  thy  children.     You  his  power  defied : 

You  scourged  him  while  he  lived,  and  mock'd  him 
as  he  died! 

There  is  a  star  in  the  untroubled  sky,       [made— 

That  caught  the  first   light  which  its  Maker 
It  led  the  h3rmn  of  other  orbs  on  high  ;— 

'T  will  ^ine  when  all  the  fires  of  heaven  shall 
fade. 

Pilgrims  at  Salem's  porch,  be  that  your  aid ! 
For  it  has  kept  its  watch  on  Palestine ! 

Look  to  its  holy  light,  nor  be  dismay'd. 
Though  broken  is  each  consecrated  shrine, 
Though  crush'd  and  ruin'd  all — ^which  men  have 
call'd  divine. 


I 


ON  CONNECTICUT  RIVER. 

Fbox  that  lone  lake,  the  sweetest  of  the  chain 
That  links  the  mountain  to  the  mighty  main. 
Fresh  from  the  rock  and  sii|elling  by  Uie  tree. 
Rushing  to  meet,  and  dare,  and  brrast  the  sea 
Fair,  noble,  glorious  river !  in  thy  wave 
The  sunniest  slopes  and  sweetest  pastures  lave ; 
The  mountain  torrent,  with  its  wintry  roar. 
Springs  frt>m  its  home  and  leaps  upon  thy  shore  :— 
The  promontories  love  thee— and  for  this 
Turn  their  rough  cheeks  and  stay  thee  for  thy  kiss. 
Stem,  at  thy  source,  thy  northern  guardians 
Rude  rulers  of  the  solitary  land,  [stand. 

Wild  dwellers  by  thy  cold,  sequester'd  springs, 
Of  eaxtfa  the  feathers  and  of  air  the  wings ; 


Their  blasts  have  rock'd  thy  cradle,  and  in  storm 
Cover'd  thy  couch  and  swatfied  in  snow  thy  form- 
Yet,  bless'd  by  all  the  elements  that  sweep 
The  clouds  above,  or  the  unfathom'd  deep. 
The  purest  breezes  scent  thy  blooming  hills, 
The  gentlest  dews  drop  on  thy  eddying  rills. 
By  the  moss'd  bank,  and  by  the  aged  tree. 
The  silver  streamlet  smoothest  glides  to  thee. 

The  young  oak  greets  thee  at  the  water's  edge, 
Wet  by  the  wave,  though  anchor'd  in  the  ledge. 
— ^*Tis  there  the  otter  dives,  the  beaver  feeds. 
Where  pensive  osiers  dip  their  willowy  weeds, 
And  there  the  wild-cat  purs  amid  her  brood. 
And  trains  them  in  the  sylvan  solitude. 
To  watch  the  squirrel's  leap,  or  mark  Uie  mink 
Paddling  the  water  by  the  quiet  brink ; — 
Or  to  out-gaze  the  gray  owl  in  the  dark. 
Or  hear  the  young  fox  practising  to  bark. 

Dark  as  the  frost^nipp'd  leaves  that  strew'd  the 
ground, 
The  Indian  hunter  here  his  shelter  found ; 
Here  cut  his  bow  and  shaped  his  arrows  true. 
Here  built  his  wigwam  and  his  bark  canoe, 
Spear'd  the  quick  salmon  leaping  up  the  fidl, 
And  slew  the  deer  without  the  rifle-ball ;  [choose. 
Here  his  young  squaw  her  cradling  tree  would 
Singing  her  chant  to  hush  her  swart  pappoose ; 
Here  stain  her  quills  and  string  her  trinkets  rude. 
And  weave  her  warrior's  wampum  in  the  wood* 
— ^No  more  shall  they  thy  welcome  waters  bless. 
No  more  their  forms  thy  moon-lit  banks  shall  press, 
No  more  be  heard,  from  mountain  or  from  grove, 
His  whoop  of  slaughter,  or  her  song  jf  love. 

Thou  didst  not  shake,  thou  didst  not  shrink 
when,  late. 
The  mountain-top  shut  down  its  ponderous  gate, 
Tumbling  its  tree-grown  ruins  to  thy  side. 
An  avalanche  of  acres  at  a  slide. 
Nor  dost  thou  say,  when  winter's  coldest  breath 
Howls  through  the  woods  and  sweeps  along  the 

heath — 
One  mighty  sigh  relieves  thy  icy  breast. 
And  wakes  thee  from  the  calmness  of  thy  rest 

Down  sweeps  the  torrent  ice— it  may  not  stay 
By  rock  or  bridge,  in  narrow  or  in  bay — 
Swift,  swifler  to  the  heaving  sea  it  goes. 
And  leaves  thee  dimpling  in  thy  sweet  repose. 
— Yet  as  the  unharm'd  swallow  skims  his  way, 
And  lightly  drops  his  pinions  in  thy  spray. 
So  the  swift  sail  shall  seek  thy  inland  seas. 
And  swell  and  whiten  in  thy  purer  breeze. 
New  paddles  dip  thy  waters,  and  strange  oars 
Feather  thy  waves  and  touch  thy  noble  shores. 

Thy  noble  shores !  where  the  tall  steeple  shines. 
At  mid-day,  higher  than  thy  mountain  pines ; 
Where  the  white  school-house  with  its  daily  drill 
Of  sunbum'd  children,  smiles  upon  the  hill ; 
Where  the  neat  village  grows  upon  the  eye, 
Deck'd  forth  in  nature's  sweet  simplicity — 
Where  hard-won  competence,  the  farmer's  wealth. 
Grains  merit,  honour,  and  gives  labour  health ; 
Where  Goldsxitb's  self  might  send  his  exiled  band 
To  find  a  new  **  Sweet  Auburn"  in  our  land. 

What  Art  can  execute,  or  Taste  devise. 
Decks  thy  fair  course  and  gladdens  in  thine  eyee— 
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Aj  hrniiJtrr  «wrep  the  brndingt  of  thy  itrram, 
To  nioi-t  tlie  Houthern  nuift  more  coimtiuit  beam. 
Hon'  citied  ribo,  tuid  nearwaHh't)  roinnirrrr  hails 
Thy  KhorcM  and  windii  with  all  hfr  flap|)ing  aaila. 
From  tn)}iic  inloM,  or  from  the  t4irrid  Diaiii — 
\Vhi>n*  ^rowH  the  (>Tn|M,',or  Hproutu  tlie  HUKar-cano — 
Or  Iroiii  the  Imuiitri  wli«*re  thi'  btri|Nil  haddock  play, 
Hv  i-arh  «-iilil.  ii«>rtlirrii  liuiik  »ii«l  fri>/rii  hav. 

m  m 

lirr<',  s.iti'  rt'lttruM  froiii  cvtTV  btoriiiv  t<"X, 
\V:i\i-*i  tlif  ».tri|ii'd  tlat;,  the  iiiautle  ot'  tlie  free, 
— Tiiat  '^t.ir-lil  ll.i:;.  hy  all  tlu*  hnrzt'M  rurlM 
Of  \t>it  vast  iK-t'p  whoiM'  wattTh  t;ruMp  tlic  world. 

Ill  wlut  An'adiiiii.  what  I'topmii  ^ruuiid 
An*  \v;irii)t'r  hi*urts  or  iiiaulicr  ttflui^ii  found. 
Ml  Iff  hiiNpitalih'  WfU'oiut'f  or  iinm'  zt-ul 
'INi  ni.iki'  tilt'  rurinuM  "tarryiiii;"  Mlniiii^r  feel 
Tli.it,  iii'xi  til  hiiiui*.  hrn-  U'ht  iii.iy  he  aliide, 
'J'li  WfX  uii.l  fli«*4'r  him  hy  the  i'hilillt<■y-^idt.• ; 
liriuk  thi'  li.ili*  i'uniii-r's  ciiirr,  as  \w  hears 
Irniii  tilt*  l;i.i\  li.iiiir  thi'  l.ili'!«  nf  othrr  vrarw. 
Cnii'kiiit;  hl^  !>lLi-j:-li.irks  ;ih  the  aufd  i-rmu! 
—  MiAlliL;  the  trili:  aiul  dt>iiiitfiil  iiiln  oiu- — 
TrlU  limv  till'  Iiiili.iii  mmI;iM  the  h«'lpli'>s  rhild, 
And  Ihin-  it-  >lirii'kiiii;  rniilh«'r  to  tlir  uild. 
Diltrhi-r'il  the  t'ltlier  h.i^tt'iiiii;;  to  liH  hitlliP, 
K'i'kiii.;  Iii-  ri»ll.r.;i- — liriiliiij  hut  hix  ti>iiih. 
]{«>w  druiii!<.  mill  rt.ii;:<.  aiitl  tr<Hi)M  were  m-rri  on  high, 
Wlicrliui;  \\\\\\  rhar'.;iiij  in  the  iiiirtliiTn  i>ky. 
Anil  th.it  !>lie  knew  what  the<<euilil  tukeiiri  meant, 
Wlint  t«i  till-  Old  Freiirh  \V;ir  hrr  hii-lMnd  wi-nt. 
Hum.  |iy  the  ihuniler-hlaMi'd  irre.  w:i>  hid 
Tilt'  .{iildi'n  («|MiI<4  of  f.ir-tJMK  li  Khhiht  Kiitn; 
And  liii'ii  tlie  r)iiihl>y  trniiidehiiil  wuntn  to  know 
A!)iiiit  till'  irhiwix  (tiid  wiirtii'rt  Knii;  a^^o, 
'J*h.it  h.uiiiti  d  the  iild  bwuiiip. 

The  elix'k  Ktrikea  ten — 
Thr  prayer  is  najd.  nor  unforirotten  then 
Tsn*  s'ruurr  in  tlu'ir  ir.ite«i.     A  decent  rule 
Of  rJil'Ts  ill  tiiv  piiritaiite  ]»i'h->«i|.  [dream, 

Whi'n  t'le  fre«h  nioniinc  w:ike<(  hini  fmni  hi-* 
An.!  tl  i\  li-^lit  r>iiiilrs  nil  riH'k.  anil  rt|i>|M*,  :ind  ^l^eam, 
Are  tln-rr  ii.it  i;lt>*sv  eiirlrt  ainI  •^iiruiv  even, 
S*  h'-i^litly  lit  and  hhier  thnii  thy  bkiex ; 
Vt>ii-rs  W'i  i;iMitlr  m*  an  erh>>M  rail. 
And  *>\\rit«'r  than  the  i«iit'li-n'd  waterfill 
Tint  -iiiili'^  mill  dimptfii  in  itic  whi^^fierins  iqtniT, 
l.i':i|Mii.j  ill  'k|M>rtiie  iniuH'eni'e  iiw:iy  :— 
A  III!  Ii»\i'ly  fitrm«,  :i4  Krai*e!'iil  arul  .im  irav 
A<  \Mld-lirirr.  liiiildini;  in  an  April  iia\  ! 
— Il.iw  likr  the  leaxr-. — tlir  fr  iv;ranl  liM\e««  it  lirarii, 
Thrir  hinir^rt  pwrpihifM  and  NJitipti'  ran'i*. 

Str.-iTii  i»f  my  «it'epiii>r  f.itlirrx  !  whrn  the  nound 
Of  e>>iiiMiLr  war  erlineil  t'ly  hill'^  ariMind, 
Hnw  I'.iil  thv  MUi-i  Mart  fnrth  fnini  rxi-ry  irlaile. 
S^ii.itehin.:  the  innAet  where  ihi'V  Irft  the  N|iiidc. 
Ilmv  dill  thi'ir  niiither^  nrje  t!iiMii  l<i  t!ie  ni;!it. 
Thi'ir  *>i-rerM  tell  them  to  defend  t)ii>  ri  jht  :^ 
If-iw  hrivi'lv  did  thev  ftaiid.  hitvv  iin'iU  fi!l. 
Till'  e.irth  their  eittHn  and  the  turf  ilnir  pall: 
H'>w  iliil  thi*  n::e<l  pastor  lijht  hi*  e\e, 
W^f'i.  til  liii  fliM'k,  he  Tvad  the  piir|iii^  hi^h 
Anil  -ti-rn  re*i»|ve,  whateVr  the  tnil  in  \\  l«e. 
T.I  plrdiTi*  lifi',  name,  fame,  all— fir  liU-rly. 
— f  *,.M  I.,  till'  hand  that  p.'nn'd  tliat  eliirinu*  pit;^^ 
btdl  ni  tlie  in^ie  the  UmIv  of  that  Mii;e 


Who«e  lip  of  eloquenrr  and  bcwt  of  aaal 
Maile  pal  riot*  art  and  liatmifiK  aUlnoi 
BniUKht  thy  Kri'en  nitnintainii  down  upiHi  ibrir  f  j 
And  thv  whiu*  numinilii  mrhrd  of  Uifir 
While  every  %alr  to  whieh  hia  voice  rould 
ItanK  with  the  fife  and  crhord  to  thr  drum. 
Hold  river !  lieltrr  luitnl  arr  thv  wavr* 

m 

To  nuFM*  the  lann-U  rlutftrrin^  nnind  thr 
Thin  many  a  distant  rtrram.  that  flM>aka  thr  rmyJ 
When*  thy  hru%e  cnn*  havr  i\wA  th«nr  saUaal  M'a.«( 
And  ft-!l.  lM-\i)rid  all  other  mtirtal  pain, 
1*lif'y  neVr  *thoiitd  mt  their  hapfiy  hiimr  a^in. 
Th'Mi  liiiiUt  a  |NN't  onrr, — and  hr  nniU  lei!. 
Mi'st  tuiirfiiliv,  whatcVr  to  titer  l^'l! ; 
(*onid  fill  ^.^^'\\  pastoral  rvfd  U}ion  thy  »h-JW 
I)ut  viv  A\a\\  h<-ar  hiK  rla«rir  la\a  no  m«»rv ! 

m 

He  l<i%rd  the«'.  hut  he  tiHjk  hi«  ai;i^  way, 
I)y  ErieV  >!iiire,  anil  PkhmtV  i;!<iriiiu*  Axj, 
To  uhtre  Hitr-'it  linik*  out  auiid»l  thr  »oi.^ 
Keinotf  U*oii!i'  the  dri'jr)'  Mditude. 

Y« t  f'lr  lii!«  hriiw  thy  \\s  leaf  «Ka!l  uprrad, 
Tliy  fr«'«lir*t  mxriii'  hit  itj*  U-rhi^l  brail. 
And  oitr  i!riarlM  eharter-o.d^  put  forth  a  N'u;h. 
WlioM'  liM\<>o  -hall  i^r.iee  thv  Tai  «bi  ll'«  ^> 
nt>ur'd  lin>w. 


OX  thi:  I'I:atit  of  mr  wntinwAF::-. 

AT  KDINIU  Rt;n. 

**Tli«*  »|ii'l«-r'«  nifMi  ailfrnialrrf  ihrpi4 

Ih  <  iiril     i.  I  iMt- .  t  ■  niin't  irnl^r  li^ 

(>ii  I-  iriti=>  tili*i> ;  It  hrr-ikg  it  rvrrv  kr^et'  ** 

A^iiTRKH  f  *l  14  a  rad  wonl  to  the  hr«rt. 
That  I  nil'  hy  oni"  ha*  l.M  it*  hi>lil  on  li?e. 

From  all  it  luM-d  or  %a]u**d,  ftreet!  !•>  part 
In  dttaih     Fei'linj  dim  not  hy  the  knifr 
That  riit*  at  i»ni-r  aiiil  kill* — if*  Inrturvd  •frrir 

Trt  witli  dittillM  nfnirtioii.  ilri^p  hy  drop 
t^ininiT  iN  I'Mti'mi"**.     thir  worlil  i*  vf^ 

With  L'rii-f  and  "Uirrnw  !  all  tli  it  wr  would  pr-r. 

f)r  WnnM  l>e  propp'd  with,  fall*— whrn  aha!l  (^ 
niin  rtiip  ? 

The  -icM  ha*  on«-.*  anil  Palestine  haa  oor. 

And  Srotlaiiil  h  if>  tin-  la«L     The  ftni,«idfJ  iBa«i 

Shall  ::a/<-  in  \%iiihlir  i^ri  the  ktrancr**  rt<tiie. 
Anil  wi{i«'  the  dii-t  I'lr  with  firr  larlin  pU>* — 
And  ffiitn  llif  l>iiirly  to'iiS  where  ihiHi  art  \»JL 

Turn  III  iMiiiii-  uther  monument — nor  kn«iw 
Who-M-  irraxf  Aw  ju*.****. '-r  »h'»**  namettbrrr*' 

>Vhi>M'  l-i\<i|  ]tii<l  h-inoiir'd  rrhi'i*  lie  !irK>w : 

\Vli<i«i'  i*  iiiiiiii>rtal  jii_\.  and  whtiwr  U  morial  w 

Tln-n-  1%  a  »i»r!d  \^i  lli»i*  In  rraftrr— ^l%r 
\\'!i\  an-  t}ii'  !m-1  ;iS'i\i-.  ttu'  t;ttikl  Krnralh 

Tin-  LTi-i'ii  cri**  i'f  the  craxr  ?  Thr  nuwrr  frlJ* 
Flow  I  r«  ai.d  drier*  alike.  Rut  man  ahall  Vtvalbf 
/  Whi-n  !m*  hi«  dr*M>ljtin2  hLiilr  Mhall  •brtttkf 

And  r<«t  liim  fr.>!ii  hi-  work)  in  a  puir  tky. 
A'xMi-  t!it'  *:ii'>ke  of  hununi;  wiirlil«:_uid  Uetfi 

On  iH-.>rrhi-«!  piiiinnfi  with  the  d<*ad  khaU  lir. 

>Vhi'n  time,  with  all  his  yean  and  rmtaiiMbtf 
pa— .'«!  hy. 

•  rr<  rf-^.r  ri«ii».1>ti  m  ihr  **  Alh*.>a,**aWR«v  U«i 
pARiio^B.  BUM  lunar)  to  FakMiae,  wbo4iaial , 
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ON  A  LATE  LOSS.* 

**  He  fhall  sot  float  npon  hii  watery  bier 
Uowepi."  

Tea  breath  of  air  that  stin  the  harp's  soft  string, 

Floats  on  to  join  the  whirlwind  and  the  storm ; 
The  drops  of  dew  exhaled  from  flowers  of  spring, 

Rise  and  aMume  the  tempest's  threatening  form ; 
The  first  mild  beam  of  morning's  glorious  sun, 

Ere  night,  is  sporting  in  the  lightning's  flash ; 
And  the  smooth  stream,  that  flows  in  quiet  on. 

Moves  but  to  aid  the  overwhelming  dash 
That  wave  and  wind  can  muster,  when  the  might 
Of  earth,  and  air,  and  sea,  and  sky  imite. 

So  science  whisper'd  in  thy  charmed  ear, 

And  radiant  learning  beckon*d  thee  away. 
The  breeze  was  music  to  thee,  and  the  clear 

Beam  of  thy  morning  promised  a  bright  day. 
And  they  have  wreck'd  thee ! — But  there  is  a  shore 

Where   storms   are   hush'd — where   tempests 
never  rage ; 
Where  anqpT  skies  and  blackening  seas  no  more 

With  gusty  strength  their  roaring  warfare  wage. 
By  thee  its  peaceful  margent  shall  be  trod — 

Thy  home  is  heaven,  and  thy  friend  is  Goo. 


SONNET  TO  THE  SEA-SERPENT. 
**  Hu^est  that  swimt  the  ocean  stream.'* 


Wblteb  upon  the  waters,  mighty  one — 

And  stretch  thee  in  the  ocean's  trough  of  brine ; 
Turn  thy  wet  scales  up  to  the  wind  and  sun, 

And  toss  the  billow  frx>m  thy  flashing  fin ; 

Heave  thy  deep  breathings  to  the  ocean's  din. 
And  bound  upon  its  ridges  in  thy  pride : 

Or  dive  down  to  its  lowest  depths,  and  in 
The  caverns  where  its  unknown  monsters  hide, 
Measure  thy  length  beneath  the  gulf-stream's  tide — 

Or  rest  thee  on  that  navel  of  the  sea 
Where,  floating  on  the  Maelstrom,  abide 

The  krakens  sheltering  under  Norway's  lee ; 
But  go  not  to  Nahant,  lest  men  should  swear 
You  are  a  great  deal  bigger  than  you  are. 


THE  FALL  OF  NIAGARA. 


**Labituretlabetur.** 


The  thoughts  are  strange  that  crowd  into  my  brain, 
While  I  look  upward  to  thee.     It  would  seem 
As  if  God  pour'd  thee  from  his  «  hollow  hand," 
And  hung  his  bow  upon  thine  awful  front ; 
And  spoke  in  that  loud  voice,  which  seem'd  to  him 
Who  dwelt  in  Patmos  for  his  Saviour's  sake, 
«  The  sound  of  many  waters ;"  and  had  bade 
Thy  flood  to  chronicle  the  ages  back. 
And  notch  His  centuries  in  the  eternal  rocks. 


*  Profeswr  FisHSB,  lost  hi  the  Albion,  off  the  coast  of 
Klnsale,  Ireland. 


Deep  calleth  onto  deep.     And  what  are  we, 
That  hear  the  question  of  that  voice  sublime  t 
O !  what  are  all  the  notes  that  ever  rung 
From  wir's  vain  trumpet,  by  thy  thundering  side ! 
Yea,  what  is  all  the  riot  man  can  make 
In  his  short  life,  to  thy  unceasing  roar ! 
And  yet,  bold  babbler,  what  art  thou  to  Him 
Who  drown'd  a  world,  and  heaped  the  waters  far 
Above  its  loftiest  mountains  ? — a  light  wave. 
That  breaks,  and  whispers  of  its  Maker's  might 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIEND. 

Who  shall  weep  when  the  righteous  die  t 
Who  shall  mourn  when  the  good  depart  t 

When  the  soul  of  the  godly  away  shall  fly. 
Who  shall  lay  the  loss  to  heart  1 

He  has  gone  into  peace — ^he  has  laid  him  down. 
To  sleep  till  the  dawn  of  a  brighter  day ; 

And  he  shall  wake  on  that  holy  mom. 
When  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  flee  away. 

But  ye  who  worship  in  sin  and  shame 

Your  idol  gods,  whate'er  they  be : 
Who  scoff^  in  your  pride,  at  your  Maker's  name. 

By  the  pebbly  stream  and  the  shady  tree, — 

Hope  in  your  mountains,  and  hope  in  your  streams, 
Bow  down  in  their  worship,  and  loudly  pray ; 

Trust  in  your  strength,  and  believe  in  your  dreams. 
But  the  wind  shall  carry  them  all  away. 

There  *s  one  who  drank  at  a  purer  fountain. 
One  who  was  wash'd  in  a  purer  flood  : 

He  shall  inherit  a  holier  mountain, 
He  shall  worship  a  holier  Go». 

But  the  sinner  shall  utterly  fail  and  die, 
Whelm'd  in  the  waves  of  a  troubled  sea; 

And  God,  from  his  throne  of  light  on  high. 
Shall  say,  there  is  no  peace  for  thee. 

— • — . 


EPITHALAMIUM. 


I  SAW  two  clouds  at  morning. 

Tinged  by  the  rising  sun, 
And  in  the  dawn  they  floated  on. 

And  mingled  into  one ; 
I  thought  that  morning  cloud  was  bless'd, 
It  moved  so  sweetly  to  the  west 

I  saw  two  summer  currents 

Flow  smoothly  to  their  meeting. 

And  join  their  course,  with  silent  force, 
In  peace  each  other  greeting; 

Calm  was  their  course  through  banks  of  green, 

While  dimpling  eddies  play'd  between. 

Such  be  your  gentle  motion. 

Till  life's  last  pulse  shall  beat ; 
Like  summer's  beam,  and  summer's  stream^ 

Float  on,  in  joy,  to  meet 

A  calmer  sea,  where  storms  shall  cease — 

A  purer  sky,  where  all  is  peace, 
f  3 
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TO  THE  DEAD. 

How  many  now  are  dead  to  ma 

That  live  to  othen  yet ! 
How  many  are  alive  to  me 
Who  crumble  in  their  graYea,  nor  Mt 
7*hat  iiickening,  lunking  look,  which  w% 

Till  dead  can  ne*er  forget. 

Beyond  the  blue  M«a,  far  away, 

M(Mt  wretchedly  alone, 
One  died  in  priHon,  far  away. 
Where  iitone  on  stone  nhui  out  the  di^. 
And  never  hope  or  comfort**  ray 

In  bin  lone  dungeon  shone. 

Dead  to  the  world,  alive  to  me. 

Though  mouths  and  yean  have  pti^d ; 
In  a  lone  hour,  his  sigh  to  me 
ComeM  like  the  hum  of  some  wild  baa^ 
And  then  his  form  and  face  I  tee, 

As  when  I  saw  him  last. 

And  one  with  a  bright  lip,  and  cheakt 

And  eye,  is  d«*ad  to  me. 
How  pale  the  bloom  of  his  smooth  cfaaek  I 
If.'g  lip  was  cold — it  would  not  speak: 
His  heart  was  dead,  for  it  did  not  break: 

And  his  eye,  for  it  did  not 


Then  for  the  living  be  the  tomb, 

And  for  the  dead  the  smile ; 
Engrave  oblivion  on  the  tomb 
Of  pulHelew  life  and  deadly  bloom^^ 
Dim  is  such  glare :  but  bright  the  gioom 
Around  the  funeral  pile. 


THE  DEEP. 

THcaK*s  beauty  in  the  deep: 
The  wave  is  bluer  than  the  sky; 
And,  though  tlie  lights  nhine  bright  OD  high. 
More  Miftiy  do  the  sea-i^ms  glow, 
Tli.it  HiKirkle  in  the  depths  below; 
The  rainlM>w*s  tints  are  only  made 
When  on  the  wutem  they  are  laid ; 
And  nun  and  nnHm  inoKt  Hweetly  shine 
I 'pin  till*  (M'i'airH  l«'\i'l  lirine. 

There's  UmuIv  in  the  deep. 

There's  music  in  the  deep:— 
It  is  not  in  the  surt'*s  muirh  roar. 
Nor  in  ihi*  whiMp*riiiK,  shelly  shore.'-^ 
Thev  are  but  eartlilv  Miundii,  that  tell 
How  Uttle  of  the  sea-iiyinph's  ithell, 
Thnt  sends  itii  bunl.  rli'Ar  note  abroad. 
Or  winds  its  nnf^neiu  through  the  flood, 
Efhoen  thnmgh  gn>ve«,  with  coral  gay. 
And  dies,  on  spoiiey  l«nkA.  away. 

There 's  music  in  the  drep. 

There's  quiet  in  the  deep:^ 
Above,  let  tides  ami  tempnta  rave. 
And  earth-bom  whirlwimls  wake  the 
Aliove,  let  care  and  fear  contend 
With  sin  and  sorrow,  to  the  cod: 


Here,  (ar  beiiealh  the 
That  frets  above  our  pcvcfiU 
We  dream  in  joy,  and  wake 
Nor  know  the  rage  that  ycUa 
There 's  quiet  in  the  deepw 


MR.  .MERRY'S  LAMENT  FOR  "LONG 

TOM." 


**  Ut  us  ihlDk  of  I 
Full  Buoy  s  fiihoa  iecpi, 
B>  thy  »  Ud 
Elsuiorc.'* 


Tht  cmiae  is  over  now. 

Thou  art  anchor'd  by  the 
And  never  more  shalt  ihoa 
Hear  the  storm  around  ther 
Death  has  shaken  out  the  aanda  of  iby  glm 
Now  around  thee  ^»orta  the  whale. 
And  the  poqioise  snufls  the  gale. 
And  the  night-winds  wake  their  wafl. 
As  thev 


The  sea-grass  round  thy  bier 

Khali  liend  lienrath  the  tide. 
Nor  tell  the  breakers  near 

Where  thv  manlv  limbs  abide: 
But  the  granite  rock  thy  tombstuoe  shall  br. 
Tliuugh  the  edges  of  thy  grave 
Are  the  comlungs  of  the  wave 
Yet  unheeded  they  shall  rave 
()\er  thee. 

At  the  pi)Hng  of  all  handa. 

When  the  judgment  signal  *a 
When  the  iiiland«,  and  the  landa. 
And  the  seas  give  up  their 
And  the  south  and  the  north  shall 
When  the  sinner  is  dismay *d. 
And  tlie  just  man  is  afraid. 
Then  heaven  be  thy 
Poor  Tom. 


THE  INDIAN  SUMMER. 

What  is  there  saildening  in  the  Bntaani !!■««• ' 
Have  they  tliat  "  green  and  yellow  Htflanrhnly* 
That  the  sweet  i>oet  s|iake  of  ?— >Had  he  aam 
Our  \ aritnrstfd  woods,  when  fint  the  fiosC 
Tiirnn  into  lieauty  all  October's  eharaw— 
When  the  ilrrad  l'i>\rr  quits  u^— when  the 
Of  the  wild  eiiuiuoi,  with  all  ita  wvt. 
Hss  leA  the  Und.  as  the  first  deluge  Ml  iU 
With  a  liHffht  liow  of  many  eutoura  hi 
Tpon  the  forest  toiM— he  had  not  i<| 

The  moon  »tay«  longest  lor  the  ' 
The  trees  cast  down  their  firuitage. 
And  busy  squirrel  hoaids 
While  man  enj<iys  the  levne  that 
The  bright,  blue  sky  above  him. 
Magnificently  all  the  Ibttist's 
Or  whisper*  through  the 
••  What  ia  there  saddening  in  the  i 
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id  lesTes  ftrew  the  forest  walk, 
mther*d  are  the  pale  wild  flowen; 
st  hangs  blackening  on  the  stalk, 
lew-drops  fall  in  frozen  showers, 
are  the  spring's  green  sprouting  bowers, 
unmer's  rich  and  mantling  vines, 
autumn,  with  her  yellow  hours, 
and  plain  no  longer  shines. 

1  a  clear  and  wild-toned  note, 
rose  and  swell'd  from  yonder  tree-^ 
ird,  with  too  sweet  a  tiiroat, 
i  perch'd,  and  raised  her  song  for  me. 
winter  comes,  and  where  is  she  1 
where  summer  wings  will  rove, 
•e  buds  are  fresh,  and  every  tree 
with  the  notes  of  love. 

d  the  breath  of  southern  sky, 
resh  the  flower  that  blushes  there, 
them  breeze  that  rustles  by 
leaves  too  green,  and  buds  too  fair; 
rest  tree  stands  stripped  and  bare, 
im  beneath  the  ice  is  dead, 
ountain  top,  with  sleety  hair, 
'er  the  snows  its  reverend  head. 

»,  with  all  the  birds,  and  seek 
>pier  clime,  with  livelier  flight, 
th  the  sun,  the  evening's  cheek, 
eave  me  lonely  with  the  night, 
ize  upon  the  cold  north  light, 
rk  where  all  its  glories  shone,-— 
■that  it  all  is  fair  and  bright, 
lat  it  all  is  cold  and  gone. 


THE  STORM  OF  WAR. 


ircK  was  felt  the  storm  of  war! 
lad  an  earthquake's  roar; 
h'd  upon  the  mountain  height, 
d  smoked  along  the  shore, 
nder'd  in  a  dreaming  ear, 
d  up  the  farmer  sprang; 
tter'd  in  a  bold,  true  heart, 
d  a  warrior's  harness  rang. 

ibled  by  a  widow's  door,— 
but  her  hope  did  fail ; 
nbled  through  a  leafy  grove, 
d  a  maiden's  cheek  was  pale. 
M  upon  the  sleeping  sea, 
1  waves  around  it  howl ; 
des  from  top  to  foaming  top, 
t-frowning  ocean's  scowl. 

ronder  sail'd  the  merchant  ship, 
ire  was  peace  upon  her  deck ; 
iendly  flag  from  the  mast  was  torn, 
1  the  waters  whelm'd  the  wreck. 
M  same  blast  that  bore  her  down 
'd  a  gallant  daring  sail, 
loved  the  might  of  the  blackening  storm, 
1  kuigh'd  in  the  roaring  gale. 


The  stream,  that  was  a  torrent  once. 

Is  rippled  to  a  brook. 
The  sword  is  broken,  and  the  spear 

Is  but  a  pruning^hook. 
The  mother  chides  her  truant  boy. 

And  keeps  him  well  from  harm; 
While  in  the  grove  the  happy  maid 

Hangs  on  her  lover's  arm. 

Another  breeze  is  on  the  sea. 

Another  wave  is  there. 
And  floats  abroad  triumphantly 

A  banner  bright  and  fair. 
And  peaceful  hands,  and  happy  hearts, 

And  gallant  spirits  keep 
Each  star  that  decks  it  pure  and  bright. 

Above  the  rolling  deep. 


THE  GUERILLA. 


Tbouoh  friends  are  false,  and  leaders  fail. 

And  rulers  quake  with  fear; 
Though  tamed  the  shepherd  in  the  vale. 

Though  slain  the  mountaineer; 
Though  Spanish  beauty  fill  their  arms, 

And  Spanish  gold  their  purse — 
Sterner  than  wealth's  or  war's  alarms 

Is  the  wild  Guerilla's  curse. 

No  trumpets  range  us  to  the  fight: 

No  signal  sound  of  drum 
Tells  to  the  foe,  that,  in  their  might, 

The  hostile  squadrons  come. 
No  sunbeam  glitters  on  our  spears, 

No  warlike  tramp  of  steeds 
Gives  warning — for  the  first  that  hears 

Shall  be  the  first  that  bleeds. 

The  night-breeze  calls  us  from  our  bed. 

At  dew-fall  forms  the  line. 
And  darkness  gives  the  signal  dread 

That  makes  our  ranks  combine: 
Or  should  some  straggling  moonbeam  lie 

On  copse  or  lurking  hedge, 
'T  would  flash  but  from  a  Spaniard's  eye, 

Or  from  a  dagger's  edge. 

'T  is  clear  in  the  sweet  vale  below. 

And  misty  on  the  hill ; 
The  skies  shine  mildly  on  the  foe. 

But  lour  upon  us  still. 
This  gathering  storm  shall  quickly  buivt, 

And  spread  its  terrors  far. 
And  at  its  front  we'll  be  the  first. 

And  with  it  go  to  war. 

O !  the  mountain  peak  shall  safe  remain^ 

'Tis  the  vale  shall  be  despoii'd. 
And  the  tame  hamlets  of  the  plain 

With  ruin  shall  run  wild ; 
But  liberty  shall  breathe  our  ab 

Upon  the  mountain  head. 
And  freedom's  breezes  wander  here, 

Here  all  their  fragrance  shed. 
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THE  SEA-BIRD*S  SONG. 

On  the  deep  U  the  mariner**  danger, 
On  the  deep  in  the  nuiriner*8  dnth, 
Whu,  to  fiiu  of  the  tempest  a  stranger, 
8it^  the  Iiwt  buhhlc  burst  of  his  breath? 
'T  iri  the  iM*a-!iinl,  8ea-l)ird,  aea-bini. 

Lone  looker  on  denpair. 
The  mra-bird,  M*u-bird,  iteo-bird. 
The  only  witneM  tliere. 

Who  w:itrhef(  their  couroe,  who  no  mildly 
<  Careen  to  the  ki^w  of  the  brivie  1 

Who  liritM  to  tlii'ir  !«hrieks,  who  no  wildly 
Are  elaitpM  in  the  arms  of  the  teas  ! 
Ti!*  the  >*;i-''ini,  Ac. 

Who  hovers  on  hii^li  o'er  the  lover. 
Ami  hiT  \vh'»  liMs  fhmu  to  bin  nerk  ? 

WbiN<e  wiiic  lA  thi*  wiiii;  that  can  cover. 
With  itt*  Nhadow.  th**  founderiiij^  wreck  ? 
*Tiri  the  Mett-binl,  Ac. 

My  eye  in  the  lii;ht  «»f  the  Itillow, 
My  wiusf  %m  the  w.ike  of  tiie  wave, 

I  hIihI!  t  ike  to  my  bre:iitt,  for  a  pillow. 
The  shrnuil  of  the  fdir  and  the  brave. 
I  *ni  a  sea-bird,  Ac. 

My  f  Mit  on  the  icebiTi;  has  lighted. 

When  hi>un«e  thi*  wilil  wiiidn  veer  aboat, 
My  eye.  when  the  liark  in  Iienit;ht4-«l, 
8«-f^  the  lamp  of  the  light-house  go  oat 
I  *rii  the  sea-bird,  sea-bird,  teft-bird, 

Lone  bxiker  on  despair; 
The  sea-bird,  sea-binl,  sea-bird, 
The  on  It  wilnfss  there. 


TO  TUK  DAUGHTER  OF  A  FRIEND, 


I  pa  AT  thee,  by  thy  mother's  face. 

And  by  her  liM>k,  and  by  her  eye. 
By  evrry  decent  matron  grace 
That  hoverM  round  the  resting-pUn 

When*  thy  young  head  did  lie ; 
AntI  by  the  voice  tliat  Miothed  thine  ear, 
Tlie  by  I II M,  th«*  smile,  the  sigh,  the  tear, 

Thnt  niatrhM  thy  ch^ngfful  mooil ; 
By  every  pray  it  thy  mother  taught, 
By  eviT)'  bliiwing  that  she  sought, 

I  pray  thee  to  be  gooiL 

Is  not  the  nestling,  when  it  wakea. 

Its  ey«'  u(>on  the  womt  around. 
And  on  its  new-fledged  pinions  takes 
Its  taxte  of  U*aves,  and  lioughs  and  brake» 

Of  motion,  sight,  ami  s<iund. — 
Is  it  not  like  the  parent  ?     Then 
Be  like  thy  mother,  child,  and  when 

Thy  wing  is  b«)lfl  ainl  stnmg. — 
As  pure  and  steady  l«  thy  light. 
As  hieh  and  heavenly  be  thy  flight, 

As  holy  be  thy  aong. 
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SALMON  RIVER. 


Ilk  rlrldis  tenera  pn^ill  arwadlae 
Minrlits.— ViaaiL. 


*Tm  a  swrct  niream — and  ao,  *tia 
Tli.it,  undi-turit'd,  save  by  the 
Of  miniii*  rapid  or  slight  water&U, 

Pur^ui:  their  wat 
By  m«>MiV  bank,  and  darkiT  wsTiiur 
By  riM'k.  that  bince  the  deluge  fii*di 
Sliuwiiig  to  sun  and  moon  their 

By  night  and  day. 


But  yrt  there's  aomething  in  ha  hamfale 
SoiiH'thing  in  its  pure  wave  and  alopinc 
Where  the  dtvr  sjiorted.  and  the  yoaag  fcwa  dmk 

With  unM'ared  Itvtk ; 
There  V  much  in  its  wild  historr.  that 
With  all  that's  su|ien>titif>u*— and  that 
To  match  our  fancy  and  eke  out  oar 

In  that  small  brook. 


benMih  Ike 


IlaviM*  ban  l«rn  U|Km  its  peaceful 

And  IiIimhI  liaitdropp'd  there,  hkr  the  drops  of 

The  corn  grows  o'er  the  utill  gra^rs  of  tbr 

And  many  a  quiver, 
FillM  from  the  reetN  that  grew  on  yaoder  hSL 
Ha«  N{M'iit  itdc'lf  in  carnage.     Ni>w  *lia  rtiD. 
And  uhi<it!ing  plouzhboys  oft 

From  Salmon  river. 


Here,  say  old  men.  the  Indian 
Their  ii\K'\U  by  moonlight ;  or 
That  ^llroluU  hei]ue^ter*d  rock,  or 

Or  Uncled  dell. 
Here  Philip  came,  and  Mii!«to!viii(^ 
Anil  ask'd  about  their  fortunes  looff 
As  Sail  to  Eiidor,  that  her  witch 

Old  SAMrEL. 


And  hrrr  tlie  lilack  fox  rovnl,  that  bowTd 
HiM  thick  tail  to  the  hunters,  by  the 
Where  they  pursueil  their  game,  and  him 

For  earth  I  v  fox  ; 
Tliinking  to  sh<Mit  him  like  a  ahaiqQr  bev. 
An«l  his  s«>rt  |ieltry.  strippM  and  dtrm'd,  to 
Or  lay  a  trap,  ami  fntm  his  qoiH  bur 

Transfer  htm  to  a  box. 


Such  are  the  tales  ther  tell. 

ANmt  1  lilt  If  and  unnoticed 

That  few  ha^e  heanl  of—- but  it  ia  a 

I  chance  to  love ; 
And  one  i!av  1  mav  tune  mT  rre  ati 
Anil  w  hi^tle  to  the  note  of  many  a 
Done  on  this  river— which,  if  then  ba 

I'll  try  lo  prore. 

•  This  rlrrr  enters  lalo  ibc  OioBeclkW  at  I 


T  ia  iMfd  la  ikjai 


ROBERT  C.   SANDS. 


[Bon,  ITML    DM,  1838.] 


Tax  history  of  American  literatare,  for  the  period 
which  has  already  passed,  will  contain  the  names 
of  few  men  of  greater  genius,  or  more  general 
learning,  than  Robert  C  Saxds.  His  life  has 
been  written  so  well  by  his  intimate  friend,  Ou- 
LiAV  C.  VRRPLATrcK,  LL.  D.,  that  I  shall  attempt 
only  to  present  an  abstract  of  the  narrative  of  that 
accomplished  scholar  and  critic 

Saxds  was  born  in  the  city  of  New  York,  (where 
his  father,  who  had  been  distinguished  for  his  pa* 
triotism  during  the  revolutionary  struggle,  was  an 
eminent  merchant,)  on  the  eleventh  of  May,  1799. 
At  a  very  early  age  he  was  remarkable  for  great 
quickness  of  apprehension,  and  facility  of  acquir- 
ing knowledge.  When  seven  years  old,  he  began 
to  study  the  Latin  language,  and  at  thirteen  he 
was  admitted  to  the  sophomore  class  of  Columbia 
College.  He  had  already,  under  Mr.  Fiitblat, 
of  Newark,  and  the  Reverend  Mr.  Whklplst,  of 
New  York,  made  great  progress  in  classical  know- 
ledge ;  and  while  in  the  college,  which  had  long 
been  distinguished  for  sound  and  accurate  instruc- 
tion in  the  dead  languages,  he  excelled  all  his 
classmates  in  ancient  learning,  and  was  equally 
successful  in  the  mathematics  and  other  branches 
of  study.  In  his  second  collegiate  year,  in  con- 
junction with  his  friend  Eastbuhn,  and  some 
other  students,  he  established  a  periodical  entitled 
«*The  Moralist,"  and  afterward  another,  called 
"  Academic  Recreations,"  of  both  of  which  he 
wrote  the  principal  contents.  He  was  graduated 
in  1815,  and  soon  after  became  a  student  in  the 
law-office  of  David  B.  Oode^,  one  of  the  most 
distinguished  advocates  of  the  time.  He  pursued 
his  legal  studies  with  great  ardour ;  his  course  of 
reading  was  very  extensive ;  and  he  became  not 
only  familiar  with  the  more  practical  part  of  pro- 
fessional knowledge,  but  acquired  a  relish  for  the 
abstruse  doctrines  and  subtle  reasonings  of  the 
ancient  common  law. 

Still  he  found  time  for  the  study  of  the  classics; 
and,  in  company  with  two  or  three  friends,  read 
several  of  the  most  difficult  of  the  Greek  authors, 
exactly  and  critically.  His  love  of  composition 
continued  to  grow  upon  him.  He  wrote  on  all 
subjects,  and  for  all  purposes ;  and,  in  addition  to 
essays  and  verses,  on  topics  of  his  own  choice, 
volunteered  to  write  orations  for  the  commence- 
ment displays  of  young  graduates,  verses  for  young 
lovere,  and  even  sermons  for  young  divines.  Seve- 
ral of  the  latter,  written  in  an  animated  style,  were 
much  admired,  when  delivered  in  the  pulpit  with 
good  emphasis  and  discretion,  to  congregations 
who  little  suspected  to  whom  they  were  indebted 
for  their  edification.  One  of  them,  at  least,  has 
been  printed  under  the  name  of  the  clergyman  by 
whom  it  was  delivered.     In  1817  he  published  a 


poem,  which  he  had  begun  and  in  great  part  writ^ 
ten  four  years  before.  It  was  called  «The  Bridal 
of  Vaumond,"  and  was  a  metrical  romance,  founded 
on  the  same  legend  of  the  transformation  of  a  de- 
crepit and  miserable  wretch  into  a  youthful  hero, 
by  compact  with  the  infernal  powers,  which  forms 
the  groundwork  of  Btrok's  "Deformed  Trans- 
formed." 

It  was  during  the  period  of  these  studies,  that 
he  and  three  of  his  friends,  of  as  many  diffi;rent 
professions,  formed  an  association,  of  a  somewhat 
remarkable  character,  under  the  name  of  the  Lite- 
rary Confederacy.  The  number  was  limited  to 
four;  and  they  bound  themselves  to  preserve  a 
friendly  communication  in  all  the  vicissitudes  of 
life,  and  to  endeavour,  by  all  proper  means,  to  ad- 
vance their  mutual  and  individual  interest,  to  advise 
each  other  on  every  subject,  and  to  receive  with 
good  temper  the  rebuke  or  admonition  which  might 
thus  be  given.  They  proposed  to  unite,  from  time 
to  time,  in  literary  publications,  covenanting  so- 
lemnly that  no  matter  hostile  to  the  great  principles 
of  religion  or  morals  should  be  published  by  any 
member.  This  compact  was  most  faithfully  kept 
to  the  time  of  Sandr's  death,  though  the  primary 
objects  of  it  were  gradually  given  up,  as  other  duties 
engrossed  the  attention  of  its  members.  In  the 
first  year  of  its  existence,  the  confederacy  contri- 
buted largely  to  several  Uterary  and  critical  ga- 
zettes, besides  publishing  in  one  of  the  daily  papers 
of  the  city  a  series  of  essays,  under  the  title  of  the 
*<  Amphilogist,"  and  a  second  under  that  of  the 
"  Neologist,"  which  attracted  much  attention,  and 
were  very  widely  circulated  and  republished  in 
the  newspapers  of  the  day.  Saxds  wrote  a  large 
portion  of  these,  both  in  prose  and  verse. 

His  friend  Easwurit  had  now  removed  to 
Bristol,  Rhode  Islam],  where,  after  studying  divi- 
nity for  some  time  under  the  direction  of  Bishop 
Griswold,  he  took  orders,  and  soon  after  settled 
in  Virginia.  A  regular  correspondence  was  kept 
up  between  the  friends ;  and  the  letters  that  have 
been  preserved  are  filled  with  the  evidence  of  their 
literary  industry.  Eastburit  had  undertaken  a 
new  metrical  version  of  the  Psalms,  which  the 
pressure  of  his  clerical  duties  and  his  untimely 
death  prevented  him  from  ever  completing.  Saitds 
was  led  by  curiosity,  as  well  as  by  his  intima^ 
with  Eabtburn,  to  acquire  some  knowledge  of' 
the  Hebrew.  It  was  not  very  profound,  but  it 
enabled  him  to  try  his  skill  at  the  same  transla- 
tion ;  and  he  from  time  to  time  sent  his  fnend  a 
Psalm  paraphrased  in  verse. 

But  amid  their  severer  studies  and  their  literary 
amusements,  they  were  engaged  in  a  bolder  poeti- 
cal enterprise.  This  was  a  romantic  poem,  founded 
on  the  history  of  Phuip,  the  celebrated  sachem 
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of  ihc  Pi><{uotlif,  and  leader  of  the  sjcat  Indian 
airniiiHt  die  \cw  Kii^liind  mlimirttrt  in  IGfift  and 
li>7'i.  It  \VM  pliinncd  l»y  KtHTHrnx.  during  liia 
n-rii(l(Mire  in  thr  vicinity  of  M «»unt  Hi)(h',  in  Rhode 
Uluiid,  the  ani'icnt  rii)iitul  of  thr  IVquod  rarr, 
wht^re  the  hci'iu'  i.-i  laid.  In  the  y«*ur  following, 
whfii  he  vit<ii('d  ISt'w  Vtirk,  thn  plun  of  the  Ktory 
wus  di iiwn  u)i  in  ri>njun<'iiim  with  hi>4  friend.  *•  We 
had  liu'n.**  miid  S.imum,  ••rfuil  not  hi  in;  on  thr  suh- 
ji'ct;  and  our  plot  wai«  fornu'd  from  u  h:i?>ty  glance 
into  a  few  )>a:;i''i  of  Hr hh\hi>*^  Narnitive.  AHtT 
KAsrRrK^*H  ri'turn  to  Brixtol,  tht*  piM'in  wai«  writ- 
ten, iirf*«)rdin>;  tn  the  })urti«  M'vrrully  ani^ii^ntfl.  and 
tr.in.^inittnl,  rtviprooally.  in  the  nuirHO  of  corre- 
Hpiiiidt'ni'i'.  It  was  (*omni«*nci*<l  in  MoviMnl^er,  1817, 
aihi  iini^hoil  lM'fiir«*  tho  Hiinirnorof  1><  I H,  otc«'pt  the 
fiHiriiiilin:;  ntanz.Ls  of  the  sixth  canto,  whirli  wi*rr 
ii'I'Iril  liftrr  Mr.  Kisthik^  \v(i  Dristol.  Am  the 
fa'>li>  waii  df  fiTtivr,  from  our  i^noranre  of  the  nul^ 
j  'i-t,  thi'  extTution  was  :il<io.  t'roni  thn  same  rauiie, 
and  tht*  hasty  niihh*  of  riini|H)sition.  in  fvory  it^ 
Kpii't  iin|H'rttt't.  Mr.  Ki^rai  iin  was  thrn  pre- 
p-iri'i'^  ti>  taki'  ord«'rs ;  uinl  his  htiidit*s,  with  that 
^  ii'W.  fii'.;roi*M-il  his  utti'Mtiiui.  Me  wiui  onlainitl 
in  Oi-ioU'r,  I'^l'^.  Hi'twern  t!tat  time  and  the 
INTi>»d  «>f  his  K*nivi  to  Aocom  irk  county,  Virginia, 
whence  he  had  r(vi'ivi>d  :iii  invitation  totakerharure 
of  :i  i-iiULrreifation.  he  tran^^'riU'd  tlie  tii>t  two  can- 
tiM  iif  (Ills  {hM'ni.  uitli  Itut  few  niati-rial  variations, 
fntni  the  tir.^t  col  I  at  in'^  copy.  'I'he  InUMirs  of  hin 
niiiii-^try  left  him  no  time  rven  f<ir  his  most  dt^ 
li'j;iitfal  amuHt'ment.  lie  hail  m:iile  ni*  further 
]irii^ri»»s  in  tlie  corre<'tii>n  of  the  work  when  he 
returned  to  .New  Vork,  in  July.  HI'J.  His  health 
was  t!ien  im>  miieti  im]>airi>il.  that  writiiii;  of  any 
kind  was  tiM»  i;n'at  a  la  I  tour.  He  had  parked  up 
the  manuM'ripts,  mtentiin^  to  finish  hin  setMnd 
c)py  in  Santa  Cruz,  whither  it  was  recommended 
to  him  t<»  Hit.  li*  the  last  n>si»iiri*e  to  recruit  his  ex- 
hausted coifotitutiitn."  He  dntl  on  ttie  fi>urth  ilay 
o\'  Uifi  pa<isa;;e,  on  the  siviuid  of  Ihveiiilter.  H19. 
The  work,  thus  left  impi'rfivt.  wms  revis«<d.  ar- 
range. I.  uiid  coriipleteil,  witli  many  aililitioiiK.  t'V 
Si  Mm.  It  wa9>  intriMlucrd  h\  a  pPHMU.  in  which 
the  «iirvi\in;;  |>«M't  in-iurned.  in  n<>l*le  and  toueh- 
iiii;  siniiis,  the  accornpliohed  friend  it(  his  youth. 

Th»'  wi>rk  w;i<  puhli^hed  uiiiIit  tlie  title  of  «•  Va- 
in»\i!eii."  at  New  Vork.  in  H'JO.  It  un-iuentiim- 
»M\  -hiiws  Si  true  mark-«  of  I  lie  viiuth  of  ils  authors, 
|i"<ii!es  itther  uii{H-rfi'i*tiiins  ariNJii.;  t'nisri  the  iniiiie 
of  Its  eoiii|Mi<.ilioii.  which  coiiM  iii>t  fail  to  prove  a 
iwTiiiiis  im|N-iliiiieiit  to  a  I'lear  Ciiriiiet-tiiin  o(  the 
pi'it.  and  a  \i%id  aiiil  ei>ii;:nioiiH  cunception  of  idl 
the  characters.  Vet  it  his  lii^ti  merit  in  \ariiius 
w:iy<«.  Its  dest'riptiiins  of  iiat  11  r.d  M-riiery  are  alike 
iii'«'iirate  and  lieautiful.  Its  -.txle  is  t1e\ili|e.  flow- 
ing, and  }>ortical.  It  is  rich  thmukihout  with  hifitiw 
rii-.il  and  antiquarian  knowlid^e  ot'  Iiidinn  history 
an>l  trailitiiin:  aiul  every  thine  in  thecuol«ms,  man- 
wr-i.  xiiiMTstition*.  and  story  of  the  aUtriKineti  of 
New  KiuLiiid.  thit  could  Ke  applinl  to  |Mii>lical 
piir|><*«4's.  is  u<ii>d  with  kkill.  juil-.!mcnt,  anil  taMle. 

Ill  l^'jn.  S%^|i«  wan  ailinitteil  to  the  har.  and 
o;-«Mii-d  un  i»:!i'-e  in  the  city  i»f  Ni'W  Viirk,  He 
tillered  ujtain   his   pntlewional  rarcvr  with   high 


hope*  and  an  anient  lore  of  lbs  leaniuif  of  tbr 
law.     Hi«  fint  attempt  aa  an  aJvoratc  «aik  hum- 
ever,  unHuccemful,  and  he  waa  diahcajtmcui  hm  tht 
result.     Thout^h  he  continued  the  buamf  at  a£ 
attorney,  he  made  no  ■erond  ailrmpc  at 
tpienct*  U^fure  a  jury,  ami  afler  a  Crw  ti 
irrailually  withdn-w  himself  frum  thr 
UurinK  this  {M-riiKl  he  |H*r«evercd  in  hi*  lam 
1117.  ami  n*newetl  and  exteniM  hia  arqoainl 
with  the  Latin  poets,  ami  the  ••fcrave,  lofty 
dianft*'  of  (trecce;  aci|uirinz  an  intimarv  aurh  m 
pnifesstirs  nii^ht   ha'ie  en\ir«l,  with  the   annrc! 
iamruazen  ami   learning.     He  hail  early   lrarM»i 
French,  and  was  familiar  with  ilji  eii(Hi»UB  and  e>- 
irtnt  literature:  hut  he  m-fer  much  ailmimi  il.  Uh: 
in  his  multifahims  literary  cnnvernation  and  ■»• 
thor^hip.   ran-ly  ipiotitl  or  aIlu<I«tS   to   a  FrriK^ 
author,  except  for  facts.     He   now  arquimj   l^ 
Italian,  ami  read  can-fully  and  with  crrat  admira- 
tion all  its  i;n-at  writers,  from  Di^rx  to  .^LViiai. 
His  versions  unil  imitations  of  l*»LiTia^,  Mo«r:. 
and  Mr.TtsTiMo.  ntti'-l  hi»w  I'ully  he  enl«"rr«i  lai- 
their  spirit.    Sinne  tune  nOcr  he  ai-«;uirrd  ihe  S^ 
ni^ll  laiunac  ^erv  eriliitillv.  iir.i!.  jf^fr^ut^Tinc  it* 
more  ci-li-lirati'il   writer*,  rrail  lery  ljr;:r!r  i!I  lh» 
Spanish  hir-torians  and  document*  be  rould  fiai 
totii'hiiiL'  Aiiierii-an  lu>tory.     In  onler  tn  eomplf^ 
his   a'-iiiiaiiilaii'v  with  the   ci>jiMte    m*>leni   laf>- 
irua:;!"*  of   Ijiiiin  iiricin.  he  »«imr   yrar«  Um  ar- 
ipiirei]  the  Portu  jnem-.  and  rcj-I  such  of  iti  autbcn 
as  he  CiiuM  )iriM*iiri'. 

In  I'^'JU  ami  H'j:)  he  wrote  inanv  artielet  (v 
•'The  LitiTiry  l{«-vii'«."  a  iiiiintlily  |«rn<idieal  Thtrz 
puhli-hed  in  Neiv  Vi<rk.  which  ri-ciii^  crvat  i»- 
creas«'  of  rrp'iMrixii  fmrn  his  riinlnSuli«Hi&  1= 
the  winter  of  H'jrt- 4.  he  an<f  ••ome  friend*  piiS 
li^hed  s*>vcn  iHirii^frs  nf  .i  «iirt  t.f  i:itw-k-nitacax«ar. 
eiititleil  "Till"  St.  T;iiiim  iriy  Muaine."  H*iv  Sr 
trave  thf  n  iu''  to  lii«  m>i«:  i  \tr.ii  ijint  and  tapp- 
e<t  humour,  ifniul'/iii;!  in  par.iil\,  )«urle««2i 
pri>te»>i]iie  siiiiri'.  thrxuii  oT  in  the  iraii 
and  with  the  i;rc.iri->t  rij'iilitv.  hut  as  ,r**'^nate*ni 
as  ■..itiri'  and  par  ^\y  ruiilil  »• !!  S*.  In  May.  I^CI. 
*-The  Atl.intti*  M  i^a/iin-"  wa<i  e«Li!ih»he«i  in  Nr« 
Viirk.  ariti  plaei-.l  unili-r  lii«  ch  irc<*.  .\t  the  to: 
of  "ix  niitiiih*'  he  ;:a«c  Up  t!:i^  Work;  bat  «hffm  i: 
cliaiiL;e<l  its  name,  mid  in  p.irl  its  rha 
Utvitiii*  i}ie  New  Vork  Uf\ leW.  he  «ia« 
a^  nil  i-ilit  If.  nii-i  a^-i-ti'd  in  condurlinff  il  obl. 
1*^*1^7.  lliiriii-j  \\i*  same  {fri  «1  he  a«»i*ti\!  is 
pfi-parin:;  .iii'I  pu!'ii^!i:iij  a  di^i -t  i>f  ^uiti  ewe^ 
nn«l  aNo  in  e>litiiij  »->riie  ol!ier  Ir^ral  riicnf«la?m)k 
eiirii'hiii-;  tSeiii  with  iMtes  nf  the  Amenran  Atrf 
simi*.  Thi*M'  pii!i!ii-.iii>iii«  wr,*c.  il  u  true.  nt^<4 
a  hi'.'h  r|-i»4  iif  |i-j:il  nnthi<r«liip;  but  they  $bam 
priifi-^iiiiial  rt-idiiij  nihi  knowlnl^.  aa  wr!I  ■■  ^ 
n-aiiy  \ert.iTilii\  nf  hi*>  mind.  He  bat!  now  bnver 
an  autlpir  hv  pr>>ri-^Mi>n.  anil  liNikrtl  In  bj»  pra  tsv 
■iipfMirt.  as  hen  ti •fore  for  fjme  or  lor  amwraMd 
When,  thin  tore,  nn  oITer  of  a  liWrml  aaiary  m-m 
made  hmi  .i*  an  a>i«i«taiit  rditi>r  «if  the  ••Xew  Yari 
f *i»iii!iiiTeial  Ail«i-rli«tT.**  a  liui^H^itabliUicJ  arhl 
wi-ll-k!i'*wn  i\.ti\\  e^eniii;  palter,  be  a<tt|<>d  iS. 
ain!  i-iiiilnMi<''l  hiit  ciiniirrtioii  vkith  thai 
untd  hi-*  i!«-j!h. 


His  daily  task  of  political  or  literary  discussion 
was  far  from  giving  him  sufficient  literary  employ- 
ment His  mind  overflowed  in  all  directi<His  into 
other  journals,  even  some  of  different  political 
opinions  from  those  which  he  supported.  He  had 
a  propensity  for  innocent  and  playful  literary  mii- 
chie£  It  was  his  sport  to  excite  public  curiosity 
by  giving  extracts,  highly  spiced  with  &shionable 
allusions  and  satire,  "from  the  forthcoming  novel f** 
which  novel,  in  truth,  was,  and  is  yet  to  be  writ- 
ten ;  or  else  to  entice  some  unhappy  wight  into  a 
literary  or  historical  newspaper  discussion,  then  to 
combat  him  anonymously,  or,  under  the  mask  of 
a  brother  editor,  to  overwhelm  him  with  history, 
facts,  quotations,  and  authorities,  all,  if  necessary, 
manufactured  for  the  occasion;  in  short,  like 
Shakbpeare's  « merry  wanderer  of  the  night,"  to 
lead  his  unsuspecting  victim  around  "through  bog, 
through  bush,  through  brier.'*  One  instance  of 
this  sportive  propensity  occurred  in  relation  to  a 
controversy  about  the  material  of  the  Grecian  crown 
of  victory,  which  arose  during  the  excitement  in 
&vour  of  Grecian  liberty  some  years  ago.  Several 
ingenious  young  men,  fresh  from  their  college 
studies,  had  exhausted  all  the  learning  they  could 
procure  on  this  grave  question,  either  from  their 
own  acquaintance  with  antiquity,  or  at  second 
hand  from  the  writers  upon  Grecian  antiquities, 
Lexpriere,  Potter,  Barthelemi,  or  the  more 
erudite  Pasehalis  de  Corona  i  till  Saitds  grew 
tired  of  seeing  so  much  scholarship  wasted,  and 
ended  the  controversy  by  an  essay  filled  with  ex- 
cellent learning,  chiefly  fabricated  by  himself  for 
the  occasion,  and  resting  mainly  on  a  passage  of 
Pausaitics,  quoted  in  the  original  Greek,  for  which 
it  is  in  vain  to  look  in  any  edition  of  that  author, 
<inripnt  or  modem.  He  had  also  other  and  graver 
employments.  In  1828,  some  enterprising  print- 
er proposed  to  supply  South  America  with  Spa- 
nish books  suited  to  that  market,  and  printed  in 
New  York.  Among  the  works  selected  for  this 
purpose  were  the  original  letters  of  Cortes,  the 
conqueror  of  Mexico.  No  good  life  of  Cortes 
then  existing  in  the  English  or  Spanish  language, 
Sards  was  employed  by  the  publishers  to  prepare 
one,  which  was  to  be  translated  into  Spanish,  and 
prefixed  to  the  edition.  He  was  fortunately  re- 
lieved from  any  difficulty  arising  from  the  want  of 
materials,  by  finding  in  the  library  of  the  New 
York  Historical  Society  a  choice  collection  of  ori- 
ginal Spanish  authorities,  which  afforded  him  all 
that  he  desired.  His  manuscript  was  translated 
into  Spanish,  and  prefixed  to  the  letters  of  the  Con- 
quistador, of  which  a  large  edition  was  printed, 
while  the  original  remained  in  manuscript  until 
Sattds's  writings  were  collected,  after  his  death, 
by  Mr.  Verplattck.  Thus  his  work  had  the  sin- 
gular fortune  of  being  read  throughout  Spanish 
America,  in  another  language,  while  it  was  totally 
unknown  in  its  own  country  and  native  tongue. 
Soon  after  completing  this  piece  of  literary  labour, 
he  became  accidentally  engaged  in  another  under- 
taking which  afforded  him  much  amusement  and 
gratification.  The  fashion  of  decorated  literary 
annuaU,  which  the  English  and  French  had  bor- 


rowed some  years  before  from  the  literary  alma- 
nacs, 80  long  the  favourites  of  Germany,  had 
reached  the  United  States,  and  the  booksellers  in 
the  principal  cities  were  ambitiously  vieing  with 
each  other  in  the  « Souvenirs,"  "Tokens,''  and 
other  annual  volumes.  Mr.  Bliss,  a  bookseller 
of  New  York,  desirous  to  try  his  fortune  in  the 
same  way,  pressed  Mr.  Sards  to  undertake  the 
editorship  of  a  work  of  this  sort.  Thb  he  at  first 
declined;  but  it  happened  that,  in  conversation 
with  his  two  friends,  Mr.  Yerplai^cr  and  Mr. 
Brtart,  a  regret  was  expressed  that  the  old 
fashion  of  Queen  Arhs's  time,  of  publishing  vo- 
lumes of  miscellanies  by  two  or  three  authors 
together,  had  gone  out  of  date.  They  had  the 
advantage,  it  was  said,  over  our  ordinary  maga- 
zines, of  being  more  select  and  distinctive  in  the 
characters  and  subjects,  and  yet  did  not  impose 
upon  the  authors  the  toil  or  responsibility  of  a 
regular  and  separate  work.  In  this  way  Pope  and 
Swift  had  published  their  minor  pieces,  as  had 
other  writers  of  that  day,  of  no  small  merit  and 
fame.  One  of  the  party  proposed  to  publish  a 
little  volume  of  their  own  miscellanies,  in  humble 
imitation  of  the  English  wits  of  the  last  century. 
It  occurred  to  Sards  to  combine  this  idea  with 
the  form  and  decorations  of  the  annual.  The  ma- 
terials of  a  volume  were  hastily  prepared,  amid 
other  occupations  of  the  several  authors,  without 
any  view  to  profit,  and  more  for  amusement  than 
reputation;  the  kindness  of  several  artists,  with 
whom  Sards  was  in  habits  of  intimacy,  furnished 
some  respectable  embellishments ;  and  thus  a  mis- 
cellany which,  with  the  exception  of  two  short  poeti- 
cal contributions,  was  wholly  written  by  Mr.  Sards 
and  his  two  friends  above  named,  was  published 
with  the  title  of  "  The  Talisman,"  and  under  the 
name  and  character  of  an  imaginary  author,  Fran- 
cis Herbert,  Esq.  It  was  favourably  received, 
and,  on  the  solicitation  of  the  publisher,  a  second 
volume  was  as  hastily  prepared  in  the  following 
year,  by  the  same  persons.  Of  this  publication 
about  one-fourth  was  entirely  from  Sards*8  pen, 
and  about  as  much  more  was  his  joint  work  with 
one  or  another  of  his  friends.  This,  as  the  reader 
must  have  remarked,  was  a  favourite  mode  of  au- 
thorship with  him.  He  composed  with  ease  and 
rapidity,  and,  delighting  in  the  work  of  composi- 
tion, it  gave  him  additional  pleasure  to  make  it  a 
social  enjoyment.  He  had  this  peculiarity,  that 
the  presence  of  others,  in  which  most  authors  find 
a  restraint  upon  the  free  course  of  their  thoughts 
and  fancies,  was  to  him  a  source  of  inspiration 
and  excitement  This  was  peculiarly  visible  in 
gay  or  humorous  writing.  In  social  compositions 
of  this  nature,  his  talent  for  ludicrous  description 
and  character  and  incident  rioted  and  revelled,  so 
that  it  generally  became  more  the  business  of  his 
coadjutor  to  chasten  and  sober  his  thick-coming 
fimcies,  than  to  furnish  any  thing  like  an  equal 
contingent  of  thought  or  invention.  For  the  pur- 
pose of  such  joint-stock  authorship  it  is  necessary 
that  one  of  the  associates  should  possess  Sards's 
unhesitating  and  rapid  fluency  of  written  stylo, 
and  his  singular  power  of  seizing  the  ideas  and 
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imagpfl  of  his  friends,  and  awiinilatiiig  th^m  per- 
fectly t4>  hU  own. 

His  "  Drt-ain  of  Pafa^txi^/'*  a  |K>pin,  one  of 
the  fruitii  of  iiis  n!M.Mn-}u*«  into  .Mexican  hiittory, 

•  "  I'ArAXiziN,  A  Mi'\iruti  prinrrs**,  «HtiT  nf  M<iTErc- 
XtiM K,  nmi  wiiii>\%'  iif  thi'  iriiVitrnur  itf  Tiitelidrn,  ilird,  »w 
HMn  ii'i|MMM«;ii,  III  til*'  pill  ire  iff  tlii>  lalli  r,  ill  I'drj  Uvt 
fiiih-r.il  ri1"fi  H>ri>  ri-lihrntiMl  witli  th**  uhimI  [Niiiip;  h**r 
liri>lh>-r  :iii.l  all  ili*-  ii  ilMiiiy  ulli'iiilinc  >*ii*'  w.t4  liiiri*-d 
ill  I  r  >v<  .  I  I  M.iiii-rr  lilt-  III  sr<itti»,  in  Ihf  K-irili-im  nf  ttie 
^'Ml.•■  I  i!  I'-i*, III-  <T  I  r>-*"rv<iir  in  utiii  h  Fti"  u^ii.illy  li.nlifil. 
Til.'  f'ltr  iii< «'  Iff  III-  r'lVf  V*- 1*  fli"*i-il  wilh  :i  •Imn"  (if  nu 
rn-  it  4i/i>  On  lii<*  il  i\  ndrr  t>i<'  fiiinT  il.  it  iiitif  eirl.  fi%-e 
ur  nil  vrtr^  lilil,  wli>t  hvfil  in  ihi-  pil.tif,  w:ii  chim:!  fruni 
li.  r  iii>itl.i-r''<  hi*Mi>f  In  till*  ri'«iili*iii-i-  nf  ihe  prini  i>4<i*ii 
iiiiji>r  ii>iiii-i.  111  -I  t'iiilii-r  p.irt  nf  lti<-  iT'inli-n;  nnil  p'i««iMi; 
II),  -.'i '  h'-  irii  ih'*  piiiii-i-!«4  r.iiliiif  tii  tur  fitf'int,  a  phriatf 
ii<>- !  I  •  (m'.I  ill  I  i  i>it  I  htlilmi,  .Vr  \.r  Thf  prim  •■«!«  m-nl 
Ihi-  hull'  nrl  tn  i  ill  li-r  ni>  iliiT,  iiii  I  nun  h  nl'inii  w.-in  i>f 
rniir*--''  r\rii«-ii.  M  |i>iii;!h  iIm*  Km;;  I'f  IVxf m  n  w.iii  rmti- 
fii'il  if  li'-r  rr>iirrri  linn  ;  aiul,  m  lii«  r«'prf>N**niatiiiii,  Mn- 
Ti.i  I  /.ii'>it  liiiiiiirh,  fiiMnf  li'rmr,  vinitnl  li«-r  wit  till  mrti  Iff 
iiiili.'n.  |{<-  a*kiii  h<r  ifi>hi-u.i<>  hm  ^Hh-r  'I  fiin.'  ninl 
iih ',  '\h''  Kiint'  wh'Hii  >nii  hiirifd  \i-«ii-rii:iv.  I  niii  aliv«*, 
htuI  iirxirt'  In  ti-ll  ynii  vihit  t  lii^'**  "•'fit,  ai  it  iiitpnrlii  tu 
kiiiiw  il.'  Thi'ii  thf  kiTii!*  Hilt  itnw II,  mill  th**  oilirni  re- 
uniiii-'l  vtaiiiliiiff.  iiinrv*'lliii)[  ul  wliit  thvi  lifird. 

**Tlii'ii  thi-  |<riiirt'<t«,  rfsiiiinini!  tirr  dinrniirMf,  laiil: — 
*  Ktit'T  my  ln'i',  nr,  if  (hit  i«  |iii««iM<*,  nftir  tt-nn*'  ainl  ih« 
p  iiviT  nf  iiiti||nii  fii'pirli  il,  iiirntitirii-ntly  I  fminij  nij-rlf 
III  II  v.i-t  pliiri,  tn  VI  liii  II  ih>-ri'  wt*  iin  hniMni  ill  any  ilircc- 
linn.  |ii  llii'  iiiiilitt  t  «|wri>riii  il  a  rniii,  h  Iih  ti  diitiifil  iiitu 
virinii4  |i.ith<i.  ami  im  nni*  mili'  wj«  a  Kf**-!!  rivfr,  wIiimi; 
w.i:>r4  iii.iilf  a  fimliifiil  riiiihin^  lini-f  lla-iiif  niiiiil«'i|  to 
I<-  ip  iiil'i  It  !••  I  m^N  |i>  III-'  iipiMiHiif  mill',  .1  f.iir  >iiulh  MinhI 
|i-  r'-iii-  my  <->i'<i,  nf  nn'ili*  |irr«ii'ni r,  ilnl  in  Innc  piIh'*, 
whi'i'  :i«  ^nnw,  ami  r«-sp|i>n<i'-nt  :\*  thi-  Nnn  Iti-  li  iii  iw-«> 
H'i-ii;-(  I  if  Itf.itilifiil  iHiiiiiiffi',  ami  iMin-  Ihin  <iif  n  on  I114  fntv. 
]i-  III.  i*  I  «.i\  inf ,  the  prim-i-MM  niaiii*  w  ilh  Imt  finr*'r4  the 
ni.ii  ni'llii'  i'rnii<:)  ami  t  ikiiitf  im*  hy  tlif  h  nul.  ii.tiil,  *p<i.iy. 
It  H  ii-i|  \>  t  iiiiii-  In  in-**  thi4  rivi  r.  (inil  liiVfn  thci-,  al- 
t!i  iii;:h  ih  >'i  'lixt  n-ii  kii  iw  I!.*  Thi-nri'  Im'  It*i|  m**  alnnf 
thi*  4hiiri-4  nf  thi*  rivr-r,  whi-n*  I  *nw  many  ^knll*  'in>l 
hiiiiiiiii  t»>>iif>,  ami  hivinl  «iirli  ilnlrfnl  rnnii*,  Ihil  lh>-v 
m-iVi'il  nil*  In  I  •iiiipi'>«i«in.  Thi-n,  lurninf  my  i*>i-«  In  thr 
riVfr,  I  xiu-  in  iiili\i-r4  en-al  ii.irk«,  Nmi  in  Ihi-iii  miiiy 
iii<*ti,  ilitf-  (•■Ml  i'r>>iii  ih>i«i>  nf  ilii-*(>  ri'tfi'Mia  III  ilri-«4  ^ifni 
riMii;ii>-\ii>ii  Tli'-y  \\ir>-  uhiT"  anit  lhMrti->l,  hi%in:; 
HMiil:ir  !■«  in  thi-ir  liin-S,  nii<i  li-lm-i*  nii  thi-ir  hi-jiN. 
Thi-n  ih>'  ><ii|iir>  ill  in  ii:ii>l  f<i  m**,  Mtnn  will*  thii  )imi 
MhniiM  livi-.  Ihil  \>iil  111  ly  lii-.ir  |i-4||iiiiitiy  nf  Ihi-  fi-vnlil- 
liiitM  whi'h  art*  In  niiiir  in  thi***'  rnuiitrii*'.  Tli(>  rli- 
iiiniiri  !h-iii  li.i«t  hi-arit  i>iiIIm«i>  liiink*  an*  thnHf  nf  tlii* 
>  I'll-  i-f  liiiiii'  .iiii  f-iKr*.  u  III!  h  ir>'  'inii  evi-r  hiII  In*  inr- 
iiKiili'ii  in  |-uiii«hiiti  III  iif  liii-ir  viiM  1  II*-  nii'ii  wh-uii 
III  III  <••  •  -t  |i  i*«i(i;;  in  lh<-  liirW<t.  ari-  th<4i  Hhn  with  arm4 
will  Id  iki-  111-  iii<>i-l\i-4  iii-ffi-r^  nflhi-  rni|iilr\  ;  ami  m  ith 
Ihi-m  u  it!  ninii'  :il«ii  an  iniintn'i  ilim  nf  Ifii*  irui*  tinii, 
Cii-'iti-r  Itf  hi'  III  n  anl  •-.nth.  Wh^  n  the  war  i«  finuhfil, 
aiiij  til-    i'-:!!!    in  pi  MiinliC.iiiil  w  Im  h  w-.inln  4  awa)   ■in, 

Ih  :i  oS  ill  '■•■  ril<t  In  !•  I  •  l\i-  It.  .tint  iTiilti  tik  Ihinr  rl.llll- 
pi--    ill   Ihf   Uihl!il'iri!<  nf  lhl4   I  Kilt*      lliif   h.<%lht;  kJI  1, 

Ih"  ii-iin;  III  m  iii«-i)i:ii-.iii-il :  aiul  I  riiirnl  iii\«i-lf  ri--i-iri'il 
|n  Iif<-.  rii-t-  fr>i.ii  Ihi  pl-irf  nn  wlmh  I  1 1\  lillr<|  |h>* 
■itiiii-  I'rniii  till'  ntp  lirhri-,  •Hill  i<t*i|i  ■{  fiirih  Irmn  the  far- 
ili-ti.  i\  h>  ri'  111'   ■»-rv  Hit*  f-iiiml  ini-  * 

"  ^I-i  1.1  i /'iNk  wiiit  In  hi«  liiiu*tf  I'f  nintirniiir.  Till  nf 
II-  iv\  III  iii-:lii4.  "iiw:;  n->ihiri^  |n  hu  pi«l*  r.  pt!i-<nilii* 
w  ■  :1  I  'ii'i  iT  *'•*'  Ti"  1111,1  nnr  In  ihi*  KmS  i<f  T«'««"ii>  n,  M'lf 
III  hi- 1  •iiifti'T',  w ii-i  irii-il  In  |irr«iriiti  hi'iilhii  iiwa*a 
f  iifi-'i  finli«\  nf  III'-  prinri-««  HIh-  Invd  many  >tart 
:rii  ri\  inl,  .in.l  111  I.Vil  waa  hi|i||£i'il.** 

Till-  iiK  :  l-i.t.*ii«  f 'i.A%  htican,  w-a«univi'r«a!ty  krii\t  n, 
ntii  IIII-I-'  .1  Kr>Mi  iiiii^t-  al  Ih^  tin**  Il  u  i|f*i  rih  •!  in 
».  I.  !  il  \l-  \\.  Ill  ;iiitiiri-a.  ami --trfi-l lilt*  nf  il»  truth  wrre 
^.',::  In  ilii'  iniirl  nf  .<<(|uiii.  — 71k«  TaiiMwum 


i*  rrmarkalilc  for  the  religious  eolmuiiif  of  the 
thoughti,  tlic  niiiKnifimire  uf  llie  iinacrrr.  aa4 
the  flow  of  the  \(-r«ificaUiin.   1 1  wm»  fir  a  i-i  -itr^rf 

J  in  **Th«-  TaliHiiiiiii."  for  the  vear  !>«:». 

HiH  nrxt  htifjry  niiploynimt  lai*  llir  p«iSb- 
cation  of  a  new  ••  I^ife  of  Pacl  Ji»«e*.'*  from 
ginal  lt-ttt-[i«  ami  |iriiitcii  ami  niaiiuiM*n|4 
furiiihliril  hiin  !•}  a  iiirce  of  the  cuniiifMlurr.  He 
nt  tin»t  iiinhi.iii-ii  iiii  rntin*ty  nn:;uijl  wurk,  ■• 
attnii*ti\r  :iiiii  lii-Miirfi^f  an  he  rouM  riiak«*  il ;  biil 
varioii*i  i'iri'iiiii-laiii-i-<i  hunted  hirn  in  ::ri-al  [uri  lo 
cnni|iiliitiiiii  II ml  r<irrn'lifiii  of  ihr  niili'rM'.«  fuN 
ni?»heil  hii:i.  **t,  a*>  In-  liTiiK'il  it  in  our  nf  lii*  Iriirra. 
ill  hi»  iii*i-ii-t>i:iiiii  i{iMiiitiii*fi4  of  piirarfi*.  -u|«rtt_:^ 
luiMie  Kii::li^li  iliiiMliriiniM.  tii^iihfr  uith  all  TNr 
maiiii'WTl|ti«.  iiitii  an  Aint  ri;'<in  m-lavu.  milv-fil 
worrk'iii'j  In-:  liraim*  niurh  jIniuI  thi-  mallrr.**  T"^ 
hioirrii}ihy  w.-in  {iriiilfil  in  In:U.  ma  i-IiHi«-ly-[inDU^ 

I  octavo,  fiiiil  i-  i|iiiiStIi-w<  the  )H*iit  and  m«>^  aullx-f^ 
tic  iiarrHtivi'  nt'  tin-  lifi'  i*f  thia  i^alJjint,  clii«alrx«ik 
and  err.itii'  f.itln'r  '*(  the  Ainerii'aii  ru^y. 

Ill  (hf  cl'tM-  of  ihf  ytar  iHli.,  1  wurk.  rn!jt.'<^ 

■  ••Tali'fiiif  till- IiIiiuIkt  S|id,'*  wan  puSiIi«h»l  in  Mrw 
York.     'I'liw  w:i«  a  M-nt-ii  uf  on.:iiiaI  tair«  hy  dii^ 

I  fen'iit  uiiilur — IUta^t.  J*«i  liu^i..  I.it.4.Arr. 
ami   Mi-o  Si  in.  w  11  k.     To  thin  (MiIis  tj*»n  ?*A«pt 

I  contrihiiti'il  till-  iiiiriN!ii«'ti<iii,  t^tiirh  1-  fiiifrd  mth 
hi<t  |N'4Mili.ir  liiiinniir.  ami  two  of  llir  !jlr«,  t«j(h  ci 
whif'h  art'  wniii'ii  in  hii*  happiest  ti-tn. 

Tiie  I'lof  t'lFii-h^il  rii;ii|NKiition  of  ^•k«^«  was  a 
littlf  |HN-iii  i-itliili'd  "Thf  Diad  of  l**3'i.'*  mhirh 
ap|N*an-il  annii\  jii<iii«lv  in  "Thi*  Coinni^ma]  .\<1- 

I  vertiM-r,"  aliniil  a  w«-t-k  U-forr  hn  own  ileal h.  He 
waM  drotiiii'.i  to  j>iiii  ihiMc*  whi>ni  he  nitninw^ 
within  tilt'  Irw  n'ci.tiiiiiu  <I>i>m  '>f  the  name  year. 
(*HtHLi.«  F.  iliiii«ift%  hibi  then  ju*t  e^laMwIkrJ 
"Thi>  Kiiii'ki'.'ihK  KIT  Mdtrazine.*'  and  S^jm^  ca 
thi>  M-vi-iitii'ittli  ot  Ik'CiMiiU'r.  aUnit  four  o'rlork 
ill  fill-  altiTiiiHiii.  11.11  diiwn  til  liiii^h  an  artark  oB 
••  K-juiiii.iiix  Ijiti-r.itiire."  whii'h  hi*  had 
to  furiii-li  r<ir  lli.it  |N'ri>Nlifa|.  .\ftrr  wrilanc 
a  |H-iiril  t!ii'  f<iiliiwni^  liiif.  rUKKi'«iiit.  pftthaMr,  by 
Home  injii'  ill  ihi- <iri*i  ;tl.«ii«l  niytlioUi^*, 

**o.  tl.nik  h'lt  mi  rt:ijrii  ini-mf  to'i  •*ih!'«,** 
hr  wa-i  ».ii  !.1f-ii!\  ofriirk  with  the  tTi«tf*a«r  whir^ 
n>m  i^i'i!  hi->  niMi  oj-nit  frorii  it<i  nMlrrial  dwellmc. 
Ili-l-iw  tfn-i  )!'!>■.  on  tfir  ori.!iTial  nunnvripC.  weiv 
o!Mir\iil.  atf.r  lii^  ili*  i!h.  «i«('rat  irrrffufar  peont 
ni.irk'i.  i*\l«  n-linj  iirirly  a«'r<»»«  the  p.iffp.  at  tf 
tnir4-.i  |i\  -I  h.iti  I  t>L.it  riiiivnl  in  1!  irkn****.  or  DO 
liifiei-r  iiN'Viil  i!if  iinpnl«e  of  tho  will.  |{r  rnar. 
njM  nr<l  t*ii  i!-»ir.  iin-1  ailfTnpttfl  tii  [4««  <>ut  oC  the 
riii-iiti.  hut  fill  Mil  lit*'  tliri'«h-ild.  I)ii  Vinff  aavalnd 
to  hi<*  rh:i!ii'--r.  nrnl  pLii'iNJ  on  the  hn].  be  «ai 
nS««'r^ts|  tn  niv  lii«  pm^frlfM  ri^hl  arm  with  i!w 
othrr.  aii'l  jihikiri:;  at  il.  t-i  ^hf^l  trar«.  He  »Sort.'r 
after  nl.iii-i .!  pito  .1  Irthirey.  fmm  which  he  never 
awoki'.  -iii'l  III  1i-'>«  ih:in  r*iir  hitun  fnim  the  aitark. 
rxpiriil  witli  lilt  a  >>trii-j.!!f.  lie  dinl  in  hi*  ihiiTr 
f  lurth   vi-.ir.  t«|„-n   liin  tAli*iit«.  enrichtfNl  Kr  ^tni% 

m  m 

and  till-  •-\i<ini  III  •■  of  lifr.  and  invicorattf^i  Hr  cam 
Kt.iiit  I  irri  1^-.  Mtfi'  fiillv  iii«turi*i|  fiiT  (iTttier  aiiJ 
lioMrr   l.ri'i'v   t'(,ii-riiii*4*   than  any    he  h*d    «ff 
e«-.i\id.     Ill-  •'•■  \:\\  w  i«  dii  iiIt  minimet!  Kr  hmbv 
fneiiiU.  -iii-i  111'!-:  .!i-i  }•';■  l>\  th<iM'  whokl 


ROBERT  C.  SANDS. 


217 


PROEM  TO  YAMOYDEN. 


Go  forth,  sad  frmgmeDts  of  a  broken  strain, 
The  lajBt  that  either  bard  shall  e'er  essay ! 
The  hand  can  ne*er  attempt  the  ehords  again. 
That  first  awoke  them,  in  a  happier  day : 
Where  sweeps  the  ocean  breeze  its  desert  way. 
His  requiem  murmurs  o'er  the  moaning  wave; 
And  he  who  feebly  now  prolong  the  lay, 
Shall  nc*er  the  minstrel's  hallow'd  honours  crave; 
His  harp  lies  buried  deep,  in  that  untimely  grave ! 

Friend  of  my  youth,  with  thee  began  the  love 
Of  sacred  song ;  the  wont,  in  golden  dreams, 
Mid  classic  realms  of  splendours  past  to  rove, 
O'er  haunted  steep,  and  by  immortal  streams ; 
Where  the  blue  wave,  with  sparkling  bosom,  gleams 
Round  shores,  the  mind's  eternal  heritage, 
Forever  lit  by  memory's  twilight  beams ; 
Where  the  proud  dead,  that  live  in  storied  page. 
Beckon,  with  awful  port,  to  glory's  earlier  age. 

There  would  we  linger  oft,  entranced,  to  hear, 
O'er  battle  fields,  the  epic  thunders  roll ; 
Or  list,  where  tragic  wail  upon  the  ear. 
Through  Argive  palaces  shrill  echoing,  stole ; 
There  would  we  mark,  uncurb'd  by  all  control, 
In  central  heaven,  the  Theban  eagle's  flight ; 
Or  hold  communion  with  the  musing  soul 
Of  sage  or  bard,  who  sought,  mid  pagan  night, 
In  loved  Athenian  groves,  for  truth's  eternal  light. 

Homeward  we  tum'd,  to  that  fair  land,  but  late 
Redeem'd  from  the  strong  spell  that  bound  it  fast, 
Where  mystery,  brooding  o'er  the  waters,  sate 
And  kept  the  key,  till  three  millenniums  pass'd ; 
When,  as  creation's  noblest  work  was  last ; 
Latest,  to  man  it  was  vouchsafed,  to  see 
Nature's  great  wonder,  long  by  clouds  o'ercast, 
And  veiled  in  sacred  awe,  that  it  might  be 
An  empire  and  a  home,  most  worthy  for  the  free. 

And  here,  forerunners  strange  and  meet  were 

found. 
Of  that  bless'd  freedom,  only  dream'd  before ; — 
Dark  were  the  morning  mists,  that  linger'd  round 
Their  birth  and  story,  as  the  hue  they  bore. 
"Earth  was  their  mother;"— or  they  knew  no 

more, 
Or  would  not  that  their  secret  should  be  told ; 
For  they  were  grave  and  silent ;  and  such  lore, 
To  stranger  ears,  they  loved  not  to  unfold. 
The  long-transmitted  tales  their  sires  were  taught 

of  old. 

Kind  nature's  commoners,  from  her  they  drew 

Their  needful  wants,  and  leam'd  not  how  to  hoard ; 

And  him  whom  strength  and  wisdom  crown'd 

they  knew. 

But  with  no  servile  reverence,  as  their  lord. 

And  on  their  mountain  summits  they  adored 

One  great,  good  Spirit,  in  his  high  abode. 

And  thence  their  incense  and  orisons  pour'd 

To  his  pervading  presence,  that  abroad 

They  felt  through  all  his  works, — their  Father, 

King,  and  Gron. 
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And  in  the  mountain  mist,  the  torrent's  spray. 
The  quivering  forest,  or  the  glassy  flood. 
Soft-foiling  showers,  or  hues  of  orient  day. 
They  imaged  spirits  beautiful  and  good ; 
But  when  the  tempest  roar'd,  with  voices  rude. 
Or  fierce  red  lightning  fired  the  forest  pine. 
Or  withering  heats  untimely  sear'd  the  wood, 
The  angry  forms  they  saw  of  powers  malign ; 
These  they  besought  to  spare,  those  bless'd  for  aid 
divine. 

As  the  fresh  sense  of  life,  through  every  vein. 
With  the  pure  air  they  drank,  inspiring  came, 
Comely  they  grew,  patient  of  toil  and  pain. 
And  as  the  fleet  deer's,  agile  was  their  frame ; 
Of  meaner  vices  scarce  they  knew  the  name ; 
These  simple  truths  went  down  from  sire  to  son, — 
To  reverence  age, — the  sluggish  hunter's  shame 
And  craven  warrior's  infamy  to  shun, —    [done. 
And  still  aa^enge  each  wrong,  to  friends  or  kindred 


From  forest  shades  they  peer'd,  with  awful  dread. 
When,  uttering  flame  and  thunder  from  its  side, 
The  ocean-monster,  with  broad  wings  outspread, 
Came  ploughing  gallantly  the  virgin  tide. 
Few  years  have  pass'd,  and  all  their  forests*  pride 
From  shores  and  hills  has  vanish'd,  with  the  race. 
Their  tenants  erst,  from  memory  who  have  died. 
Like  airy  shapes,  which  eld  was  wont  to  trace. 
In  each  green  thicket's  depths,  and  lone,  sequea- 
ter'd  place. 

And  many  a  gloomy  tale,  tradition  yet 
Saves  from  oblivion,  of  their  struggles  vain, 
Their  prowess  and  their  wrongs,  for  rhymer  meet. 
To  people  scenes  where  still  their  names  remain ; 
And  so  began  our  young,  delighted  strain. 
That  would  evoke  the  plumed  chieflains  brave. 
And  bid  their  martial  hosts  arise  again. 
Where  Narraganset's  tides  roll  by  their  grave. 
And  Haup's  romantic  steeps  are  piled  above  the 
wave. 

Friend  of  my  youth !  with  thee  began  my  song. 
And  o'er  thy  bier  its  latest  accents  die ; 
Misled  in  phantom-peopled  realms  too  long, — 
Though  not  to  me  Uie  muse  adverse  deny. 
Sometimes,  perhaps,  her  visions  to  descry. 
Such  thriftless  pastime  should  with  youth  be  o'er; 
And  he  who  loved  with  thee  his  notes  to  try, 
But  for  thy  sake,  such  idlesse  would  deplore. 
And  swears  to  meditate  the  thankless  muse  no  more. 

But,  no !  the  freshness  of  the  past  shall  still 
Sacred  to  memory's  holiest  musings  be ; 
When  through  the  ideal  fields  of  song,  at  will, 
He  roved  and  gather'd  chaplets  wild  with  thee ; 
When,  reckless  of  the  world,  alone  and  free. 
Like  two  proud  barks,  we  kept  our  careless  way, 
That  sail  by  moonlight  o'er  the  tranquil  sea ; 
Their  white  apparel  and  their  streamers  gay 
Bright  gleaming  o'er  the  main,  beneath  the  ghostly 
ray;— 

And  downward,  fiur,  reflected  in  the  clear 
Blue  depths,  the  eye  their  fairy  tackling 
So  buoyant  they  do  seem  to  float  in  air. 
And  silently  obey  the  noiseless  breeze ; 
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Till,  all  too  loon,  as  the  rude  winds  may  plc^-^y 
Thry  part  for  di»tant  ports :  the  Rain  Iwnii^ 
Swift  waftiiii?,  horc.  by  Hrawn*^  alUwiw  decreea. 
To  it})  own  harliour  Muro,  whorr  rarh  ditine 
And  joyouN  viwion,  MH'n  licforc  in  drcama,  ia  thine. 

Mum's  of  Helicon  !  mclmlioua  rare 
Of  Jove  and  f^>Men-hair*d  Mnkmoit!!!; 
WlioM*  art  fruui  nuMnory  M«>td  eai-h  aadder  trace, 
Ami  drivi'rt  t*u('h  scuwlinir  form  of  (*;rirf  away! 
Wiio,  round  the  \ioIi*t  fuuiit.  your  nieanurea  ^ay 
Oiici*  trotl,  and  nmntl  t)u'  altar  of  ^reat  Jote; 
Wh('iii*r,  wr.i|it  in  hilvrr}-  cloudM^your  nii;htly  way 
Y«*  lu'ld,  and  rjvifihiiK;  MtRiiuK  iif  munir  wove. 
That  iHK>tlii>d  the  Thundorcr't  mouI,  and  fiUM  his 
courta  aliovo. 

Bricht  rhoir !  with  1I}m  untoinptrd.  and  with  lone 
S|iarklii>'4,  und  unjiiprimt-li'd  |iy  tnurh  |Vi>fane; 
Vc,  til  whiM«>  (rJudi^Diiio  iM^miiiH  neVr  was  known 
Th(*  liliirlit  of  H4)rrow.  or  thr  thri>b  of  pain ; 
Kii;htly  invokiHl, — if  ri:;ht  the  olt'ctitl  Hwain, 
On  \our  i>wn  ni'MiiitainV  Mdo  vi'  taui;!it  of  yorp, 
\Vhi>-i4*  litMiourM  h.iiid  tihik  not  VDur  irift  ui  vain, 
Wnrtliy  the  Imdiliitu:  luurfl-lNtiiiih  it  U>re,^ 
Farc%^ell  [  a  long  farcwrll !  I  wonihip  you  no  more. 


DREAM  OKTIIE  TRINCF:??  PAPANTZIN. 


Mr.xiTLiri*  power  was  at  it.t  tnpmoMt  pride; 
Tlio  nunic  was  torriblt*  frDin  sea  to  ura ; 
Frmn  moiiTtt.iinii,  when*  the  tainelcos  Ottomita 
Miiintiiin'il  hirt  Kava:;e  frriiloni.  to  t!ie  nhores 
Of  \^tlli  MicTUiTjii.     Throuish  tite  n:ition<«  pass*d. 
A*  >t:ilkH  the  nivj:v\  of  the  |N>tili'nt*e,         ryounir, 
The  irr»';»t  kin'^'.i  nn'-««M'ni:en«.     They  marked  the 
Tiie  hnivf  mill  UMiitit'iil.  nTiii  Uire  them  on 
Knr  thi'ir  t'ml  Mrritirif*.     Terror  went 
Brfiirr  thi*  tynint*-*  heralds.     (Jrirf  and  wrath 
Ki-rii.iinM  U-hintl  their  Ktr|M ;  liiit  they  were  dumb. 

]{«•  wat  ari  (ion.     Vet  in  hi?*  enpit.il 
S.»t  .Mi»Ti.i-rziiY  t,  MM-ond  of  that  natne, 
Trnnhlin-j  with  fear  of  d;in:;er.'i  l«ini;  fi infold 
III  :in«'ii'nt  pri^phtvies,  and  n«iw  anniMinred 
By  •ii^Mi  in  hi'avm  anil  ]itrtf'nt4  U|hin  earth; 
By  tlit>  reluctant  \(iiri*<i  nf  p,ili>  prifxtn; 
By  the  (rrjvf  li>«ik<i  of  Huh'mn  ciinn'M*llors; 
But  chii'f.  by  «irki'iiiii'i  ht-i^ine-!i  of  heart 
'l*h:it  titjd  of  e^il.  dimly  tiniti-fotiMHl, 
But  i'\il  whii'h  mu<t  r.uii''.     With  fice  nhvurrd, 
Aiiil  ri>!i«'il  ill  nii;ht.  ilic  ui.-int  phniitom  nvtc. 
Of  hi-i  i:re-it  empirr'-j  ruin,  a'lil  hi*  own. 
HiippiiT.  t!ioii:;h  cuiltiiT.  he.  I^efure  wh't*^  slance 
Of  n'-'kle-*!*  triutii|ih.  njovi'd  ihe  NpTtral  hand 
'J'li  it  t Hired  the  nin-arthly  rhiirartiT'*  of  f.ilr. 

'T  w;i».  then,  one  evr,  whrn  o'l-r  the  imperial  lake 
.■\n>l  all  itt  rities.  clittiTine  in  thoir  ]ti^inp. 
Till"  l>»ril  of  clory  threw  his  parting  sniilea, 
III  Ti  ^TrioLrn'*  palace,  in  her  N»»er. 
I'^riNTXi^  lay  recliiifd ;  »i«trr  of  him 
At  wIi'i-M*  name  ninnarchs trrm'»li"«l.    Yirlding there 
T  »  tnii*-in:r«  v.irii'U'*,  oVr  her  «en"4'*  rrrjii 
t>r  -ili-rn.  or  kiiitlrfd  di'.ith.     It  •MvmM  khe  stnod 
In  an  illtniita!ile  plain,  that  streteh'd 


Its  desert  continoitj  afoand, 

rpon  the  o'erweaned  aighl;  in 

With  that  rich  vale,  where  only  abe  had 

Whose  ererlastioK  mountaina,  gi-Wti^y  ii. 

An  in  a  chalice  held  a  kingdoni'a  wcalik ; 

I'heir  summits  freezing,  where  the 

But  found  no  restAng-i^are.     Psvastsib  loak'4 

On  endless  liam*nneas,  and  walk'd  perpln'd 

'I*hrou{rh  tlie  tlull  haie,  alonic  the  honaidlcaB  hiiK 

Like  Minie  loru*  irhiist  in  Mietlan's  rhecrkaa  fl'«a 

Deliarred  fn>ni  lit^ht  and  Kfery.    Wandenag  ihMk 

i^he  came  where  a  preat  Millen  river  pour'd 

lu  turliid  waters  with  a  rushing  sound 

Of  |»ainful  nittaiis;  as  if  the  inky  wavea 

Were  h.u»tenini(  still  on  tlieir  compUintnf  rcasne 

To  e!4ca|te  th«*  horriil  Kolitudes.     Bryockl 

What  neem'd  a  hisbwsy  ran,  with  branHiiBg  paihi 

InnunierouH.    This  to  sain,  she  sonchl  to  pAunte 

Stntisht  in  the  troubled  stream.    For  well  she  kiww 

To  shun  with  aj^ile  limbs  the  mrrvnt'a  fiimr. 

Nor  fearM  the  noiiie  of  water*.     She  had  play'd 

From  infancy  in  her  fair  native  lake. 

Amid  the  irsy  plumcvl  creatures  fltmling  luoaii. 

Whefiim;  or  «li\in{(.  with  tlieir  changeful  hivs 

As  ffurlcM  Bii«I  an  innocent  as  they. 

A  vision  MtayM  her  puqume.     By  her  salt 
StootI  a  bright  youth;  ami  startlina.  as  she  gaafd 
On  his  efTulvrence.  every  senw>  was  hound 
In  ptfijiint;  awe  anil  in  fond  rr^en-ner. 
For  not  Ti.xr4TLirnrA,  as  he  idnine 
?'|N>n  hrr  prie-t-lti!  fancy,  when  fnmi  heaves 
Bv  filniv  thri'ail  Kui^t.iinM  hr  cime  to  earth. 
In  hi*  reMpK-tiili'nt  mail  reflecting  mil 
Its  imatn"^.  with  ilazzlinir  |M»rtraiture. 
Was,  in  hi«  r.itliaiice  ami  immortal  voulh, 
A  \n*vr  to  thi>i  new  ?<«!. — His  sisturr  was 
Likf  that  of  men;  but  niatch'd  with  hia.  the 
Of  kint;s  all  dre:id<*il  was  the  cn^uching  mim 
Of  suppliants  at  thrir  fivt.     Srrme  the  hghl 
That  f)oati-<I  round  him.  as  the  lineamenta 
It  caw*il  with  itfi  MiiM  elor>'.     Ciravrly 
Thr  impres«ion  i>f  hi*  fratnres.  nhirh  to 
Thfir  loHlv  bivi>!inr*s  forUidr:   His  rrca 
She  fi-lt,  but  »aw  not:  only,  on  his  bfost 
From  over  uhii'h.  i*ni' in- It'll  by  what  sfva'd 
A  rinz  of  liipiiil  i!i.im«ini1.  in  |iurr  lieht 
Ki'\o|\in:;  e«rr.  bsu'kward  fltiwM  his  lorfca 
In  buiiyant.  i«a\ins;  clii*ti'rs     on  his  brow 
Hhi*  m.irkM  a  cpm*  ib'**  ri^c<l :  and  lowH 

m 

She  kni'W  ni^t  wht^n'fore.  to  the  samd  sic& 

From  rilhrr  ^hoiililrr  mantin!  o*er  hi*  li^inl 

Wiirj*  ilroppi'rj  fratherh"  Miltrr;  and  his  rube, 

Snow-wliiti-.  ill  tbr  utill  air  was  mi4ionW«i^ 

A*  that  of  i-lii*4^i:M  tfml.  or  thr  pilr  »hn«id 

Of  «i>me  fi-ar-4*iifiiiin'il  rho»L     Her  hand  he  loek 

.■\nil  In  I  hrr  p.i*^i\e  oVr  the  nsked  Kanka 

Of  that  black  »in-am.  still  murmuring  angnh. 

But,  a*  hr  ii|hik«*.  ^he  hi*anl  its 

Hi*  Viijrr  •«erm*d  «wn*ter  than  the 

By  bravr  and  m'ntle  kuiU  in  Paratlisa. 

To  Ci'b'brate  the  initintinv  of  the  sun. 

On  hi-i  maji'-tic  pnnyrt-**  over  hravrn.  'rft 

••  Sray.  princi*-*,"  lhu«  he  «pokr,  miSoq  narrt  wC 

0*i-r]i:i«j«  th***!'  watrrs.  TTioii  jh  thnu  kn«vw*f|  il  i 

Nor  him.  (iun  loves  thr^."     Ifo  he  led  htf  «■• 


Unfiunting,  amid  hideous  sights  and  sounds : 
For  now,  o'er  scattered  skolls  and  grisly  bones 
They  walk'd ;  while  underneath,  before,  behind. 
Rise  dolorous  wails  and  groans  protracted  long, 
Sobs  of  deep  anguish,  screams  of  agony, 
And  melancholy  sighs,  and  the  fierce  yell 
Of  hopeless  and  intolerable  pain. 

Shuddering,  as,  in  the  gloomy  whirlwind's  pause, 
Through  the  malign,  distemper'd  atmosphere, 
The  second  circle's  purple  blackness,  pass'd 
The  pitying  Florentine,  who  saw  the  shades 
Of  poor  Frattcxsca  and  her  paramour,-— 
The  princess  o'er  the  ghastly  relics  stepp'd. 
Listening  the  frightful  clamour ;  till  a  gleam, 
Whose  sickly  and  phosphoric  lustre  seem'd 
Kindled  from  these  decaying  bones,  lit  up 
The  sable  river.     Then  a  pageant  came 
Over  its  obscure  tides,  of  stately  barks, 
GiganUc,  with  their  prows  of  quaint  device. 
Tall  masts,  and  ghostly  canvass,  huge  and  high, 
Hung  in  the  unnatural  light  and  lifeless  air. 
Grim,  bearded  men,  with  stem  and  angry  looks. 
Strange  robes,  and  uncouth  armour,  stood  behind 
Their  galleries  and  bulwarks.     One  ship  bore 
A  broad  sheet-pendant,  where,  inwrought  with  gold. 
She  mark'd  the  symbol  that  adorned  the  brow 
Of  her  mysterious  guide.    Down  the  dark  stream 
Swept  on  the  spectral  fleet,  in  the  false  light 
Flickering  and  fading.     Louder  then  uprose 
The  roar  of  voices  from  the  accursed  strand. 
Until  in  tones,  solemn  and  sweet,  again 
Her  angel-lcadcr  spoke.     «  Princess,  God  wills 
That  thou  shouldst  live,  to  testify  on  earth 
What  changes  are  to  come :  and  in  the  world 
AVhere  change  comes  never,  live,  when  earth  and  all 
Its  changes  shall  have  pass'd  like  earth  away. 
The  cries  that  pierced  thy  soul  and  chill'd  thy  veins 
Are  those  of  thy  tormented  ancestors. 
Nor  shall  their  torment  cease ;  for  God  is  just 
Foredoom'd, — since  first  from  Aztlan  led  to  rove. 
Following,  in  quest  of  change,  their  kindred  tribes — 
Where'er  they  rested,  with  foul  sacrifice 
They  stain'd  the  shuddering  earth.     Their  monu- 
By  blood  cemented,  after  ages  pass'd,         [ments. 
With  idle  wonder  of  fantastic  guess 
The  traveller  shall  behold.     For,  broken,  then. 
Like  their  own  ugly  idols,  buried,  bum'd, 
Their  fragments  spum'd  for  every  servile  use. 
Trampled  and  scatter'd  to  the  reckless  winds. 
The  records  of  their  origin  shall  be. 
Still  in  their  cruelty  and  untamed  pride. 
They  Hved  and  died  condemn'd;  whether  they 
Outcasts,  upon  a  soil  that  was  not  theirs,     [dwelt 
All  sterile  as  it  was,  and  won  by  stealth 
Food  from  the  slimy  margent  of  the  lake. 
And  digg'd  tho  earth  for  roots  and  unclean  worms; 
Or  served  in  bondage  to  another  race. 
Who  loved  them  not   Driven  forth,  they  wander'd 
In  miserable  want,  until  they  came  [then 

MTi*?re  from  the  thriftless  rock  the  nopal  grew. 
On  which  the  hungry  eagle  perch'd  and  scream'd. 
And  founded  Tenochtitlan ;  rearing  first. 
With  impious  care,  a  cabin  for  their  god 
HciTZiLopocHTLi,  and  with  murderous  rites 
Devoting  to  his  guardianship  themselves 


And  all  their  issue.     Quick  the  nopal  climb'd, 
Its  harsh  and  bristly  growth  towering  o'er  all 
The  vale  of  Anahuac    Far  for  his  prey. 
And  farther  still  the  ravenous  eagle  flew; 
And  still  with  dripping  beak,  but  thirst  unslaked, 
With  savage  cries  wheel'd  home.   Nine  kings  have 

reign'd. 
Their  records  blotted  and  besmear'd  with  blood 
So  thick  that  none  may  read  them.   Down  the  stairs 
And  o'er  the  courts  and  winding  corridors 
Of  their  abominable  piles,  uprear'd 
In  the  face  of  heaven,  and  naked  to  the  sun. 
More  blood  has  flow'd  than  would  have  fiU'd  the  lakes 
O'er  which,  enthroned  midst  carnage,  they  have  sat, 
Heaping  their  treasures  for  the  stranger's  spoiL 
Prodigious  cruelty  and  waste  of  life. 
Unnatural  riot  and  blaspheming  pride, — 
All  that  God  hates, — and  all  that  tumbles  down 
Great  kingdoms  and  luxurious  commonwealths. 
After  long  centuries  waxing  all  corrupt, — 
In  their  brief  annals  aggregated,  forced. 
And  monstrous,  are  compress'd.    And  now  the  cup 
Of  wrath  is  full ;  and  now  the  hour  has  come. 
Nor  yet  unwarn'd  shall  judgement  overtake 
The  tribes  of  Aztlan,  and  in  chief  their  lords, 
Mexitlis'  blind  adorers.    As  to  one 
Who  feels  his  inward  malady  remain, 
Howe'er  heal^'s  seeming  mocks  his  destiny, 
In  gay  or  serious  mood  the  thought  of  death 
Still  comes  obtrusive ;  so  old  prophecy. 
From  age  to  age  preserved,  has  told  thy  race 
How  strangers,  from  beyond  the  rising  sun. 
Should  come  with  thimder  arm'd,  to  overturn 
Their  idols,  to  possess  their  lands,  and  hold 
Them  and  their  children  in  long  servitude. 

**  Thou  shalt  bear  record  that  the  hour  is  nigh. 
The  white  and  bearded  men  whose  grim  array 
Swept  o'er  thy  sight,  are  those  who  are  to  come. 
And  with  strong  arms,  and  wisdom  stronger  far. 
Strange  beasts,  obedient  to  their  masters'  touch. 
And  engines  hurling  death,  with  Fate  to  aid. 
Shall  wrest  the  sceptre  from  the  Azteques'  line. 
And  lay  their  temples  flat     Horrible  war, 
Rapine,  and  murder,  and  destruction  wild 
Shall  hurry  like  the  whirlwind  o'er  the  land. 
Yet  with  the  avengers  come  the  word  of  peace ; 
With  the  destroyers  comes  the  bread  of  life ; 
And,  as  the  wind-god,  in  thine  idle  creed, 
Opens  a  passage  with  his  boisterous  breath 
Through  which  the  genial  waters  over  earth 
Shed  their  reviving  showers ;  so,  when  the  storm 
Of  war  has  pass'd,  rich  dews  of  heavenly  grace 
Shall  fall  on  flinty  hearts.   And  thou,  the  flower, — 
Which,  when  huge  cedars  and  most  ancient  pines. 
Coeval  with  the  mountains,  are  uptom. 
The  hurricane  shall  leave  unharm'd, — thou,  then, 
Shalt  be  the  first  to  lift  thy  drooping  head 
Renew'd,  and  cleansed  from  every  former  stain. 
«  The  fables  of  thy  people  teach,  that  when 
The  deluge  drown'd  mankind,  and  one  sole  pair 
In  fragile  bark  preserved,  escaped  and  climb'd 
The  steeps  of  Colhuacan,  daughters  and  sons 
Were  bom  to  them,  who  knew  not  how  to  frame 
Their  simplest  thoughts  in  speech ;  till  from  the 
A  dove  pour*d  forth,  in  regelated  sounds,      [grove 
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Each  Tuied  form  of  Uni^uagf .    Then  thcj  MpakB, 
Thouf^h  nrither  by  uiothrr  undeniUiod. 
But  tiiou  nhalt  then  hear  of  that  holiest  Dove^ 
Whi<*h  in  the  Spirit  of  the  ett^nial  God. 
When  all  was  vinil  ami  ilark,  he  moved  aboir« 
Infinity ;  and  fnmi  Iteneath  hin  win 711 
Earth  and  tlit>  watere  and  the  ivjandu  roue; 
The  air  wa.s  ({uirken'd.  and  the  world  ha«l  life. 
TtiiMi  all  I  he  Uim(*i«  of  heaven  hetran  to  Khine, 
And  nt:ui  w:iH  miule  t4>  uhzi*  upon  their  firenu 

^'AiiiiHii;  thv  fttthera'  viNionurv  tale*. 
Thini*>it  lirard.  h«»w  once  near  nnrii>nt  Tula  dwelt 
A  \viim:Mi.  hidy  and  devDnt,  who  kept 
Tlie  teiriple  pun',  and  to  iu  platft^rm  aaw 
A  i;|iil«>  itf  enieralil  phimci*  d<'*irend  from  heaven. 
IM.fiii'^  it  in  lier  ItOHoni  to  ndorn 
1 1  IT  iiliil'ii  xanrtusiry.  ("mi  the  t.de 
l^m•«.)  xht'  ODnriMveii.  and  hon*  NfF.xiTLi.     He, 
WiM'M  otiirr  rhililnMi  hiul  Ri*K.iiiM  her  life, 
^^pnlll<;  intii  iN'ini;,  all  eipiippM  for  war: 
IIh  i;n'.Mi  pUinit'rt  danriiii;  in  their  circlet  hrigbt. 
Like  Mheiif  of  ttnn-lit  upr.iy  crrHtin:;  the  lied 
Of  nn^ry  torrriitK.     Runiiil.  a.4  Timntinh 
Fl.iincM  in  niid-hfuven,  liix  (r->lfli'n  fnirkler  ahone; 
I.iki*  nirnMe  li^htnint;  flaxhM  hix  dn-adful  lance; 
Anil  uiirrli'iitinci:  vrnireanre  in  hi<4  eyei« 
ll!.i/i'»l  wiili  iti  <«\varthv  lii«trp.     He.  thev  tell, 
Li'd  iin  their  anccHtorM;  ami  him  the  i;od 
or  wr.ith  and  terror,  with  the  quiverini;  hearts 
A  Till  iiiiiii'^lfil  liinlw  of  myriad*,  nnil  the  Ktenrh 
Of  M«»iiil-wa!*hM  »>hrine«  and  altam  thi'y  apitcaae. 
])nt  tiien  Hhall  U'  revealM  ti>  thiv  the  name 
And  \i<ii<iii  iif  a  vinrin  undrfiliil. 
KinlMlniM  in  holv  U'antv.  in  who^i*  even, 
I)ii\viir:ist  and  rh:i9«te.  rtii«'h  Harreil  inflneiiee  lived, 
'I*li:it  none  niiuht  uaxe  in  their  pure  spherimand  feel 
One  earih-l»«>rn  liun;intr<     O^it  her  the  I)o^e 
Ilnrii;.  :ini!  the  Ahni:;hty  [Miwer  rarne  down,    f^e 
In  low  Unfit,  and  »h  a  hel]il«*««<4  lt;i*ie,  [horo 

Ili'ir  tit  ni:iir»<  HorrowK  and  ralaniitiet. 
His  'jwax  I>eli\iTer,  t'tMupieror  i»f  Ileith; 
Afiil  thou  nhdt  |t';irn,  h«»w  when  in  yeant  he  Rtew 
l*erfi'i-t.  and  t:iirer  than  the  »^nji  of  nM'n, 
And  in  that  purify inir  rite  partiNik 
Whii'h  thoii  hliiilt  lihare,  ri  from  hi^  mered  loeka 
'I*he  L'litli'riii:;  water*  droppM,  hiirh  n\er  heail 
'I'he  a/urc  xanit  \ia4  ojienM.  and  ihiit  ])o«e 
Swirtly.  MTi'ni  ly  tlimlin!:  dnwnward-.  ■.ireleh'J 
}\i»  »>il\ery  pinion*  o*er  the  ani>intrd  I.imn. 
^^prinklinl;  n-lr-tial  dew*.      And  t!ioii  sh-dt  hear 
How.  wlif>n  thi*  MirririiN'  f<ir  iii:in  Ind  7t>ne 
In  ^lory  home,  iii«  hit  rim  f  iiii'«-M-n:^'n« 
Were  met  in  I'tiiineil.  on  a  nii.'*it\  wind 
The  l)o\e  w;u<  Imrne  anioiijr  l^t'in  :  011  earh  brow 
A  forked  titni;ne  of  fin*  uiu\u>  \\r\\  i*«li'  lit ; 
Anil,  a-  the  I  nnlNMit  |ioiiit-  -'i-'*  up  .ind  \v:»^ei!, 
Nirin;:!'  >»jnt»«*hrrtnieto  llirin  ;  l?'--ii'-r  l.i  r^i-rj' lind, 
In  «'\t'ry  loiiyfue.  they,  with  nr.'innj  -tri  .*. 
IJon*  ihf  ir'ad  lidiniT'J  of  a  worM  n-difni'd.'* 

Mneh  nittre.  whirh  now  it  ^nit*  not  ti>  rchrnrM*, 
Tlie  prinee<*H  hranl.     The  hi«torii*  pn^phet  fuld 
l*a*t,  pri'M'Tit.  future. — thiniri  that  «ini*r  have  l»ivn. 
And  thinir*  th.tt  an*  to  eome.     And.  sn  he  reannl, 
0*i-r  the  h!  u\  ri^er.  ami  the  di»^'rt  plain, 
Am  o'er  the  cliMe  of  counterfeited  ncenea. 


Shown  bj  the  buakin'd  mnae,  a  veil 

Imperviuua ;  and  hia  fifpire  (&AeA  atrift 

In  the  dense  gloom.     But  then,  in  ■iarlikc  hffhl* 

That  awful  Kymbol  which  adoni'd  his  hnm 
In  Mize  dilating  »how'd :  and  up.  aUU  upw 
In  it«  cl(.>ar  uplendour  still  the  aame.  ibouch  MiB 
I..eHs«>nini{.  it  mounted;  and  PArASTBis  wokcu 

Hhe  woke  in  darkness  and  in  aohiudr. 
F^low  pttMM  her  letharv^'  away,  and  Icmf 
To  her  hulf-4ln*aminK  eye  that  brilliant  sicB 
Dirttinct  ap|i4-arM.    Then  damp  and  cluar  ahf  fcll 
The  air  around,  and  knew  the  |M»isn«nl  omrll 
Of  ffpiry  heriiN  colleeteil  and  runfinriL 
.\«  thi>M*  awakenine  from  a  tn>uMed  trmnre 
An'  wont,  hhe  would  ha«e  leaniM  bv  loocfa  if  ift 
The  Mpirit  to  the  NnIv  wati  allird. 
Ktranue  hindrance!*  pre\i*nted.     O'er  ber  fare 
A  ina^k  thick-platei!  lay:  and  round  her  swathiil 
WaM  many  a  coftlv  and  encumlirrinff  robe, 
Huch  ail  fhe  wore  on  iuiiim-  hiiHt  feAtival, 
O'ersprrail  with  precious  erms.  raylr<«  und  eoU. 
That  now  pn'iwM  hanl  and  sharp  a^inat  brr  1 
The  cundimuH  cullar  round  her  i>lrnder 
Of  cold,  thick  Htudili-il  with  each  vslurd 
Earth  ami  the  M'a-«1i'|ithi«  yifld  for  hum^n 
The  hraceli>tri  and  the  manv  twiiited  riuz* 
That  eirt  her  t.fjier  lind>4.  coil  ufton  cih!^ 
What  wen*  they  in  thij*  dungeon**  miliiriipT 
Thi*  plnniy  coron:d  that  wouM  ha«e  *pninf 
Liirht  fnmi  her  fillet  in  the  purer  air. 
Wavini;  in  mockery  of  the  rainlmw  tints. 
Now  driMipiin;  low,  and  iiii*epM  in  rlojrsiiis 
Oppn-»>*>i%e  hunt;,     (iropinjf  m  duhi^ius  ■rairh. 
She  fouml  till*  hoUf4ditilil  fftioiU,  th**  »pmdlr,  ti 
fiicALii  quaintly  Hculptun*d.  ami  (!•«' jir 
That  III -Id  the  um-Icnh  U^iera^e  fur  tlir 
By  thcM',  and  by  the  j<'wrl  tit  her  iip 
AttacliM.  the  euM'rald  f»yniUil  of  tlie  moqI. 
In  ith  irreen  lift-  inunitrlal.  »i»on  nhf  knew 
Hit  dwr'.Iin'j  uaj«  a  M-pulrhre.     ^*he  \* 
The  ma-k.  and  fn>m  her  feat  hi  ry  Urr  u\ 
f\iMtini!  away  the  n^lit*.  which  like  Ion*  alb 
WnippM  her;  and  with  it  maiiV  an  sloe  It^i, 
In«crilf*il  with  Aztitk  chanctrr*  and  Nfrm^ 
To  !«inilf  the  npirit  whrre  th«'  M-rfienl  hins*^ 
HiIU  towi'r'd.  and  di'-^-rtji  f^preoil.  smi  keen  «i 

Mew, 
And  mjiiy  a  "Flower  of  Ik-ath;'*  tboodl 

fruil  li-aven 
Were  wt  iiiiwitht-rM.      V*>t  the  lt«inr 
Whii-h  in  her  dwelt,  their  fn*«hneN»  hoil 
KI-4*.  if  ci  irrupt  ion  hid  Itrmin  it  4  work. 
Theeinl'Ii-ni!«of  ipiii-k  chains*  woukl  havei 
Her  NmiiI\'«  M'liihUnre.      What  i*  IvautT 

•  ■ 

If  the  rr.'jip'd  flowrr  rrf.iin«  ti*  trTnler  M«i 
Whfii  fi-ul  deea\  ha-  ■tti|i-n  the  lstf«t  lines 
Of  |ii\t  liiie'M  m  dc.ilh  '      Vet  r«cn  ni»w 
l*tri^TXi%  knew  ih.il  heri  luhrrant  lucfcs 
Which.  iini-i>iifinf«l.  hsil  r-*und  her  flow'dlai 
Like  a  «tnMin  ni-hinc  uofwn  ***:nr  rocky 
ThnMdlnir  It'll  th«»i:*iiid  ch miiel^— had  hemi 
Of  h.df  ilirir  wa\in:;  leii.flh. — ami  liknl  ||  nsL 

But  thro!it:h  a  cre\iiv  •■Ntn  .he  markM  a 
Of  ray*  niiifriain:  and.  with  vLirerrinc 
But  utrom:  in  recklt*«s 
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Presided  o*er  the  chaos  of  her  thoughts 

The  reTelation  that  upon  her  soul 

Dwelt  with  its  power,  she  gain'd  the  caTem's  throat, 

And  push'd  the  qoarried  stone  aside,  and  stood 

In  the  free  air,  and  in  her  own  domain. 

But  now,  obacorelj  o'er  her  vision  swam 
The  beaateous  landscape,  with  its  thousand  tints 
And  changeful  views ;  long  alleys  of  bright  trees 
Bending  beneath  their  fruits ;  eqMdiers  gay 
With  tropic  flowers  and  shrubs  that  filFd  the  breeze 
With  odorous  incense,  basins  vast,  where  birds 
With  shining  plumage  sported,  smooth  canals 
Leading  the  glassy  wave,  or  towering  grove 
Of  forest  veterans.     On  a  rising  bank, 
Her  seat  accustom'd,  near  a  well  hewn  out 
From  ancient  rocks,  into  which  waters  gush'd 
From  living  springs,  where  she  was  wont  to  bathe. 
She  threw  herself  to  muse.     Dim  on  her  sight 
The  imperial  city  and  its  causeways  rose. 
With  the  broad  lake  and  all  its  floating  isles 
And  glancing  shallops,  and  the  gilded  pomp 
Of  princely  barges,  canopied  with  plumes 
Spread  fanlike,  or  with  tufled  pageantry 
Waving  magnificent     Unmark'd  around 
The  frequent  huitzilin,  with  murmuring  hum 
Of  ever-restless  wing,  and  shrill,  sweet  note, 
Shot  twinkling,  with  the  ruby  star  that  glow'd 
Over  his  tiny  bosom,  and  all  hues 
That  loveliest  seem  in  heaven,  with  ceaseless  change, 
Flashing  from  his  fine  films.     And  all  in  vain 
Untiring,  from  the  rustling  branches  near. 
Poured  the  centzontli  all  his  hundred  strains 
Of  imitative  melody.     Not  now 
She  heeded  them.     Yet  pleasant  was  the  shade 
Of  paltns  and  cedars ;  and  through  twining  boughs 
And  fluttering  leaves,  the  subtle  god  of  air. 
The  serpent  arm*d  with  plumes,  most  welcome  crept, 
And  fann'd  her  cheek  with  kindest  ministry. 

A  dull  and  dismal  sound  came  booming  on ; 
A  solemn,  wild,  and  melancholy  noise, 
Sliaking  the  tranquil  air ;  and  afterward 
A  clash  and  jangling,  barbarously  prolonged, 
Torturing  the  unwilling  ear,  rang  dissonant. 
Again  the  unnatural  thunder  roll'd  along, 
Again  the  crash  and  clamour  followM  it 
Shuddering  she  heard,  who  knew  that  every  peal 
From  the  dread  gong  announced  a  victim's  heart 
Torn  from  his  breast,  and  each  triumphant  clang, 
A  mangled  corse,  down  the  great  temple's  stairs 
Hurl'd  headlong ;  and  she  knew,  as  lately  taught. 
How  vengeance  was  ordain'd  for  cruelty ; 
How  pride  would  end ;  and  uncouth  soldiers  tread 
Through  bloody  furrows  o'er  her  pleasant  groves 
And  gardens ;  and  would  make  themselves  a  road 
Over  the  dead,  choking  the  silver  lake. 
And  ca<«t  the  batter'd  idols  down  the  steps 
That  clirab'd  their  execrable  towers,  and  raze 
Sheer  firora  the  ground  Ahuitzol's  mighty  pile. 

There  had  been  wail  for  her  in  Mexico, 
And  with  due  rites  and  royal  obsequies. 
Not  without  blood  at  devilish  altars  shed. 
She  had  been  number'd  with  her  ancestry. 
Here  when  beheld,  revisiting  the  light. 
Great  marvel  rose,  and  greater  terror  grew, 
Until  the  kings  came  trembling,  to  receive 


The  foreshown  tidings.    To  his  house  of  wo 
Silent  and  mournful,  Morxvczoxji  went 

Few  years  had  paas'd,  when  by  the  rabble  hands 
Of  his  own  subjects,  in  ignoble  bonds 
He  fell ;  and  on  a  hasty  gibbet  rear'd 
By  the  road-side,  with  scorn  and  obloquy 
The  brave  and  gracious  Guatkmotzin  hung; 
While  to  Honduras,  thirsting  for  revenge. 
And  gloomier  after  all  bis  victories. 
Stem  CoRT£s  stalked.    Such  was  the  will  of  God. 

And  then,  with  holier  rites  and  sacred  pomp, 
Again  committed  to  the  peaceful  grave, 
Papastziit  slept  in  consecrated  earUi. 


MONODY  ON  SAMUEL  PATCH.* 


By  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end.— fiHAXSPSABX. 


Toll  for  Sam  Patch  !     Sax  Patch,  who  jumps 
no  more. 

This  or  the  world  to  come.   Sax  Patch  is  dead ! 
The  vulgar  pathway  to  the  unknown  shore 

Of  dark  futurity,  he  would  not  tread. 

No  friends  stood  sorrowing  round  his  dying  bed ; 
Nor  with  decorous  wo,  sedately  stepp'd 

Behind  his  corpse,  and  tears  by  retail  shed ; — 
The  mighty  river,  as  it  onward  swept. 
In  one  great,  wholesale  sob,  his  body  drown'd  and 
kept 

Toll  for  Sax  Patch  !  he  scom'd  the  common  way 
That  leads  to  fame,  up  heights  of  rough  ascent. 

And  having  heard  Pope  and  Loire  ihvs  say. 
That  some  great  men  had  risen  to  falls,  he  went 
And  jump'd,  where  wild  Passaic's  waves  had  rent 

The  antique  rocks ; — ^the  air  free  passage  gave, — 
And  graciously  the  liquid  element 

Upbore  him,  like  some  sea-god  on  its  wave ; 

And  all  the  people  said  that  Sax  was  veiy  brave. 

Fame,  the  clear  spirit  that  doth  to  heaven  upraise, 

Led  Sax  to  dive  into  what  Btroit  calls 
The  hell  of  waters.     For  the  sake  of  praise. 

He  woo'd  the  bathos  down  great  waterfalls ; 

The  dizzy  precipice,  which  the  eye  appals 
Of  travellers  for  pleasure,  Saxitxl  found 

Pleasant,  as  are  to  women  lighted  halls, 
Cramm'd  full  of  fools  and  fiddles ;  to  the  sound 
Of  the  eternal  roar,  he  timed  his  desperate  boimd. 

Sax  was  a  fool.     But  the  large  world  of  such 
Has  thousands— better  taught,  alike  absurd. 

And  less  sublime.     Of  fame  he  soon  got  much. 
Where  distant  cataracts  spout,  of  him  men  heard. 

*  Samvbl  Patch  was  a  boatman  on  the  Erie  Canal,  in 
New  York.  lie  made  bimrelf  notorious  by  leaping  from 
the  masts  of  ships,  f^om  the  Falla  of  Niagara,  and  flrora 
the  Falls  in  the  Genesee  River,  at  Rochester.  His  last 
feat  was  in  the  summer  of  1831,  when,  in  the  presence 
of  many  thousands,  he  Jumped  from  above  the  highest 
rock  over  which  the  water  Aills  in  the  Genesee,  and  was 
lost.  He  had  become  intoxicated,  before  going  upon  the 
scaflUd,  and  lost  his  balance  in  descending.  The  above 
verses  were  written  a  few  days  after  this  event. 
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AIm  for  Sax  !     Had  he  aright  preferr'd 
The  kindly  element,  to  which  he  gave 

Hiiniielf  ao  fearleaalv,  we  had  not  heard 
That  it  wan  now  hia  winding-aheet  and  grt^e. 
Nor  sunjTt  *twixt  teara  and  smilea,  our  lequicm  for 
the  brave. 

He  aoon  got  drunk,  with  rum  and  with  renown, 
A  ft  many  othem  in  high  plarra  do ; — 

Whorie  fall  in  like  8am*ii  lujtt — for  down  and  down, 
By  one  mad  impulwdrivcn.the}*  flounder  through 
.The  {fuif  that  kcrpa  the  future  from  our  view, 

And  thrn  are  found  not.    May  they  rent  in  peare! 
Wi'  hravc  the  niifh  to  human  frailty  due— 

A  nd  Hhall  not  S «  m  hu ve  hiii  ?    The  muae  shall  reaae 

To  keep  the  heroic  roll,  which  ahe  began  in  Grtcce 

With  drmigodii,  who  went  to  the  Black  8ea 
For  wool.  (and.  if  the  Iw^Kt  a(*counta  be  straight. 

Came  back,  in  negro  phraseology, 

With  the  same  wool  each  upon  his  pate.) 
In  which  she  chroniclrd  the  dcathleiw  fate 

Of  him  who  jump*d  into  tlir  perilous  ditch 

I^efl  by  Rome's  street  commiiiiiionera.  in  a  state 

Which  made  it  dangerous,  and  by  jumping  which 

He  made  himself  renown*d,  and  the  contractors 
rich— 

I  aay,  the  muae  shall  quite  forget  to  aound 
The  chord  whose  music  is  undying,  if 

She  do  not  strike  it  when  9am  Patch  is  dmwn'd. 
IjKATinBa  dived  for  love.     Leucadia*s  clifl* 
The  f^^sbian  SArrao  leap'd  from  in  a  iniiT, 

To  punish  Phaojt  ;  Icari's  went  dead, 
Be(*ause  the  wax  diil  not  continue  stiff; 

And.  had  he  minded  what  his  father  said. 

He  had  not  given  a  name  unto  his  watery  bed. 

And  HcLLB*s  case  was  all  an  accident. 

As  everybody  knows.     Why  sing  of  these  1 

Nor  would  I  rank  with  Say  that  man  who  went 
Down  into  .f?tna*s  womb^RvpKnncLBs, 
I  think  he  call'd  himself.    Themsi*lvps  to  please, 

Or  cIm*  unwillintrly.  thry  maite  their  springs ; 
For  glory  in  the  abstract.  Him  maile  his. 

To  prove  to  all  men.  commons,  lonN,  and  kincfs. 

That  ••  some  things  mav  be  done,  as  well  as  other 
things." 

I  will  not  be  fatigued,  by  citing  more 

Who  jump*d  of  old,  liy  hazanl  nr  design. 

Nor  plasnie  the  weary  sIkmIs  «>f  lM)yi<«h  lore, 
VrLCA^,  Apollo.  Ph^rto^ — in  fine. 
All  TiM»aE*s  Pantheim.    Yet  they  bttw  divine 

By  their  long  tumbles :  ami  if  we  can  match 
Their  hierarchy ,  shall  we  not  entwine 

One  wrt^ath }    Whi>  ever  came  ♦•  up  U\  the  scratr h,'* 

Ami.  for  so  little,  jump'd  •«•>  bravely  at  H  «  m  P  ati  ■  ¥ 

To  loni;  conclusions  many  men  have  jump*d 

III  li).cic.  and  the  safer  course  they  t(K>k ; 
By  ativ  other,  they  would  have  l«ern  stump*d. 

I  'liable  to  anoie,  or  to  quote  a  book.       [brook  ; 

And  quite  ilumb-foumled.  which  they  cannot 
They  briMk  no  bones,  and  suffer  no  contusion, 

Hiding  their  woful  fall,  by  hook  and  crook. 
In  slaiis  and  iril»lierish.  sputtering  ami  confusion ; 
But  that  was  not  the  way  8  a  %  came  to  hia  conclusion. 


He  jump*d  in  person.    Death  or  Tirtory 

Was  his  device,  **  and  tlicra  waa  no 
Except  his  last ;  and  then  he  did  bnl  difi. 

A  hlumler  which  the  wiafal  men  will 

Aloft,  where  miichty  flooda  the  muumaini 
To  stand,  the  target  of  ten  thooannd  cro^ 

And  down  into  the  coil  and  watcpi^aak* 
To  leap,  like  Mil  k\  ofTHpring,  from  the 
For  this,  all  vulgar  flights  he  ventond  ii 


I 


I 


I 


And  while  Niagara  pndonga  its  thunder, 

Ttiout;h  htill  the  nw-k  primeral  diaa| 
And  nation*  chan:;e  their  bounds— the 
wi  mtler 

Shall  Six  CO  ilown  the  cataract  of  km^  ycsfv; 

And  if  there  lie  Kubliniitv  in  tears, 
Thi^^'  itba!l  be  prrri<»u-  which  the  adventorrr  sh*^ 

When  hilt  friil  ntar  {ra\e  way .  anal  wakrd  his 
Lest  liy  the  un;;i-nernuN  crowd  it  might  be 
That  he  w  aii  all  a  bo.ix.  or  that  his  |Juck  had  fled 

Who  would  compare  the  maudlin  Alb«a«»bb, 
Blul)U*rini;.  bccaute  be  hail  no  jnb  in  haadL 

Actincr  the  by|Mirrite.  or  i-l^e  the  zander. 

With  Six.  who«e  ini'*f  we  all  can  undenland* 
Hiii  crkin;;  was  not  womanish,  ixv  pfann'd 

For  exhibition ;  but  his  heart  uVrswrird 
With  its  own  a^imy.  when  he  the  rrand 

Natural  aminiri*mentji  ff>r  a  jump  beheld. 

And,  measuring  the  cascade,  found  not  his  courafs 
queliM. 

His  last  irreat  failure  net  the  final  seal 
I'lito  the  nronl  Time  shall  never  tear, 

lAliile  bm^i>r>-  ha<<  its  honour.^— while  ncafHl 
The  holy,  natural  synqiathies  which  arr 
First.  laM.  and  miehtimt  in  the  liusom.    Whaft 

The  torturi'd  tii|«M  of  (tenessee  descrnd. 
He  came — his  only  intnnale  a  brar^ 
We  know  not  that 
ho  m.irtvr  of  renowi 


^ 


he  hail  another  fnrnd.) 
rn.  hi*  wa\  ward  course  to  wmL 


The  fiend  thnt  from  the  infernal  riven 
HrlUlraiuhts  for  m.m.  too  much  tormrnlid 

With  nen-e<i  nn-itninx.  Imt  steailfasi  in  hia 
Hi*  i^toiM!  u|Mm  thf  lalifnt  current's  brim 
Hirt  bi-.u1  wa4  7iililv,  anil  his  «iKht 

And  then  he  knew  tbi«  leap  W4hiI«I  he  hia  last.— 
Siw  air.  and  eirth.  ninl  water  wiUIt  nriaL 

With  ey<*«  of  mnny  inii1titiiile«.  den«e  and 

That  standi  in  in'M-ki  r>- :  none  a  lonk  of 
cast. 

Beat  down,  in  the  hii:;e  amphilheatre 
••  I  -MM*  Is'fnre  me  l!i«'  eiadiatur  lie."* 

And  tii-r  nti  tier,  the  ni\ri  uU  wailiiif  there 
Till*  Uiw  of  ifrai*e.  witlptut  one  |iit\inc  eye- 
He  WAH  a  iiUvi* — a  «.ipti«e  himl  to  die;— 

Sim  wart  Intni  fri*e  as  (*  r.s*a  ;  and  he  micht 
The  h>i|iele4ii  i^i-ue  have  refiKtl  to  try; 

No !  with  true  leap,  but  sinm  with  f Altering  flifht- 

*•  Deep  in  the  roarin,c  gulf,  fafr  |4ungnl  le 
niifht.** 

But.  ere  he  leapM.  he  hees"d  of  thoae  wht 
Money  by  his  dreail  venture,  that  if  he 

8houM  (lerish,  such  cttllectum  should  he  pail 
As  uiiirht  Iw  pick'd  up  froa  tho  ••  i 
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smother.  This,  his  last  request,  shall  be, — 
.  she  who  bore  him  ne'er  his  liEite  should 
is,  glittering  o'er  his  memory,  [know — 
Jl  the  streams  have  worn  their  barriers  low, 
'  the  sea  drunk  up,  forever  cease  to  flow. 

who  chooses  to  jump  down  cataracts, 

should  the  sternest  moralist  be  severe  1 
tot  the  dead  by  prejudice— but  facts, 

as  in  strictest  evidence  appear ; 
were  the  laurels  of  all  ages  sere, 
the  brave,  who  have  pass'd  the  final  goal, — 
^tes  that  ope  not  back, — the  generous  tear; 

the  muse's  clerk  upon  her  scroll,  [roll. 
le,  but  honest  verse,  make  up  the  judgment- 
re  it  is  considtr*df  that  Sam  Patch 

never  be  forgot  in  prose  or  rhyme ; 
ne  shall  be  a  portion  in  the  batch 
le  heroic  dough,  which  baking  Time 
ids  for  consuming  s^s — and  the  chime 
le's  old  bells,  long  as  they  truly  ring, 

tell  of  him ;  he  dived  for  the  sublime, 
ind  it.    Thou,  who  with  the  eagle's  wing, 
I  goose,  wouldst  fly,~-dream  not  of  such  a 
thing! 


EVENING/ 


!  sober  evening !  thee  the  harass'd  brain 
ching  heart  with  fond  orisons  greet ; 
?spite  thou  of  toil ;  the  balm  of  pain ; 
Dughtful  mind  the  hour  for  musing  meet : 
[len  the  sage,  from  forth  his  lone  retreat, 
>lling  universe  around  espies; 
ben  the  bard  may  hold  communion  sweet 
lovely  shapes,  unkenn'd  by  grosser  eyes, 
ick  perception  comes  of  finer  mysteries. 

Llent  hour  of  bliss !  when  in  the  west 
rgent  cresset  lights  the  star  of  love : — 
piritual  hour !  when  creatures  bless'd 
n  return  o'er  former  haunts  to  rove ; 
;  sleep  his  shadowy  mantle  spreads  above, 
brother  of  forgetfulness  and  death, 
i  well-known  couch,  with  noiseless  tread 
they  rove, 

les  of  heavenly  music  comfort  breathe, 
LI  what  weal  or  bale  shall  chance  the  moon 
beneath. 

of  devotion !  like  a  distant  sea, 

world's  loud  voic«s  faintly  murmuring  die ; 

nsive  to  the  spheral  harmony, 

» grateful  hymns  are  borne  from  earth  on  high. 

ho  can  gaze  on  yon  unsnllied  sky, 

lot  grow  purer  from  the  heavenward  view  1 

o«e,  the  Virgin  Mother's  meek,  full  eye, 

met,  if  uninspired  lore  be  true, 

new  birth  witliin,  and  sin  no  longer  knew. 

thors  hail  the  oriflamme  of  mom, 
rindling  hills  unfurl'd  with  gorgeous  dyes ! 
ild,  blue  Evening !  still  to  thee  I  turn, 
holier  thought,  and  with  undazzled  eyes; — 

•  From  **  YamoydeD." 


Where  wealth  and  power  with  glare  and  splen- 
dour rise. 

Let  fools  and  slaves  disgustful  incense  bum ! 

Still  Memory's  moonlight  lustre  let  me  prize ; 

The  great,  the  g^ood,  whose  course  is  o'er,  discern, 
And,  from  their  glories  past,  time's  mighty  lessons 
learn! 


WEEHAWKEN. 


Ers  o'er  our  path  is  stealing  fast ; 
Yon  quivering  splendours  are  the  last 
The  sun  will  fling,  to  tremble  o'er 
The  waves  that  kiss  the  opposing  shore ; 
His  latest  glories  fringe  the  height 
Behind  us,  with  their  golden  light 

The  mountain's  mirror'd  outline  fiides 
Amid  the  fast-extending  shades ; 
Its  shaggy  bulk,  in  sterner  pride. 
Towers,  as  the  gloom  steals  o'er  the  tide ; 
For  the  great  stream  a  bulwark  meet 
That  leaves  its  rock-encumber'd  feet 

River  and  mountain !  though  to  song 
Not  yet,  perchance,  your  names  belong ; 
Those  who  have  loved  your  evening  hues 
VfiXL  ask  not  the  recording  muse 
What  antique  tales  she  can  relate. 
Your  banks  and  steeps  to  consecrate. 

Yet,  should  the  stranger  ask,  what  lore 
Of  by-gone  days,  this  winding  shore. 
Yon  cliffs  and  fir-clad  steeps  could  tell. 
If  vocal  made  by  Fancy's  spell, — 
The  varying  legend  might  rehearse 
Fit  themes  for  high,  romantic  verse. 

O'er  yon  rough  heights  and  moss-clad  sod 
Oft  hath  the  stalworth  warrior  trod ; 
Or  pcer'd,  with  hunter's  gaze,  to  mark 
The  progress  of  the  glancing  bark. 
Spoils,  strangely  won  on  distant  waves. 
Have  lurk'd  in  yon  obstracted  caves. 

When  the  great  strife  for  Freedom  rose, 
Here  scouted  oft  her  friends  and  foes. 
Alternate,  through  the  changeful  war. 
And  beacon-fires  flash'd  bright  and  &r ; 
And  here,  when  Freedom's  strife  was  won. 
Fell,  in  sad  feud,  her  favour'd  son ; — 

Her  son, — the  second  of  the  band. 
The  Romans  of  the  rescued  land. 
Where  round  yon  capes  the  banks  ascend. 
Long  shall  the  pilgrim's  footsteps  bend ; 
There,  mirthful  hearts  shall  pause  to  sigh, 
There,  tears  shall  dim  the  patriot's  eye. 

There  last  he  stood.    Before  his  sight 
Flow'd  the  fair  river,  free  and  bright ; 
The  rising  mart,  and  isles,  And  bay, 
Before  him  in  their  glory  lay, — 
Scenes  of  his  love  and  of  his  fame,— 
The  instant  ere  the  death-shot  came. 
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THE  OREEX  ISLE  OF  LOVERS. 

TifET  my  that,  nfar  in  the  land  of  Ibe  WMt, 
M'here  the  hriglit  gulden  itun  hiiiks  in  glory  to  rest. 
Mid  fcri!*  whiTc  the  hunter  neVr  ventured  to  tread, 
A  f.iir  hike  unniflled  nnd  sparkling  in  spread ; 
Wtirre.  Iiitt  ill  \\}*  I'itWTwt;  th»*  ra]>t  Inilinn  dinetnera. 
In  dixtuM'.'e  mN'm  «lini]\',  the  ;;n-<*n  Ii«le  uf  Lo\eni. 

There  venlure  fade<  never ;  immortal  in  Moom. 
Soft  wavm  the  iiiii-jnnlin  itfi  crnven  of  perfume; 
And  l»w  liendM  the  hrarirh  with  rii'h  fruitage  de- 

preju'd. 
All  ulowins  like  irnm«  in  the  rrownfl  of  the  nixt ; 
ThiTe  the  hri^ht  eye  «>f  nsUiirf.  in  mild  glor>'  hit^em : 
*T  iii  till'  I.tmi  of  the  5unlN':iin, — the  green  IhU*  of 

Li  )  vera! 

S\vei>t  Ktriiinn  wildly  float  on  the  hreczea  that  kiss 
'I'hi-  4Mli:i-lloivin:;  lake  round  th;it  region  of  !>li?iii 
When-.  N\ri-.tlhin;;  tiii'ir  ;;url.ihdfi  i>f  amaranth,  fair 

t'liiiirH 
(il  id  inr:i^ur(>.<«  htill  wi-:ivi*  to  the  nound  that  ini<pire« 
'J'hi*  diuire  and  thf  rrvrl.  niiil  fttri>t«  th^  rn\er 
On  hi-*h  with  thrir  hh.idc  thf  trnvn  Isle  uf  the  I^over. 

lint  ficn'e  an  the  xnakt',  with  lii** evelnlU  of  fin*. 
When hiHM*:ilert art* all  hrillijiitamlgltiwingwith  ire. 
Arc  till*  warriom  to  all.  K:i\e  the  niaid^t  of  their  isle, 
W h  ■<■'  I.I w  is  their  w  ill.  and  m  Ii<  t-n'  lift*  is  their  ^niili- ; 
From  iMMuty  thi-re  vali*ur  und  fltrrngth  are  n«>t 

ro\iTi*, 
And  peace  nMgns  supreme  in  the  (n^en  Inle  of 

Lo\eni. 

And  III-  who  has  Miught  to  itet  foot  on  its  shore, 
In  iii.*/r<«  )M'rplex*d.  haM  )N*hi>ld  it  no  more; 
It  th'ft4  on  th(*  viMion,  dcliitiinif  the  view. 
It.-.  JMiiks  <.till  n*tire  a*  the  hiintrrrt  pursue; 
O!  who  ill  ihi-i  vuin  world  of  wo  tthall  ili<ienver 
riii>  liiMiif  undiiiturh'd,  the  green  Isle  of  the  Lover! 


't* 


THK  HEAD  OF  \^3Q. 


O.  TiMK  ami  Death!  with  rertain  pace, 
'riioii^h  kiill  unfi|ual.  hurrving  on, 

O'crtiintin:;.  in  vuur  awful  riin*. 

The  cot,  the  palai-e,  aiul  the  throne! 

Nt>t  alwayi*  in  the  storm  i>f  war. 

.Nor  by  the  |w»*lilrniT  th.it  swi»e|«i 
Fnwii  till'  pl.i:;ue*itniilli-ii  riMliii*  afar, 

Heynnd  the  old  and  Milcnm  dei'iM: 

In  crowds  the  giMMl  and  miuhty  ro. 
And  to  those  %ast,  dim  eh.initiers  hie: 

Whrre,  miuKleil  with  the  hiah  and  low, 
Deail  (*.K4Aas  and  dead  SaiaspBAaBS  lie! 

I>n*ad  minister  of  Oon  !  sometime* 

Ye  smile  at  once  lo  do  hi^  will. 
In  all  earth's  oeean-severM  rlimea. 

Those — whose  renown  ye  cannot  kill ! 


I 


When  all  the  brighten  fltan  thfti 
At  once  are  banish'd  horn  their 

Men  oadlv  ask,  when  shall  ictsni 
Such  lustre  to  the  coming  y^^*-  ■ 


For  when*  is  he* — who  lived  oo  lorn 
Who  raided  the  moilrni  Titaa'a 

Anil  showM  his  fate  in  powerful 

Whoso  soul  for  learning's  aake  was  loel ! 

Where  )u* — who  Itackward  to  the  htrth 
Of  TiriM*  ititelf.  ailventumus  Inkl, 

And  in  thf  niinslfd  mass  of  raith 
I'lmnd  nut  the  handiworit  uf  (Sun  ?| 

Where  he — who  in  the  mortal  hrad.t 
Oiduin'd  III  t'aze  ou  heavrn,  oniL! 

Till'  miuTh  \.i-i  t't'aturrs  that  shall  irrad 
Thf  Ntarit.  v«  hen  farth  is  nitthin'^ 


When*  hi' — who  rtnick  old  AlM'n's  Ivrr.J 
Till  ruiind  l!if  wurld  its  erht<«*s  roll. 

Anil  hWfpt.  uith  all  a  pri>|»hrt*s  fire. 
The  di:i]ia^on  of  the  soul  ? 

When*  hi' — who  rfad  the  mys'jr  lorr| 
Hurii-il  wlii-n*  huhi\l  i*ii4U4ti.is  sleep; 

Aiiii  dam)  ;>ri-«uni)itui<us  tt>  et^-!  -rr 

Sifri-t<.  ifi.T  ihiiusand  \i>ar«  ro  .!•!  kerp^ 

Whrn'  hf — wh").  with  a  |Nirl*»  e^r^ 
Of  tnith.  on  lo\«|y  n.ilure  ra2i-d. 

Anil  iii.idi'  e\i'ii  htinlid  }*o%i-rtv 

CUssir,  wIm'u  in  his  nundwrs  glaacd  ? 


Whire — that  old  sajrf  w»  hale  and  staid." • 
The  •*  trri* .itei»t  l;>i«m}**  who  snuafht  lo  find; 

Who  in  hi"!  irarilrn  muoed.  and  made 
All  forms  of  rule  fur  all  mankind  T 

And  thou — whom  miiliims  far  mnu*fj|  j 
Ki'^rrtd — the  hii-nirrh  niefk  and 

Thy  R^h(*4  nlft'p.  ailiirvd,  Woif*!, 
Sear  whm'  lh\  Wklit's  coffin 

He,  toiy~thr  hrir  of  irlorr — whrreit 
Hath  great  N*p<iLroK*s  scion  flcdl 

Ah  !  clor\-  goei*  not  to  an  heir! 
Take  him.  ye  iiohle,  vulgar  dcttd! 

But  hark  I  a  nation  Mshs!  for  he.^( 
L:uit  iif  the  )ira\e  who  irrill'd  all 

Til  niiiki'  an  infant  empin*  free, 
<»|ie_\i  the  inf«itaMf  rail ! 

They  sr>..and  with  thrm  is  a  cmwd. 
For  human  rights  who  thought  and  iliA: 

Wr  ri'ar  t<i  thrni  no  temples  |innhl, 
E:irh  hath  hi*  mental  pyramid. 

All  earth  i*  now  thrjr  sepulchre, 
Thf  mini),  their  nbtnuinent  auMi 

Yoiin.*  in  eirrnal  fame  thcT  ar^— 
Such  are  %our  triumpha.  Death  wad 


•  Ciiriiip  ■»•!  his  FaiMl. 

t  J»piir#hr'm 

II  (  h>ni|ii4lhin 

••  Ji  rrni%  llrnltiam 

tt  Thr  liiiKr  i.f  RrirlMrta4l. 
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PARTING. 

'hen  a&r  from  mine  thy  home  ihall  be, 
ill  thy  soul  unchanging  turn  to  me  1 
other  scenes  in  beauty  round  thee  lie, 
leae  be  present  to  thy  mental  eye  ? 
rm,  thy  mind,  when  others  fondly  praise, 
lou  forget  thy  poet's  humbler  lays  1 
I  what  is  there,  in  earth's  various  range, 
me  and  absence  may  not  sadly  change ! 
in  the  heart,  that  still  demands  new  ties, 
loughts,  for  all  its  thousand  sympathies — 
ixen  heart,  where  eveiy  seal  may  set, 
I,  its  stamp— remain  unaltered  yet, 
nature  changes  with  each  Meeting  day, 
asons  dance  their  varying  course  away  1 
ouldst  thou  swerve  from  truth,  all  else  must 
part, 

et  can  feed  with  life  this  withered  heart ! 
'er  its  doubts,  its  hopes,  its  fears  may  be, 
S  even  in  madness,  faithful  still  to  thee ; 
ouldst  thou  snap  that  silver  chord  in  twain. 
Idea  bowl  no  other  links  sustain  ; 
1  in  the  dust,  its  fragments  then  must  sink, 
e  cold  earth  its  latest  life-drops  drink, 
not,  if  ofl,  in  melancholy  mood, 
leme,  too  far,  sick  fancy  hath  pursued ; 
the  soul,  which  high  with  hope  should  beat, 
to  the  gloomy  grave's  unbless'd  retreat, 
stic  nature !  since  thy  course  began, 
itures  wear  no  sympathy  for  man ; 
n  smiles  loveliest  on  our  darkest  hours ; 
J  cold  grave  fresh  spring  the  sweetest  flowers, 
an  himself,  in  selfish  sorrows  bound, 
not  the  melancholy  ruin  round. 
)wd*s  vain  roar  still  fills  the  passing  breeze 
ends  above  the  tomb  the  cypress-trees, 
ly  heart,  still  true  in  joy  or  wo, 
le  kindest  fates  can  e'er  bestow, 
ning  Heaven  that  heart  refuse  to  give, 
would  ask  the  ungracious  boon — to  live  ? 
etter  't  were,  if  longer  doom'd  to  prove 
tless  load  of  life,  unblessed  with  love, 
i.  roidst  ocean's  waste  some  island  fair,— • 
eell,  the  anchorite  of  nature,  there  ;— 
jnely  isle,  upon  whose  rocky  shore 
nd,  save  curlew's  scream,  or  billow's  roar, 
choed  ever ;  in  whose  central  woods, 
he  quick  spirit  of  its  solitudes, 
^ersc  deep,  strange  sympathies  untried, 
i\  might  find,  which  this  vain  world  denied. 
1  will  trust  that  heart,  where  truth  alone, 
liest  guise,  sits  radiant  on  her  throne ; 
us  believing,  fear  not  all  the  power 
?nce  drear,  or  time's  most  tedious  hour. 
I  sigh  to  win  the  wreaths  of  fame, 
rite  on  memory's  scroll  a  deathless  name. 
It  thy  lo%'ed,  approving  smile  to  meet, 
Y  the  budding  laurels  at  thy  feet 
for  worldly  wealth  I  heave  a  sigh, 
ittering  visions  fioat  on  fancy's  eye, 
it  with  rosy  wreaths  thy  path  to  spread, 
ice  the  diadem  on  beauty's  head, 
of  my  thoughts,  each  subject  to  thy  sway, 
Ifaig  presence  lives  but  to  obey  ; 
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And  ihouldftt  thou  e*er  their  bleae'd  allegiance  slight, 
The  mind  must  wander,  lost  in  endless  night 
Farewell !  forget  me  not,  when  others  gaxe 
Enamour'd  on  thee,  with  the  looks  of  praise ; 
When  weary  leagues  before  my  view  are  cast, 
And  each  dull  hour  seems  heavier  than  the  laat. 
Forget  me  not    May  joy  thy  steps  attend, 
And  mayst  thou  find  in  eveiy  form  a  friend ; 
With  care  unsullied  be  thy  every  thought ; 
And  in  thy  dreams  of  home, forget  me  not! 


CONCLUSION  TO  YAMOYDEN. 


Sad  was  the  theme,  which  yet  to  try  we  chose, 
In  pleasant  moments  of  communion  sweet ; 
When  least  we  thought  of  earth's  unvamish'd 

woes. 
And  least  we  dream'd,  in  fimcy's  fond  deceit. 
That  either  the  cold  grasp  of  death  should  meet, 
Till  after  many  years,  in  ripe  old  age  ;^ 
Three  little  summers  fiew  on  pinions  fleet. 
And  thou  art  living  but  in  memory's  page. 
And  earth  seems  all  to  me  a  worthless  pilgrimage. 

Sad  was  our  theme ;  but  well  the  wise  man  sung, 
<*  Better  than  festal  halls,  the  house  of  wo ;" 
'Tis  good  to  stand  destruction's  spoils  among, 
And  muse  on  that  sad  bourne  to  which  we  go. 
The  heart  grows  better  when  tears  fireely  flow ; 
And,  in  the  many-colour'd  dream  of  earth. 
One  stolen  hour,  wherein  ourselves  we  know. 
Our  weakness  and  our  vanity, — is  worth 
Years  of  unmeaning  smiles,  and  lewd,  obstrepe- 
rous mirth. 

'Tis  good  to  muse  on  nations  pasa'd  away. 
Forever,  from  the  land  we  call  our  own ; 
Nations,  as  proud  and  mighty  in  their  day. 
Who  deem'd  that  everlasting  was  their  throne. 
An  sge  went  by,  and  they  no  more  were  known 
Sublimer  sadness  will  the  mind  control. 
Listening  time's  deep  and  melancholy  moan ; 
And  meaner  griefs  will  less  disturb  the  soul ; 
And  human  pride  falls  low,  at  human  grandeur's 
goal. 

Philip  !  farewell!  thee  King,  in  idle  jest. 
Thy  persecutors  named ;  and  if  indeed. 
The  jewell'd  diadem  thy  front  hsd  press'd. 
It  had  become  thee  better,  than  the  breed 
Of  palaces,  to  sceptres  that  succeed. 
To  he  of  courtier  or  of  priest  the  tool, 
Satiate  dull  sense,  or  count  the  frequent  bead, 
Or  pamper  gormsnd  hunger ;  thou  wouldst  rule 
Better  than  the  worn  rake,  the  glutton,  or  the  fool ! 

I  would  not  wrong  thy  warrior  shade,  could  I 
Aught  in  my  verse  or  make  or  mar  thy  fame ; 
As  the  light  carol  of  a  bird  flown  by        [name : 
Will  pass  the  youthful  strain  that  breathed  thy 
But  in  that  land  whence  thy  destn^ers  came, 
A  sacred  bard  thy  champion  shall  be  found ; 
He  of  the  laureate  wreath  for  thee  shall  clahn 
The  hero's  honours,  to  earth's  &rthest  boimd. 
Where  Albion's  tongue  is  heard,  or  Albion's  longi 
resound. 
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INVOCATION. 

On  quick  for  mr  Um*  gublrt  fill. 
From  bright  C-MtalU'ii  Hpvklin^  rill ; 
Pluck  Uic  young  iBurrPa  flciile  bough. 
Ami  let  itH  foliage  wreathe  my  brow ; 
And  bring  the  lyre  with  iouiuling  ffhell. 
The  fouriitring'd  lyrr  I  loved  to  well ! 

lio!  ad  I  gaze,  the  fiirture  fliea 

Of  weur\'  lif('*ii  n*alitieii; 

Behold  the  xhadt*.  the  wild  wood  ahaile. 

The  mountain  iit4'<>|M,  the  c-hecker'd  glade; 

Ami  hour>'  nirkH  ami  l>ulil»ling  rilU, 

And  (laintiHl  wavea  and  distant  hilla. 

Oh !  fur  an  hour,  let  me  forget 
How  much  of  life  in  left  me  yet ; 
Recall  the  viiiionit  of  the  poiit. 
Fair  an  thfw*  tinti*  that  cannot  laiit, 
Thnt  all  the  heavenn  ami  watern  o*er 
Their  gorgeouM,  tranriifnt  glorien  pour. 

Ye  |iaKtorul  wiTirii,  by  fancy  wroiiijhl! 
Ye  {Kifireanti*  of  the  loHicr  thought ! 
Croat ionii  proml !  Inaj«*f4ic  thingv ! 
HtTiM'ii,  ami  di'migiNli,  and  kinK*! 
Krtum.  with  all  of  ithi'pbenlii'  lore. 
Or  old  rouianri*  thul  jilcaifed  before! 

Ye  formn  that  arr  nut  of  tlM*  earth. 
Of  grace,  of  valour,  and  of  w<irth  ! 
Yi*  bright  alMtrjctiiHiM.  Iiy  the  thought 
Like  the  great  maiit4'r*H  pirtureii,  wrought 
To  the  iilfarn  Mhailuwy  mien. 
From  beautiea  faiicie*!.  dreamt  or  seen ! 

Ye  speakinff  MMimlii,  that  {MM't'ii  ear 
Alone  in  niitun'n  voice  con  hear ! 
Thou  full  conc«*ption.  \h<  and  wiile. 
Hour  of  the  lonely  minrtrePii  |iride. 
Ah  when  projirtion  cave  of  old 
Alchymy**  vinionary  goUl ! 

R«'tum  !  return !  oltliviim  bring 

Of  carei*  that  vet,  anil  thoUbrhlii  that  ffting! 

The  hour  of  glimni  U  o'it  my  i»»»ul ; 

I)is|»i*nii>  the  Nh:itl«'r«.  the  tiriiiln  ritntrol, 

Ah  I)nviir4  harp  biid  |Km-er  to  d«i. 

If  luirnil  chmniclcrt  U*  true. 

Oh  ctitm* !  by  evrry  clit^«*ic  ^jiell, 
By  old  Picria'^  b.-iniitid  well; 
Ky  rfVfN  on  the  Oliitfi.in  lieiixhl 
Helil  in  thi*  Mi«>i»n'<*  n'liLTiiiu^  liirht; 
By  \iri:in  fonn*  that  wont  t»  lave. 
Permeiwuti!  in  thy  liirnl  wa\e! 

In  vain!  in  \'iin!  V.w  tirain  ban  paMi*d ; 
The  laun'l  b>a\i*n  U|«in  tin*  Ma«t 
Float,  i\ithtT*il.  n«>*rr  auaiii  ti>  bhtom. 
The  cup  i-*  drain'd — tbi*  «-»iii»  i*  dumK— 
And  nfiell  ami  rhyme  alike  in  vain 
Wuuli]  woo  the  ciMiial  mii«r  atrjin. 


(;o()n.NH;HT. 

(fonn  night  to  all  tlH*  wurM !  then***  none. 
Beneath  the  ••  overHCiMng**  sun. 
To  whom  I  Gvl  or  lute  or  !i|iite. 
And  ao  to  all  a  fair  goml^nisht 


Would  I  couU  «▼  good  niilit  •• 
(lood  night  to  conaciencp  and  her 
To  elieerleaa  porertr,  snd 
That  I  am  yrt  vnkiMMra  lo 

Would  I  could  aiT  good 

7*hat  haunt  roe  with 

That  through  the  sable  fuiuir'a  ««il 

Like  nH*teoni  glimmer,  but  to  IhiL 

Would  I  could  say  a  loon  gnirf  ■ight 
To  halting  belwren  wrofin  sod 
And,  like  a  giant  with  new 
Awake  prefiHred  to  run  ujr 

But  tiuM*.  o*er  eood  and  ill 
Ami  when  U'Vf  veara  hare 
llie  {taut  will  Ir  to  me  aa  "'-g***. 
Whether  n'uiemher'd  or  forgnC. 

Yet  let  nH>  hope  one  faithful  frimd, 
Oer  mv  lant  couch  vball  tearful  bmd; 
And.  tbituuh  m>  day  for  me  warn  bncht, 
Slutll  liid  lue  then  a  long  guod-mghL 


and 


FROM  A  MONODY  ON  J.  W.  EA.STBIR.^ 

Bi  T  now,  tliat  chrri«h'd  voire  waa  near ; 

And  all  arouml  yet  Itrrafhe*  of  him^^ 
We  Imtk.  arul  ue  can  oidv  hear 

llii>  {tatting  wini:<i  of  chrnibim  ? 
Mourn  \e,  uhoiii  haply  nature  taught 

To  itharc  the  liard'4  ctmimunmn  hifk ; 
To  Mcan  till'  id«*al  worM  of  th«Hithl, 

That  finals  lieftirr  tJie  piMn'a  eye^— 
Ye,  who  with  ram  o*er«aleil  bmg, 

Fntrn  native  IvnU  ilLHini»tnl  flr, 
Etptvtin*;  only,  in  tlieir  naHig. 

Tbf  nb-iM  *trainii  nf  calumny;^ 
Mourn  ye  a  niin<«trfl  cha»tr  an  miMt, 

Who  cuiii:lif  iVoin  bi'^irn  no  dtjobcful  iiv. 
But  rbii*4>  immortal  ihfnir«  a«  nert 

Al'ifie  f>>r  an  iinmi'nd  I\rr. 
O  hIi  lit  till  11  *  thy  i-hi»r<]!i  are  riveo  ! 

That  hrart  Ii«'4  rokl  N-forr  ita 
Miitr  ari>  lli'iH'  li|i«.  that  might  haw 

Oiii'  d«'a!Hli-«<i  tlfncant  to  our 
No  laiin*!  chap'ift  twinrti  he  now; 

III*  !4Uis|H  a  haqi  i»f  heavenly 
And  pliii'ki  thf  amaranth  for  hit 

That  HprinLT*  l"**iil**  tlw*  eternal 
Mi'iirn  >•'.  ^'i^'Ui  thf-nd«liip*»  ml 

LinkM  uith  bin  «iiul  in  bomU  iv€iini; 
'Iltat  i-arth  h.ul  i4ri^t'n  t>>  tiunC  in 

The  •Mii'iil  «\in{>ntliy  i>f  mind. 
^'ii!!  liim:  tli  it  ^wnp^tby  ididll  lad: 

SiiW  -h  <1!  •  .i-h  ii*>j«s  t.  Mr  a  flfrD. 
Kiv:-.n  t'r  Mil  t.:tr  tbr  Iniriixl  part, 

P;.*^'!it  t!u'  TM^iil  tv'lovix]  NO  weB. 
'P.. 1 1  ;  urc  Tfi'.-r.izrmv — Oh  wherv 

Now  in  ii-*  onward  |irt»s:Te«a  won? 
Thriitii:h  what  new  recion*  diva  it 

Pu»h  th"  U>I<1  qui-rt  on  earth 
In  rr^liiii  with  UxKMllea*  g!ury 

WIm-h*  faiii*y  can  no  truphiea 
I:i  l>!i«-t'nl  ^i«ion.  where  the  thattgfct 

U  ^^lielmM  m  wonder  and  ia  vnimt 
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Till  life's  last  puke,  O  triply  dear, 
A  loftier  strain  is  due  to  thee ; 

Bat  constant  memory's  votive  tear 
Thy  sacred  epitaph  must  be. 


TO  THE  MANITTO  OF  DREAMS. 

Sfirit  !  TRou  Spirit  of  subtlest  air, 

Whose  power  is  upon  the  brain. 
When  wondrous  shapes,  and  dread  and  &ir. 

As  the  film  from  the  eyes 

At  thy  bidding  flies. 
To  si^t  and  sense  are  plain ! 

Thy  whisper  creeps  where  leaves  are  stirred ; 

Thou  sighest  in  woodland  gale ; 
Where  waters  are  gushing  thy  voice  is  heard ; 

And  when  stars  are  bright. 

At  still  midnight. 
Thy  symphonies  prevail ! 

Where  the  forest  ocean,  in  quick  commotion, 

Lb  waving  to  and  fro, 
Thy  form  is  seen,  in  the  ma^es  green, 

Dimly  to  come  and  go. 
From  thy  covert  peeping,  where  thou  layest  sleeping 

Beside  the  brawling  brook. 
Thou  art  seen  to  wake,  and  thy  flight  to  take 

Fleet  from  thy  lonely  nook. 

Where  the  moonbeam  has  kissM 

The  sparkling  tide. 

In  thy  mantle  of  mist 

Thou  art  seen  to  glide. 

Far  o'er  the  blue  waters 

Melting  away. 

On  the  distant  billow, 

As  on  a  pillow. 

Thy  form  to  lay. 

Where  the  small  clouds  of  even 

Are  wreathing  in  heaven 

Their  garland  of  roses, 

O'er  the  purple  and  gold. 

Whose  hangings  enfold 

The  hall  that  encloses 

The  couch  of  the  sim, 

Whose  empire  is  done, — 

There  thou  art  smiling, 

For  thy  sway  is  beg^un ; 

Thy  shadowy  sway. 

The  senses  beguiling, 

When  the  light  fades  away. 
And  thy  vapour  of  mystery  o'er  nature  ascending, 

The  heaven  and  the  earth. 

The  thmgs  that  have  birth, 
And  the  embryos  that  float  in  the  future  are  olcnding. 

From  the  land,  on  whcMie  shores  the  billows  H^ak 
The  sounding  waves  of  the  mighty  lake ; 
From  the  land  where  boundless  meadows  be. 
Where  the  bufiklo  ranges  wild  and  free ; 
With  silvery  coat  in  hia  litUe  isle. 
Where  the  beaver  plies  his  ceaseless  toil ; 
The  land  where  pigmy  forms  abide, 
Thoa  leadest  thy  train  at  the  eventide ; 


And  the  wings  of  the  wind  are  left  behind, 
So  swifl  through  the  pathless  air  they  glide. 

Then  to  the  chief  who  has  fasted  long, 
When  the  chains  of  his  slumber  are  heavy  and  strong 
Spirit  !  thou  comest ;  he  lies  as  dead, 
His  weary  lids  are  with  heaviness  weigh'd ; 
But  his  soul  is  abroad  on  the  hurricane's  pinion, 
Where  foes  are  met  in  the  rush  of  fight, 
In  the  shadowy  world  of  thy  dominion 
Conquering  and  slaying,  tiU  morning  light! 

Then  shall  the  hunter  who  waits  for  thee, 
The  land  of  the  game  rejoicing  see ; 
I'hrough  the  leafless  wood, 
O'er  the  frozen  flood. 
And  the  trackless  snows  his  spirit  goes. 
Along  the  sheeted  plain, 
Where  the  hermit  bear,  in  his  sullen  lair, 
Keeps  his  long  fast,  till  the  winter  hath  pass'd 
And  the  boughs  have  budded  again. 
Spirit  of  dreams  !  all  thy  visions  are  true. 
Who  the  shadow  hath  seen,  he  the  substance  shall 
view! 

Thine  the  riddle,  strange  and  dark, 
Woven  in  the  dreamy  brain : — 
Thine  to  yield  the  power  to  mark 
Wandering  by,  the  dusky  train ; 
Warrior  ghosts  for  vengeance  crying, 
Scalped  on  the  lost  batUe's  plain. 
Or  who  died  their  foes  defying, 
Slow  by  Ungering  tortures  slain. 

Thou,  the  war-chief  hovering  near, 
Breathest  language  on  his  ear; 
When  his  winged  words  depart, 
Swifl  as  arrows  to  the  heart ; 
When  his  eye  the  lightning  leaves; 
When  each  valiant  bosom  heaves; 
Through  the  veins  when  hot  and  glowing 
Rage  like  liquid  fire  is  flowing ; 
Round  and  round  the  war  pole  whirling. 
Furious  when  the  dancers  grow ; 
When  the  maces  swift  are  hurling 
Promised  vengeance  on  the  foe  * 
Thine  assurance,  Spirit  true! 
Glorious  victory  gives  to  view ! 

When  of  thought  and  strength  despoil'd, 

Lies  the  brave  man  like  a  child ; 

When  discolour'd  visions  fly, 

Painful  o'er  his  glazing  eye, 

And  wishes  wild  through  his  darkness  rove, 

Like  flitting  wings  through  the  tangled  grove, — 

Thine  is  the  wish ;  the  vision  thine, 

And  thy  visits,  Spirit!  are  all  divine! 

When  the  dizzy  senses  spin, 

And  the  brain  is  madly  reeling. 

Like  the  Pow-wah,  when  first  within 

The  present  spirit  feeling ; 

When  rays  are  flashing  athwart  the  gloom. 

Like  the  dancing  lights  of  the  northern  heaven. 

When  voices  strange  of  tumult  come 

On  the  ear,  like  the  roar  of  battie  driven,— 

The  Initiate  then  shall  thy  wonders  see, 

And  thy  priest,  O  Spirit  !  is  full  ef  thee ' 
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William  B.  0.  Pbabodt  wm  bom  at  Exeter, 
New  Hunpchire,on  the  ninth  of  July,  1799 ;  was 
{graduated  atCamhritJi^  in  181G;  and  in  18S{0  be- 
came pattor  of  a  irnitarian  Hociety  in  Springfield, 


HYMN  OF  NATURE. 


Masaarhanettfl,  where  he  mtdcd  mnlO  Mi 
on  the  twenty-eighth  of  May.  1847.     H* 

▼oluminitut  and  elegant  writer  hi 
hitftonr,  litrran*  and  hialorieal 


(Son  of  the  earth*8  extended  plaina ! 

The  darii,  green  fii>ld«  contented  lie; 
The  mountuina  rise  like  holy  towera. 

Where  man  might  commune  with  the  sky; 
The  tall  clilT  challcngca  the  atorm 

That  lowent  u|M)n  the  vale  lielow. 
Whore  Hhailed  fountaiiu  tend  their  itreama. 

With  joyoua  muaic  in  their  flow. 

Gun  of  the  dark  and  heavy  deep ! 

l^he  wavea  lie  idee}>ing  on  the  aanda, 
Till  the  fierce  trumfwt  of  the  utorm 

Hath  flummon*d  up  their  thundering  banda ; 
Then  the  white  iiaiU  are  dajih*d  like  foam. 

Or  hurrj*,  trembling,  oVr  the  neaa. 
Till,  calmM  by  thee,  the  Hinking  gale 

Serenely  breathes.  Depart  in  peace. 

God  of  the  formt's  lolemn  shade ! 

The  grandeur  of  the  lonely  tree. 
That  wri*stlei«  singly  with  the  gale, 

Lifls  up  admiring  eyes  to  thee ; 
But  more  majestic  far  they  stand. 

When,  side  by  side,  their  ranks  they  form. 
To  wave  on  high  their  plumes  of  green, 

And  fight  their  iKittles  with  the  storm. 


(von  of  the  light  and  viewleas  air! 

Where  summer  breeies  sweetly  flow. 
Or.  gatherin<;  in  their  angry  might. 

The  fierce  and  wintry  tem}M*sts  blow; 
All — fn>in  the  e\eiiing's  plaintive  sigh. 

That  hiinlly  lift>  the  dniopiiig  flower. 
To  the  wild  whirlwimra  midnight  cry, 

Breathe  forth  the  language  of  thy  power. 

Gon  of  the  fair  and  (>fN*n  sky ! 

How  gloriously  nUive  us  springs 
The  tentt*d  dotm*.  i»f  heavenly  blue, 

Suspend(>d  on  the  rainliow*s  rings ! 
Each  brilliant  star,  that  sparkles  tlirougfa. 

Each  gilde<l  clouil,  that  wanders  free 
In  evening's  pur))le  radiance,  gives 

The  b«*auty  of  its  praise  to  thee. 

(jni)  of  the  rolling  orba  above ! 

Thy  name  is  written  clearly  bright 
In  the  wsnu  day's  unvarying  blaie, 

Gr  evening^s  golden  shower  of  light. 


For  every  fire  that  fronts  the  emu 
And  every  s|iark  that  walks  alone 

Around  the  utmost  verge  of 
Were  kindled  at  tliy  buminf 


God  of  the  world !  the  hour  moat 

And  natun**s  M>lf  to  dust  rrtum; 
Her  crumbling  altars  must  decay ; 

Her  ineeniH'  Arv*  shall  cease  to 
But  still  her  grand  and  lovely 

Have  made  man's  warmest 
For  hearts  grow  holier  as  they 

The  beauty  of  the  world  briow. 


TO  WILLIAM, 
warrrut  ir  a  acaiavKo  ran 

It  seems  but  yesterday,  my  lov% 

Thy  little  heart  U-at  high ; 
And  I  hail  almost  srom*d  the 

That  told  me  thou  must  die. 
I  saw  thee  move  with  active 

With  sfHrits  wild  and  free ; 
And  infant  grace  and  beauty  gawt 

Their  glorious  charm  to 


Far  on  the  sunny  plaina,  I 

Thy  s;)arkling  footstepa  fly. 
Firm,  light,  and  graceful  aa  tlie  faM 

That  cleaves  the  mominc  aky; 
And  ofli*n.  a*  the  playful  brecM 

Wave«l  tiock  thy  shining  hair. 
Thy  cheek  dirt^day'd  the  red 

i*hat  health  had  painted 


And  then,  in  all  my  thoughlfafaMBH^ 

I  could  not  but  rejmce 
To  hear,  upim  the  mominf 

The  music  of  thy  voicv,— > 
Now.  e«-litiing  in  the  rapturooa 

N<>w  sad,  alnKMt  to  teen, 
T  was  like  the  sounds  I  need  ip 

In  old  and  happier  ycera. 


Thanks  for  that  memory  to 
My  little,  lovely  boy. — 

Tliat  menMHT  of  my  yniiihlbl 
Wliich  Came  would  fiun 
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I  listenM,  as  the  mariner 
Suspends  the  out-bound  oar, 

To  taste  the  farewell  gale  that  breathes 
From  off  his  native  shore. 

So  gentle  in  thy  loveliness ! — 

Alas !  how  could  it  be, 
That  death  would  not  forbear  to  lay 

His  icy  hand  on  thee ; 
Nor  spare  thee  yet  a  little  while, 

In  childhood's  opening  bloom, 
While  many  a  sad  and  weary  soul 

Was  longing  for  the  tomb ! 

Was  mine  a  happiness  too  pure 

For  erring  man  to  know  1 
Or  why  did  Heaven  so  soon  destroy 

My  paradise  below? 
Enchanting  as  the  vision  was, 

It  sunk  away  as  soon 
As  when,  in  quick  and  cold  eclipse, 

The  sun  grows  dark  at  noon. 

I  loved  thee,  and  my  heart  was  bless'd ; 

But,  ere  the  day  was  spent, 
I  saw  thy  light  and  graceful  form 

In  drooping  illness  bent, 
And  shuddered  as  I  cast  a  look 

Upon  thy  fainting  head ; 
The  mournful  cloud  was  gathering  there, 

And  life  was  almost  fled. 

Days  pass'd  ;  and  soon  the  seal  of  death 

Made  known  that  hope  was  vain ; 
I  knew  the  swiftly-wasting  lamp 

Would  never  bum  again ; 
The  cheek  was  pale ;  the  snowy  lips 

Were  gently  thrown  apart ; 
And  life,  in  every  passing  breath, 

Seem*d  gushing  from  the  heart 

I  knew  those  marble  lips  to  mine 

Should  never  more  be  pressed, 
And  floods  of  feeling,  undefined. 

Rolled  wildly  o'er  my  breast ; 
Low,  stifled  sounds,  and  dusky  forms 

Seem*d  moving  in  the  gloom, 
Ag  if  death's  dark  array  were  come. 

To  bear  thee  to  the  tomb. 

And  when  I  could  not  keep  the  tear 

From  gathering  in  my  eye. 
Thy  little  hand  pressM  gently  mine. 

In  token  of  reply ; 
To  ask  one  more  exchange  of  love, 

Thy  look  was  upward  cast, 
And  in  that  long  and  burning  kiss 

Thy  happy  spirit  pass*d. 

I  never  trusted  to  have  lived 

To  bid  farewell  to  thee. 
And  almost  said,  in  agony, 

It  ought  not  so  to  be ; 
I  hoped  that  thou  within  the  grave 

My  weary  head  shouldst  lay. 
And  live,  beloved,  when  I  was  gone. 

For  many  a  happy  day. 


With  trembling  hand,  I  vainly  tried 

Thy  djring  eyes  to  close ; 
And  almost  envied,  in  that  hour, 

7*hy  calm  and  deep  repose ; 
For  I  was  left  in  loneliness, 

With  pain  and  grief  oppressed. 
And  thou  wast  with  the  sainted. 

Where  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

Yes,  I  am  sad  and  weary  now; 

But  let  me  not  repine. 
Because  a  spirit,  loved  so  well. 

Is  earlier  bless'd  than  mine ; 
My  faith  may  darken  as  it  will, 

I  shall  not  much  deplore. 
Since  thou  art  where  the  ills  of  life 

Can  never  reach  thee  more. 


MONADNOCK. 


IJpoir  the  far-off  mountain's  brow 

The  angry  storm  has  ceased  to  beat ; 
And  broken  clouds  are  gathering  now 

In  sullen  reverence  round  his  feet ; 
I  saw  their  dark  and  crowded  bands 

In  thunder  on  his  breast  descending; 
But  there  once  more  redcem'd  he  stands. 

And  heaven's  clear  arch  is  o'er  him  bending. 

I've  seen  him  when  the  morning  sun 

Bum'd  like  a  bale-fire  on  the  height ; 
I've  seen  him  when  the  day  was  done. 

Bathed  in  the  evening's  crimson  light 
I  've  seen  him  at  the  midnight  hour. 

When  all  the  world  were  calmly  sleeping, 
Like  some  stem  sentry  in  his  tower, 

His  weary  watch  in  silence  keeping. 

And  there,  forever  firm  and  clear. 

His  lofly  turret  upward  springs ; 
He  owns  no  rival  summit  near. 

No  sovereign  but  the  King  of  kinga. 
Thousands  of  nations  have  pass'd  by. 

Thousands  of  years  unknown  to  stoiy, 
And  still  his  aged  walls  on  high 

He  rears,  in  melancholy  glory. 

The  proudest  works  of  human  hands 

Live  but  an  age  before  they  fall ; 
While  that  severe  and  hoary  tower 

Outlasts  the  mightiest  of  thnm  all. 
And  man  himself,  more  frail,  by  far. 

Than  even  the  works  his  hand  is  raising. 
Sinks  downward,  like  the  falling  star 

That  flashes,  and  expires  in  blaxing. 

And  all  the  treasures  of  the  heart. 
Its  loves  and  sorrows,  joys  and  fears, 

Its  hopes  and  memories,  must  depart 
To  sleep  with  unremember'd  years. 

But  still  that  ancient  rampart  stands 

Unchanged,  though  years  are  passing  o'er  him; 

And  time  withdraws  lus  powerless  hands, 

While  ages  melt  away  before  him. 

II  
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80  should  it  be-— for  no  hevt  beats 

Within  hi«  cold  and  silent  breast ; 
To  him  no  gentle  Toice  repeats 

The  soothing  words  that  make  as  Uesti 
And  more  than  this — his  deep  repose 

Is  troubled  by  no  thoughts  of  sorrow ; 
He  hath  no  weary  eyes  to  close. 

No  cause  to  hope  or  fear  to>moRmr. 

Farewell !  I  go  my  distant  way ; 

Perchance,  in  some  succeeding  years, 
The  eyes  that  know  no  cloud  to-day. 

May  gaze  upon  thee  dim  with  tears. 
Then  may  thy  calm,  unaltering  form 

Initpire  in  me  the  firm  endeavour — 
Like  thee,  to  meet  each  lowering  storm. 

Till  life  and  sorrow  end  forever. 


THE  WINTER  NIGHT. 


I 

I. 


T  IS  the  high  festival  of  night ! 
The  earth  is  radiant  with  delight ; 
And.  fa«t  as  weary  day  retires. 
The  heaven  uufuliLi  its  secret  firm, 
Bright,  as  when  first  the  firmament 
Amund  the  new-made  world  was  bent. 
And  infant  seraphs  pierced  the  blue, 
Till  rays  of  heaven  came  shining  through. 

And  mark  the  heaven's  reflected  glow 

On  many  an  icy  plain  below; 

And  where  the  streams,  with  tinkling  clash, 

Ai^inst  their  frozen  barriera  dash, 

Like  fairy  lances  fleetly  cast, 

Tlie  glittering  ripples  hurry  past ; 

And  floating  s|>arklefl  glance  afar, 

J«ike  rivals  of  some  upper  star. 

And  see.  beyond,  how  sweetly  still 
The  snowy  moonlight  wraps  the  hill. 
And  many  an  agixl  pine  receives 
Tlie  steady  brivhtneMi  on  its  leaves, 
(*imtniitting  with  those  giant  forms, 
Wliich,  rifled  by  the  winter  storms. 
With  nakcil  brancheM,  linmd  and  high. 
Are  darkly  |Kunt(>d  on  the  sky. 

Fnim  every  mmmtnin's  towering  head 
A  white  and  glixtening  robe  is  spread, 
A  A  if  a  meltetl  Hilver  tide 
Were  gushing  down  itji  lofty  side ; 
The  clear,  cold  lu«tre  of  the  moon 
III  purer  tlian  the  buniin;^  noon; 
And  dav  hath  never  known  the  charm 
That  dwells  amid  this  evening  calm. 

The  idler,  on  his  silken  bed, 

Muy  talk  of  nature,  cold  and  dead ; 

But  we  will  gaze  upon  this  scene. 

Where  some  transcendent  power  hsth  been. 

Ami  maile  these  streams  of  beauty  flow 

In  gladness  on  the  world  below, 

Till  niiture  bn*at!ie4  fn»m  every  part 

The  rapture  of  her  mighty  heart. 


DEATH. 

Lift  high  the  curtain's  droopiac  fcU 

And  let  the  evening  soiili(hl  in; 
I  would  not  that  my  hcsit  givw  cold 

Before  its  better  yean  begin. 
"T  is  well ;  at  such  an  carljr  boor, 

80  calm  and  pure,  a  sinkinc  isy 
Should  shine  into  the  heart. 

To  drive  its  darker  thoughts  awaj, 

The  bright,  young  thoughts  of  early 

Hhall  gather  in  my  memocy  ttosr. 
And  not  the  later  cares,  whose  Xnem 

Is  stamp*d  so  dee[>ly  on  my  brow. 
What  though  those  days  remm  no 

The  sweet  remembrance  is' not  vain. 
For  Heaven  is  waiting  to  rvotoro 

The  childhood  of  my  soul 


Let  no  impatient  mourner  stand 

In  hollow  sadness  near  my  bed. 
But  let  me  rest  upon  the  hand. 

And  let  me  hear  that  gentle  tread 
Of  her,  whose  kindness  long  agow 

And  still,  unworn  awav  hv 
Has  made  mv  wearr  evelids  flow 

With  grateful  and  admiring 


I  go.  but  let  no  plaintive  tone 

The  moment's  grief  of  friendship  tsfl ; 
And  let  no  proud  and  graven  slons 

Say  where  the  weary  slumbers  wilL 
A  few  short  htnirs,  and  then  for  bcavan? 

I«et  sorrow  all  its  teara  dismiss ; 
For  who  would  mourn  the  warning  gi«m 

Which  calls  us  from  a  world  lika  thb* 


s 


AUTUMN  EVENING. 

BznoLn  the  western  evening  light! 

It  melts  in  derpenine  gloom ; 
Sti  calmly  rhri»tianM  sink  away, 

D«*«cending  to  the  tttmb. 

The  wind  breathe*  Inw ;  ths 
Scarce  whiit[M>ni  fnun  the  trve ; 

So  gently  flows  the  {Kurting  hrvalli. 
When  good  men  cease  to  ba. 

How  beautiful  on  all  the  hills 
The  crimson  lisht  i«  shed ! 

'T  i«  like  the  peace  the  Chrisli 
To  moumen  round  his  bed. 

How  mildly  on  the  wandering  clond 
The  sunnet  beam  is  ra«t  f 

n*  i*  like  the  memory  left  behind 
Mlien  lo^rd  ones  breathe  their 

And  now,  above  the  dews  of  nighlv 
The  yellow  star  appears ; 

So  faith  springs  in  the  heart  of 
Whose  eves  are  bathed  in 


But  soon  the  moming*s  hspfirr  light 

Its  glory  shall  restore; 
An.l  ryrlid*  that  are  seal*d  in 

Shall  wak^,  to  close  no 
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Thb  Right  Reverend  Gkorob  Wasrivotoh- 
OoATTB,  D.  D.,  LL.  D.,  was  bom  in  Trenton, 
New  Jersey,  1799.  He  was  graduated  at  Union 
College,  Schenectady,  when  nineteen  years  old, 
and  immediately  after  commenced  the  study  of 
theology.  He  was  ordained  deacon  by  Bishop 
Hob  ART,  in  1821,  and  priest  by  the  same  prelate 
in  1823.  He  officiated  in  Trinity  Church,  New 
York,  three  years,  and,  in  1824,  was  appointed 
Professor  of  Belles  Lettres  and  Oratory  in  Wash- 
ington College,  Connecticut  He  resigned  that 
office  in  1828,  and  soon  after  was  elected  rector 
of  Trinity  Church,  in  Boston.    He  was  conse- 


crated Bishop  of  the  Diocese  of  New  Jersey, 
on  the  thirty-first  of  October,  1832.  The  church 
has  few  more  active,  efficient,  or  popular  pre- 
lates. 

Bishop  DoAirx's  **  Songs  by  the  Way,"  a  col- 
lection of  poems,  chiefiy  devotional,  were  pub- 
lished in  1824,  and  appear  to  have  been  mostly 
produced  during  his  college-life.  He  has  since, 
from  time  to  time,  written  poetry  for  festival-days 
and  other  occasions;  but  he  has  published  no 
second  volume.  His  contributions  to  the  religious 
literature  of  the  country  are  more  numerous  and 
valuable. 


ON  A  VERY  OLD  WEDDING-RING. 


Thk  Device— Two  besrts  united. 
Ths  Motto—'*  Dear  love  of  mine,  my  heart  Is  thine.*' 


I  LIKE  that  ring — that  ancient  ring. 

Of  massive  form,  and  virgin  gold, 
As  finn,  as  free  from  base  alloy. 

As  were  the  sterling  hearts  of  old. 
I  like  it — for  it  wafts  me  back, 

Far,  far  along  the  stream  of  time, 
To  other  men,  and  other  days. 

The  men  and  days  of  deeds  sublime. 

Bat  most  I  like  it,  as  it  tells 

The  tale  of  well-requited  love ; 
How  youUiful  fondness  persevered. 

And  youthful  faith  disdain'd  to  rove- 
How  warmly  he  his  suit  preferred. 

Though  she,  unpitying,  long  denied, 
Till^  soften'd  and  subdued,  at  last. 

He  won  his  «<fair  and  blooming  bride."-^ 

How,  till  the  appointed  day  arrived. 

They  blamed  the  lazy-footed  hours- 
How,  then,  the  white-robed  maiden  train 

Strew'd  their  glad  way  with  freshest  flowenH* 
And  how,  before  the  holy  man, 

They  stood,  in  all  their  youthful  pride. 
And  spoke  those  words,  and  vow'd  those  vows. 

Which  bind  the  husband  to  his  bride : 

All  this  it  tells ;  the  pUghted  troth— 

The  gift  of  every  earthly  thing — 
The  hand  in  hand — ^the  heart  in  heart — 

For  this  I  like  that  ancient  ring. 
I  like  its  old  and  quaint  device ; 

«  Two  blended  hearts" — ^though  time  may  wear 
them. 
No  mortal  change,  no  mortal  chance, 

«<  Tin  death,"  shaU  e'er  in  sunder  tear  them. 


Year  after  year,  *neath  sun  and  storm. 
Their  hopes  in  heaven,  their  trust  in  God, 

In  changeless,  heartfelt,  holy  love. 

These  two  the  world's  rough  pathway  trod. 

Age  might  impair  their  youthful  fires. 

Their  strength  might  fodl,  mid  life's  bleak  weather, 

Still,  hand  in  hand,  they  travell'd  on- 
Kind  souls !  they  slumber  now  together. 

I  like  its  simple  poesy  too : 

«  Mine  own  dear  love,  this  heart  is  thine !" 
Thine,  when  the  dark  storm  howls  along. 

As  when  the  cloudless  sunbeams  shine. 
"  This  heart  is  thine,  mine  own  dear  love  V 

Thine,  and  thine  only,  and  forever ; 
Thine,  till  the  springs  of  life  shall  fail. 

Thine,  till  the  cords  of  life  shall  sever. 

Remnant  of  days  departed  long. 
Emblem  of  plighted  troth  unbroken, 

Pledge  of  devoted  faithfulness, 
Of  heartfelt,  holy  love  the  token : 

What  varied  feelings  round  it  cling ! — 

For  these  I  like  that  ancient  ring. 


THE  VOICE  OF  RAMA. 


*'  R AOHBL  weeping  fbr  her  children,  and  would  not  Im 
comforted."  

Hbard  ye,  from  Rama's  ruin'd  walls, 

That  voice  of  bitter  weeping ! — 
Is  it  the  moan  of  fetter'd  slave. 

His  watch  of  sorrow  keeping  1 
Heard  ye,  from  Rama's  wasted  plains, 

That  cry  of  lamentation ! — 
Is  it  the  wail  of  Israel's  sons, 

For  Salem's  devastation  ? 


Ah,  no— a  sorer  ill  than  chains 
That  bitter  wail  is  waking. 
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And  dMpn  Wf.  thra  U«d'*  UI 

But.  beam  «.  whooNx's  ^  «■, 

Aiul  fUIl  wherrVi  Iht  ah^tMB  ^r. 

Ti.  H.CIHL,  of  ll,J  KD.  I*refl, 

Tbne-.  pwmM  b  hirdMlM'll  fl,h«. 

Who  lilU  Ihat  vuire  of  wnping; 

Thrra-.  oonfcn  ia  h>r  taiqajl  n. : 

ADdcbiUlo*  u«  ihe  rjm  t)wl  ihuB 

Tl..if  **l.-h  of  jrief  iro  k.'r|<lng. 

Whil  powrr,  tba  twaying  tar  to  (Mn! 

0  r  »hD  ilull  b'll  »h.i  &vful  pup 

Th»  dewy  morn  Irt  olhrn  Iota. 

Tli4t  inolJu-t'*  Iknn  we  randbic 

rir  Iwk  thrm  in  the  nooalija  ny: 

A.  u>r  h.-t  inKml''  lillle  gra*e 

Thrrr'.  nol  m  hour  Iml  b*i  iU  Aaim, 

HernMinlliinai-l-rniliiiK; 

Fron,  d.wnini;  URht  lo  dying  d..  ^ 

rr.iin  many  nn  rvr  thai  wit|m  UMJaj 

BtJUO!  IrminrabiirrtwMt- 

Thal  ailenl  moon,  thai  lilenl  Beoo  I 

And  wbM  KIBiilU  bul  minaw  ! 

DcrrMcd  oiir !   I  iimy  not  chiJe 

TIIERMOPVUE. 

W.-('tii>n!   'twLlIcoulthittiurningbraw, 

Twi.anbourafftarfuliMn. 

An<l  .tilt  Ik^  t»um-.  tfarebbini : 

Whn.  Uk'  hoU  thr»  hundrtd  ^md. 

But  )«  n»l  Ihinr  iiK-h  siirf  ■*  Ihotn 

For  tb.'ir  love  of  Wt  heiloB. 

Tuwhom  no  hope  i>  giTrt— 

Dv  that  .^dTh-idia.  01.1; 

Siutrli'd  from  t)«  wwUl,  iu  «a.  u>J  Muw, 

Whon.  Umnir  high  «a[h  «-aa4  of  la». 

Thy  iuf.ut  rt'»u  in  hrisen. 

Thry  rall'd  xn  vvny  (WKd  Maa^ 

And  .won-.  bnUite  IhaM  f    II  n  rii'i  . 

Thry  neirr.  rirvrr  wooU  ha^iwf 

THAT  sn.KNT  MOON. 

An.l.  n  f   Ihit  oath  wa.  tiol.W  kept: 

Frnmn>«mi>MninK«m 

TaiT  lilFnl  m«>n.  Uul  ■ilrnt  moon, 

Which  nhmr  had  lr«iin; 

0 1  vbo  rfuU  biU  <Th>i  vuini  »■■» 

Till,  l..rr.-i,t.Ukr.  th-  rfrram  of  Mod« 

Hira  pu'd  hmaUi  her  ]>Urid  ere. 

Han  d.mn  an.1  mbgU  wllk  ife  «M^ 

Sitin  fim.  to  liKhl  (hii  niywsnl  PUlh, 

She  wiilk'd  in  limnquil  bnuty  forth ! 

W»  Fimlomy  Talaar'a,<ll«]F^  pw«, 

How  «A  hu  suill'*  TioWlow'd  haul 

0.  TM.  Ihal  oalh  Wa«  DoUr  W^ 

Mhirh  nobly  had  ^MB  fMA, 

And  looJ,  UmdiUi  n^Blrr 

And  proodly  didawcb  |,[kMiMt 

l-roboad  hn  pun  uul  hoi;  light : 

Thi-  f'vman'afataaAMH: 

Bm^ll  .vmiathy  i.  hfn^  I  .»n. 

And  firmly  w..  theighl  i     1  1  tf  1, 

Wiih  lifhu  like  thav,  ih*i  virgin  qiwwn ! 

And  amply  wa.  lb.  tri«»ph*Mlli 

Bul  J<«r  to  hrr.  in  rammn  nr. 

Th«  r..„rfhu  fur  Liberty,  far  tha*  : 

By  rippling  Wdwi.  or  tuft.,1  groTf, 

Thry  fu-ll— Tu  uii  ii  To  ai  rsai. 

Wh..nh««linhW..pu«l,Zn.-J. 

And  hr«rt  RMwti  bMrt  tn  Wy  lore. 

THE  WATERS  OF  MAIAH. 

And  hrar  mrh  «hup:r*d  TV»,  ind  bifm 

■■AnrtVniai.r i b.  T lililna*       t 

B^MmJ  •Ion*  the  world'.  w>d«  way. 

WbBO  frittui.  .rr  far.  .nd  fon.1  oiM  nn«. 

Bow  powrrfcl  di«  to  wik>  Ibf  thM^t.!, 
And  lOnrt  Ihr  trar  for  ihiBV  wr  U»p 

Br  Marah'.  tn^  oT  hillefw.. 

Who  watrh  wilh  u*  i>l  niehl""  [»l«  n.^. 

And  jaM  npcin  that  inh-iil  moon. 

How  powrrrui.  too.  to  tnri*  that  moum. 

Wh™M«..*n«du«l«irf. 

Ji.oT  •■  brard  hi*  trmM  pnnr. 
Andin-«lhHp«,ppli.d! 

Th*  RU<v  of  th<i  noonliiiiii  iky. 

Wiri.  prompt.  oMi*<ll  km; 

To  hnag  B^iiii  tht  moA'i  www    . 

T  •ra.  rM  into  the  faul.  imt  ^* 

The  happy  or.  «<  dayi  RWM  t^; 

Anin  to  l»if>t,  akt  b«M;.(  tau, 
TbF  lo««d,  tba  lottW  «tbr  rHM. 
And  oft  .b.  look.,  thai  aikBt  WM, 
tin  lonrk  nr.  thai  «ak>  IdWHB 
Io.i«o«-ondiA.ofa.t«lflJl, 

VfUm'twtmMm  aW iha.  Aala 
lkibl«.a.»B«h 

Then.  KiiA'rrf .  ht  4*  fMdMV«aw« 

*T  I.  hot  a  KaiA*a  faMi,  ai^WA 

Or  rourh,  «h«nni  pain  1m.  («MlM  .larp : 

'nir«uthnGa>1aMM4k 

0  ■  •iftly  tmrm  hir  irntW  vra 

And  ^rayaf  aNljaiaidn  ^1 

On  ihoK  who  iDouin,  and  Ih^  who  die  ! 

ll.htola»>«M^ 
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^HAT  IS  THAT,  MOTHER  f" 

I  that.  Mother  ?~The  lark,  my  child  !— 
n  has  but  just  look'd  out,  and  smiled, 
e  starts  from  his  humble  grassy  nest, 
p  and  away,  with  the  dew  on  his  breast, 
mn  in  his  heart,  to  yon  pure,  bright  sphere, 
le  it  out  in  his  Maker's  ear. 
r,  my  child,  be  thy  mom's  first  lays 
led,  like  the  lark's,  to  thy  Maker's  praise. 

that,  Mother? — The  dove,  my  son! — 
:  low,  sweet  voice,  like  a  widow's  moan, 
g  out  firom  her  gentle  breast, 
;  and  pure,  by  that  lonely  nest, 
ave  is  pour'd  from  some  crystal  urn, 
iistant  dear  one's  quick  return: 
r,  my  son,  be  thou  like  the  dove, 
riendfthip  as  faithful,  as  constant  in  lore. 

that,  Mother? — ^The  eagle,  boy ! — 
careering  his  course  of  joy; 
his  own  mountain  vigour  relying, 
I  the  dark  storm,  the  red  bolt  defying, 
1^  on  the  wind,  and  his  eye  on  the  sun, 
ees  not  a  hair,  but  bears  onward,  right  on. 
',  may  the  eagle's  flight  ever  be  thine, 
vard,  and  upward,  and  true  to  the  line. 

that.  Mother? — ^The  swan,  my  love!— 

ating  down  from  his  native  grove, 

I  one  now,  no  nestling  nigh, 

ating  down,  by  himself  to  die ; 

urkens  his  eye,  and  unplumes  his  wings, 

iweetest  song  is  the  last  he  sings. 

e  so,  my  love,  that  when  death  shall  come, 

in-like  and  sweet,  it  may  waft  thee  home. 


A  CHERUB. 


3lr,  I  am  in  some  little  disorder  by  reason  of  the 
1  little  child  of  mine,  a  boy  that  lately  made  us 
;  but  now  he  rejoices  in  his  little  orbe,  while 
e,  and  sigh,  and  lon^  to  be  as  safe  as  he  is."— 

*  AT  LOR  to  EVELYIf,  1656. 


ruL  thing,  with  thine  eye  of  light, 
brow  of  cloudless  beauty  bright, 
or  aye  on  the  sapphire  throne 
who  dwelleth  in  light  alone— 
;  hasting  now,  on  that  golden  wing, 
e  burning  seraph  choir  to  sing? 
ing  to  earth,  in  thy  gentleness, 
ding  path  to  cheer  and  bless  ? 

J  thing !  thou  art  come  in  love, 
ntlc  gales  from  the  world  above, 
ig  of  pureness,  breathing  of  bliss, 
our  spirits  away  from  this, 
setter  thoughts,  to  the  brighter  sides, 
leaven's  eternal  sunshine  lies ; 
^  our  hearts,  by  a  blessed  guile, 
at  infant  look  and  angel  smile. 
SO 


Beautiful  thing!  thou  art  oome  in  joy, 

With  the  look  and  the  voice  of  our  darling  boy— 

Him  that  was  torn  firom  the  bleeding  hearts 

He  had  twined  about  with  his  infant  arts, 

To  dwell,  from  sin  and  sorrow  far, 

In  the  golden  orb  of  bis  little  star: 

There  he  rejoiceth  in  light,  while  we 

Long  to  be  happy  and  safe  as  he. 

Beautiful  thing!  thou  art  come  in  peace. 
Bidding  our  doubts  and  our  fears  to  cease ; 
Wiping  the  tears  which  unbidden  start 
From  that  bitter  fount  in  the  broken  heart, 
Cheering  us  still  on  our  |onely  way, 
Lest  our  spirits  should  faint,  or  our  feet  should  stray, 
Till,  risen  with  Christ,  we  come  to  be. 
Beautiful  thing,  with  our  boy  and  thee. 


LINES  BY  THE  LAKE  SIDE. 


This  placid  lake,  my  gentle  girl, 

Be  emblem  of  thy  life. 
As  full  of  peace  and  purity. 

As  free  from  care  and  strife ; 
No  ripple  on  its  tranquil  breast 

That  dies  not  with  the  day. 
No  pebble  in  its  darkest  depths, 

But  quivers  in  its  ray. 

And  see,  how  every  glorious  form 

And  pageant  of  the  skies. 
Reflected  from  its  glassy  face, 

A  mirror'd  image  lies ; 
8o  be  thy  spirit  ever  pure. 

To  God  and  virtue  given. 
And  thought,  and  word,  and  action  bear 

The  imagery  of  heaven. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  DEATH. 


Lift  not  thou  the  wailing  voice. 
Weep  not,  'tis  a  Christian  dieth,— 

Up,  where  blessed  saints  rejoice, 
Ransom'd  now,  the  spirit  flieth ; 

High,  in  heaven's  own  light,  she  dwelleth, 

Full  the  song  of  triumph  swelleth; 

Freed  from  earth,  and  earthly  foiling, 

Lifl  for  her  no  voice  of  wailing! 

Pour  not  thou  the  bitter  tear; 

Heaven  its  book  of  comfort  opeth; 
Bids  thee  sorrow  not,  nor  fear. 

But,  as  one  who  alway  hopeth, 
Humbly  here  in  faith  relying, 
Peacefully  in  Jbsus  dying. 
Heavenly  joy  her  eye  is  flushing, — 
Why  should  thine  with  tears  be  gushing  ? 

They  who  die  in  Christ  are  bleM'd,—- 
Ours  be,  then,  no  thought  of  grieving! 

Sweetly  vrith  their  God  they  rest. 
All  their  toils  and  troubles  leaving: 

So  be  ours  the  faith  that  saveth, 

Hope  that  every  trial  braveth. 

Love  that  to  the  end  endureth, 

And,  through  Christ,  the  crown  secnreth! 
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GRENVILLE   MELLEN. 


(■ara»nHL    DM.IMI.l 


Orkittillb  Mbllex  wmn  the  third  iion  of  the 
Inte  Chief  JuMtice  Pketitim  Mcllkv,  LL.  D.,  of 
Maine,  and  waa  bom  in  tlie  town  of  Biddeford.  in 
that  Htate,  on  the  ninoti-cnth  ilay  of  June,  1799. 
Ho  wan  educated  at  Harvard  Ci>ilei(e,  and  oiler 
Ieaviii{r  that  aeniinary  U*caine  a  law-Ktudent  in  the 
oiliot>  of  his  father,  who  hu<l  licforc  that  time  re- 
moved to  Portland.  Soon  after  lieinq;  mlmilted  to 
the  l):Lr,  he  wan  marrii^l,  and  coinineiicfd  the  prac- 
tire  of  liiit  |>n)ft*Mion  at  North  Varmnuth.  a  |>It*a- 
ftiiit  villairr  ne:ir  hi«  nativ«*  town.  Within  three 
yearn — inOrtolw^r.  182S — hiii  wife,  to  whom  he  waa 
devot(*«lly  attarhi^l,  die«l.  ami  Win  only  child  fol- 
li»we<l  her  to  the  irrave  in  the  Kurceedinif  aprinif. 
?*r<>in  thin  time  hiM  charart«'r  wan  chanj^l.  He 
hai!  Iii'f«>re  U>en  an  ambitiouM  and  a  happy  man. 
The  remainder  uf  hiM  life  was  clouded  with  melan- 
choly. 

I  iN'IieTe  Mr.  Mellkv  did  not  become  known 
an  a  writer  until  he  wan  al^ut  twenty-five  yeara 
old.  He  wan  then  one  of  the  contributor!  (o  the 
('ambridi^e  ••United  States  Literary  Crazette.**  In 
the  «>arly  {>art  of  18*27.  he  publi^lled  a  lutire  en- 
titled «*C)ur  ("hroniele  of  Twenty-six."  and  two 
vearA  afterward,  ••  (ilail  Tales  and  Sad  Talea,**  a 
colhvtion  of  pnxie  flketchen.  which  hail  previounly 
N'en  printed  in  the  periodiculs.  ••The  Martyr's 
Triumph.  Uurieil  ValU'y,  and  other  Poems,"  ap- 
}MMnsl  in  IH.31.  The  princi|)al  poem  in  this  volume 
iH  fninded  on  the  histork'  of  Saint  Alban.  the  firKt 
(^hriHtian  martyr  in  England.  It  is  in  the  measure 
of  the  »  Faery  Queene."  and  ha«  s«>me  creditable 
pAitHjireA ;  but.  as  a  whole,  it  harilly  tim*  alfove 
meiliocrity.  In  the  "Buriei]  Valley"  he  deiicriU*a 
the  remarkaMe  avalanche  near  the  Notch  in  the 
White  Mou^tain:^  by  which  the  Willey  family 
wrre  dei«ln»ye»l.  many  years  a?o.  In  a  \Mvm  enli- 
tle«l  ''The  Rest  of  Empires."  in  the  same  citllection. 
he  bimrntM  the  custom  of  tlie  elder  Ininls  to  immor- 
t;ili^e  the  d<*e<]s  of  conquerors  alone,  and  contrasts 
their  prostitution  of  the  influence  of  poetry  with 
the  nobler  uhi>k  to  which  it  it  applithl  in  later  day«, 
in  the  following  lines,  which  are  characteristic  of 
his  U^t  manner : — 

^  \\>  Imvr  h^fii  i.iiif  ht.  in  nrnrln  of  aid, 
or  tlii>  ciiftkii-il  divlriit)  of  Ming  ; 
TIiil  PiM>iry  niiil  Mnair,  hatnl  in  hind, 
riiiit-  tn  ihi>  lieht  iif  in«|iir»iinn  furih. 
Anil  rlnim'd  alhaare  wiih  the  ri>llinf  h^«Tpnt. 
And  Hi'rr  ihosr  prerlru  hardi,  whuar  ■trains  hare  cone 
In  »n  iind>  in(  echo  tit  Ihe  world, 
Wh'iar  nunibrra  ftoaird  rnand  Ihr  CSrerlan  Men, 
An«l  iiiadf  nirlmlimia  all  Ih^  hilU  nf  Rtinic, — 
Wftf  ihi'v  inspired  1— Alas,  f»r  Pnvlry! 
Th  It  Iter  ffrrni  minlstrr*.  In  early  llmr, 
Himr  f>r  ihi*  hravr  alnn<>-  and  haile  Ih**  snul 
Haitlr  fur  h^avrn  in  Ih^  rank*  nf  war! 
It  waa  ihp  irraMin  nftbc  ffndlike  art 
1  hit  iH'iiiii  .i  itliiry  111  th«*  swiiril  and  sprar, 
Ai-d  l«-n  Ibr  Le.iit  to  uiuulJvr  In  ila  m-ill! 


It  was  the  menial  acrrlce  of  tha 
It  was  tbt*  iMM'it  bondaffa  of  bks  paw«n^ 
In  later  timea  to  conirrralc  a  fraal. 
And  sinf  of  fallaniry  la  hall  aad  howar, 

Tn  rnurtly  kniffhti  and  ladies , 

**  But  other  time*  hiTe  fltraag  new  lyna 
And  other  music  irerts  as.    Poetrj 
Conira  robed  In  smiles,  and,  la  h>w 
Talipf  tnunpcl.  like  a  frtead,  la  oor  siHI 
And  piitnti  ui  to  the  «t.irs— the  waarlewi 
Thil  whiaprr  an  hrrpaHrr  to  our  anala. 
It  breithcs  upon  our  spirits  a  rkb  balaa. 
And,  wiih  its  tender  tones  and  Meln^f , 
I>rawa  merry  fVuni  the  warrior— and 
A  mnrn  of  brif  ht  and  univrraal  Utwm 
To  tboae  who  Jnurn^y  wtth  us  ihrougk  llw  vol*  s 
It  piunta  to  mnral  rrratnra*— derdi  of  nlod. 
And  tti^  high  •trocsl*'*,  worthy  nf  a  mmii. 
Have  we  ni>  niinttrrU  in  our  rrboinff  haHa, 
No  wild  <:aowalui!«,  with  his  wilder  virmut, 
I*iiunnf  hii  war<«f>nc«  up«in  hrlmed  rani 
\Vf  hjvi'  flfiunda  iiii-alini  from  fh^  far  rrtrvala 
Of  tbc  brifht  riiDipany  nf  fifted  mrn. 
Who  pour  tbf-lr  nwllow  mniic  mund  our  of*, 
And  piiint  ut  to  nur  duiira  and  our  beana  s 
Thtf  piH-i*«  ron»tf||.tti.ifi  beima  anund — 
A  p^naivf  Tiiu  pga  li«rt  in  all  his  lire*. 
And  Mli.TtiK  h>miis  ua  on  In  ho[>e  and  hen^pT** 

.'VfitT  sfieiiilinir  five  or  sit  years  in  BoabNi.  Wr. 
Melle^  reniovol  t«>  New  Vork.  where  Im  maind 
nearly  all  the  reiiutinder  of  his  lifr.  He  wroia 
much  for  the  Iit4*rary  mai^ines.  and  cOilad  anv^ 
rol  works  for  his  frieml.  Mr.  CoLiias,  Ihe  p«^ 
lifher.  In  1m:)9.  he  ei<tabliiiheti  a  Moothiy  M» 
O'llany.  but  it  was  abamloned  afier  the  pabbraboa 
of  a  few  iiunilt«Ti«.  His  liealth  had  been  dirlinmc 
for  sc'veral  vi-ark;  hi^  ili^rasr  finally  ■■mint^  the 
form  of  con!>uniption.  ami  he  made  ■  vorac*  ^ 
(*ul>:i.  in  the  suriUiiiTof  HtO.  in  the  hope  that  W 
would  ilerive  ;id«:iiit.i:;r  from  a  chanfr  of  rlmaliL 
and  the  si*a  air.  He  was  di*«|i(Miuit<«i ;  md  leor^ 
int;  of  the  ib-ath  o{  hi-*  father,  in  the  fbflowinc 
sprinir.  he  returned  to  New  Viwk,  where  he  dw^ 
on  the  fifth  of  S^-ptemU'r.  IMI. 

Mr.  Mellk^  w.i«  a  iei>ntle-h«*arte«l,  aoiiaMe  naik 
social  in  his  fiflin,?".  and  patient  and  micnsd  ■ 
tlie  bmt;  {lerind  of  ph>«ic»l  suflerioji  which  p^ 
ce«led  Inn  death.  .\*  a  |ii>et.  he  enjoyf^  a  hicber 
reputatiim  in  hi*  lift  time  than  hia  worfca  wiD  pev^ 
mT\c.  They  are  without  liirour  of  thoafht  or 
lanKTuaire,  and  are  often  dreamT.  mratir.  oni  c^ 
inti'lliciMe.  In  hi<  «ritinc<  there  ta  no  eiiSnisv 
of  creative  (^Miiiis ;  ni»  original,  elrnr.  nad  Baah 
thoucht ;  no  npiritetl  am!  natural  JrarnpCioiM  d[ 
hfe  or  nature :  no  humour,  no  palhos^ 
nothimc  that  aftfieals  to  the  eonunna 
of  mankind.  'I^e  little  poem  enCiiM  ■•  TW  Bo- 
gle."  a!thoui;h  •*  it  whisfiera  wheficr  it  itah  m 
s|>iMl4."  i«  probably  «ui«erior  to  any  ihinf  ehv  b« 
wrote.  It  is  free  from  the  oflertetioaa  wmi  i»* 
mcATiin?  epitheta  which  distinguiah  aaarij  all  kii 
works. 
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ENGLISH  SCENERY. 

roods  and  Tales  of  England ! — is  there  not 
',  and  a  manrel  in  their  names  1 
not  music  in  the  memory 
old  glory  ? — ^is  there  not  a  sound, 
»me  watchword,  that  recalls  at  night 
gave  light  and  wonder  to  the  day  1 
soft  words,  that  breathe  of  loveliness, 
omon  to  the  spirit  scenes  that  rose 
its  raptured  vision,  as  the  eye 
ke  a  tranced  thing  above  the  page 
oius  had  made  golden  with  its  glow— > 
e  of  noble  story — of  high  towers, 
tied  halls,  envistaM  like  the  line 
es  and  great  hearts,  that  centuries 
before  their  hearths  in  dim  array — 
and  lawn,  and  gray  and  cloudy  tree, 
'k*d  with  bannered  foliage  to  the  storm 
le  walls  it  shadow'd,  and  whose  leaves, 
in  gathered  music  to  the  winds, 
roiced  as  with  the  sound  of  many  seas ! 
roods  and  vales  of  England !  O,  the  founts, 
ng  founts  of  memory !  how  they  break 
h  upon  my  stirr'd  heart  as  I  gaze ! 
le  shout  of  reapers,  the  far  low 
}  upon  the  banks,  the  distant  bark 
[red  dog,  stretched  at  some  cottage  door, 
0  of  the  axe,  mid  forest  swung, 
loud  laugh,  drowning  the  faint  halloo, 
of  our  fathers !  though  'tis  ours  to  roam 
ipon  whose  bosom  thou  mightst  lie, 
int  on  its  mother's — though  'tis  ours 
upon  a  nobler  heritage 
on  couldst  e'er  unshadow  to  thy  sons,^ 
ours  to  linger  upon  fount  and  sky, 
and  peopled  with  great  spirits,  who 
ith  a  deeper  majesty  than  thine, — 
)ur  father-land,  O,  who  shall  tell 
s,  mysterious  energy  which  calb 
ir  sinking  spirits  to  walk  forth 
y  wood  and  mount,  where  every  hill 
snt  with  beauty,  and  the  tale 
ig  of  centuries,  the  cloudless  years 
iiries  walk'd  thy  valleys,  and  the  turf 
their  tiny  footsteps,  and  quick  flowers 
with  the  lifting  grass  on  which  they  trod— 
11  the  landscape  murmured  to  its  rills, 
with  hope  slept  in  its  leafy  bowers ! 


MOUNT  WASHINGTON. 


p  of  the  clouds,  on  whose  Olympian  height 
11  rocks  brip^hten  in  the  ether  air, 
lirits  from  the  skies  come  down  at  night, 
nt  immortal  songs  to  Freedom  there ! 
u  the  rock  of  other  regions,  where 
orld  of  life,  which  blooms  so  far  below, 
I  a  wide  waste:  no  gladdening  scenes  appear, 
here,  with  silvery  flash,  the  waters  flow 
the  far-offmountain,  distant,  calm,  and  slow. 

is  the  summit  where  the  clouds  repose, 
lying  wildly,  round  thy  cliffs  are  borne ; 


When  Tempest  mounts  his  rushingcar,  and  throws 
His  billowy  mist  amid  the  thunder's  home ! 
Far  down  Uie  deep  ravine  the  whirlwinds  come, 
And  bow  the  forests  as  they  sweep  along; 
While,  roaring  deeply  from  their  rocky  womb, 
The  storms  come  fortii,  and,  hurrying  darkly  on, 
Amid  the  echoing  peaks  the  revelry  prolong! 

And  when  the  tumult  of  the  air  is  fled. 
And  quench'd  in  silence  all  the  tempest  flame. 
There  come  the  dim  forms  of  the  mighty  dead. 
Around  the  steep  which  bears  the  hero's  name: 
The  stars  look  down  upon  them ;  and  the  same 
Pale  orb  that  glistens  o'er  his  distant  grave 
Gleams  on  the  summit  that  enshrines  his  fame. 
And  lights  the  cold  tear  of  the  glorious  brave. 
The  richest,  purest  tear  that  memoiy  ever  gave ! 

Mount  of  the  clouds!  when  winter  round  thee 
The  hoary  mantle  of  the  dying  year,       [throws 
Sublime  amid  thy  canopy  of  snows. 
Thy  towers  in  bright  magnificence  appear! 
'Tis  then  we  view  thee  with  a  chilling  fear, 
Till  summer  robes  thee  in  her  tints  of  blue; 
When,  lo!  in  soften'd  grandeur,  &r,  yet  clear. 
Thy  battlements  stand  clothed  in  heaven's  own  hue. 
To  swell  08  Freedom's  home  on  man's  unbounded 
view! 


THE  BUGLE. 

O !  WILD,  enchanting  horn ! 
Whose  music  up  the  deep  and  dewy  air 
SweUs  to  the  clouds,  and  calls  on  Echo  there. 

Till  a  new  melody  is  bom — 

Wake,  wake  again,  the  night 
Is  bending  from  her  throne  of  beauty  down. 
With  still  stars  burning  on  her  azure  crown. 

Intense  and  eloquently  bright 

Night,  at  its  pulseless  noon ! 
When  the  fiir  voice  of  waters  mourns  in  song, 
And  some  tired  watch-dog,  lazily  and  long 

Barks  at  the  melancholy  moon. 

Hark !  how  it  sweeps  away. 
Soaring  and  dying  on  the  silent  sky. 
As  if  some  sprite  of  sound  went  wandering  by» 

With  lone  halloo  and  roundelay ! 

Swell,  swell  in  glory  out ! 
Thy  tones  come  pouring  on  my  leaping  heart. 
And  my  stirr'd  spirit  hears  thee  with  a  start 

As  boyhood's  old  remember'd  shout. 

O !  have  ye  heard  that  peal, 
From  sleeping  city's  moon-bathed  battlements. 
Or  from  the  guarded  field  and  warrior  tents. 

Like  some  near  breath  around  you  steal  t 

Or  have  ye  in  the  roar 
Of  sea,  or  storm,  or  battle,  heard  it  rise. 
Shriller  than  eagle's  clamour,  to  the  skies. 

Where  wings  and  tempests  never  soarl 

Go,  go— no  other  sound. 
No  music  that  of  air  or  earth  is  bom. 
Can  match  the  mighty  music  of  that  horn, 

On  midnight's  fathomless  profound ! 


IL 
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ON  SEEING  AX  EAGLE  PASS  NEAR  ME  i 
IN  AUTUMN  TWILIGHT. 

Sail  on,  thou  lon«,  imperial  bird. 

Of  quenchlcM  eye  and  Urvlcts  wing; 
How  ig  thy  distant  coming  heard. 

As  the  night*s  breozra  round  thee  ring! 
Thy  course  was  'gainst  the  burning  fon 

In  his  eitremest  glory.     How ! 
Is  thy  unequaird  daring  done. 

Thou  stoop*st  to  earth  so  lowly  nowl 

Or  hast  thou  left  thy  rocking  dome. 

Thy  roaring  crag,  thy  lightning  pine^ 
To  find  some  secret,  meaner  home. 

Less  stormy  and  unsafe  than  thine  t 
Else  why  thy  dusky  pinions  bend 

So  closely  to  this  shadowy  world, 
And  round  thy  searching  glances  send. 

As  wishing  thy  broad  pens  were  furi'd  f 

Yet  lonely  is  thy  shatter'd  nest. 

Thy  eyry  desolate,  though  high; 
And  lonely  thou,  alike  at  rest. 

Or  soaring  in  the  upper  sky. 
The  ^Iden  light  that  hathes  thy  plamet 

On  thine  interminable  flight, 
FalU  rheerloss  on  earth's  desert  tombs. 

And  makes  the  north's  ice-mountains  bright 

So  come  the  eagle-hearto«]  down. 

So  come  the  high  and  proud  to  earth. 
When  life's  night-gathering  tempests  frown 

Orer  their  glory  and  their  mirth  r 
So  quAiU  the  mind's  undying  eye. 

That  bore,  unreil'd,  fame's  noontide  ran ; 
So  mnn  seeks  solitude,  to  die. 

His  high  place  left,  his  triumphi  dona. 

So.  roimd  the  residence  of  power, 

.\  cold  and  joyless  lustre  shines. 
And  on  life's  pinnacles  will  lower 

Clouds,  dark  as  bathe  the  eagle's  pinet. 
But,  O.  the  mellow  light  that  pours 

Fntm  Go  11*11  purr  throne — the  light  that  sa 
It  wsrmn  the  spirit  as  it  soars. 

And  sheds  deep  railiance  round  oar  gra' 


THE  TRUE  GLORY  OF  AMERICA. 

Itaiia's  Tales  and  fountains, 

Thmnh  beautiful  ye  be. 
I  love  mv  soaring  mountains 

And  forests  more  than  ye; 
Ami  though  a  dreamy  ereatnesa  riaa 

From  out  your  cloudy  years, 
Likr  hilU  on  diAtant  utormy  skies, 

Soem  dim  through  Naturr's  tean, 
Still,  tell  me  nt>t  of  vears  of  old, 

Of  ancient  heart  and  clime ; 
Oum  in  the  land  and  see  of  gold, 

And  oum  the  hallow'd  time ! 


The  jeweird  crown  and  accplm 

Of  Greece  have  paas'd  away ; 
And  none,  of  all  who  wept  bisf  • 

Could  bid  her  splendour  slay. 
The  world  has  shaken  with  iIm 

Of  iron-sandali'd  crime 
And.  lu !  o'ershadowiiig  all  tha 

The  conqueror  stalks  suldime ! 
Then  ask  I  not  for  crown  and  pint 

To  nod  ahove  my  land ; 
The  victor's  footsteps  point  to 

Graves  open  round  his  hand ! 


Rome !  with  thy  pillared 

And  sculptured  heroes  all, 
Snatch'd,  in  their  warm,  triampkal  diji. 

To  Art's  hiirh  festival ; 
Rome !  with  thy  giant  sons  of  powtr. 

Whose  pathway  was  on  thronM, 
^lio  built  their  kingdoms  of  an  honr 

On  vet  unburied  bonea^^ 
I  would  not  have  my  land  like  thas^ 

So  loftv — vet  so  cold ! 
Be  hers  a  lowlier  majesty. 

In  vet  a  nobler  mould. 

ThT  marbles — works  of  wondar! 

In  thv  victorious  da?s. 
Whose  lips  did  seem  to  snnder 

Before  the  astoninh'd  gaae ; 
When  statue  glared  on  statoc 

The  Uving  on  the  dead,-— 
And  men  as  silent  pilgrims 

Before  some  sainted  head ! 
O,  not  for  faultless  marbles  yet 

Would  I  the  liffht  foreso 
That  beams  when  other  lichts  hn* 

And  Art  henielf  lies  low ! 

O,  ours  a  holier  hope  shall  ba 

Than  consecrated  bust. 
Some  loftier  mean  of  menioiy 

To  snatch  us  from  the  dust. 
And  oum  a  sterner  art  than  thk^ 

Hhall  fix  our  imaj^  here,^ 
The  spirit's  mould  of  lo^elu 

A  nobler  BELTioaaa! 


Then  let  them  biml  with 

The  busts  and  urns  of  nld^ 
A  fairer  heritage  be  oura, 

A  sacrifice  lem  cold  ! 
Give  honour  to  the  ffreat  and  good. 

And  wreathe  the  li«inir  brow, 
Kimlling  with  Virtue's  msntling 

And  pay  the  tribute  now ! 


So.  when  the  good  and  ffical  gn 

Their  statues  shall  arise. 
To  crowd  thnse  temples  of  oar 

Our  fadeless  memories  f 
And  whrn  the  scutptuied  mart4a  fall^ 

.\nd  Art  (roes  in  to  die. 
Our  fiirm«  shsll  live  in  holier 

The  Pantheon  of  the  skr! 


II 


GEORGE    HILL. 


[Bora,ItOO.] 


Gkobgi  Hill  is  a  native  of  Guilford,  on  Long 
Island  Sound,  near  New  Haven.  He  was  ad- 
mitted to  Yale  College  in  his  fifteenth  year,  and, 
^hen  he  graduated,  took  the  Berkeleian  prize,  as 
the  best  classic.  He  was  subsequently  attached 
to  the  navy,  as  Professor  of  Mathematics;  and 
yisited  in  this  capacity  the  Mediterranean,  its  storied 
islands,  and  classic  shores.  After  his  return,  he 
Was  appointed  librarian  to  the  State  Department, 
at  Washington :  a  situation  which  he  at  length 
resigned  on  account  of  ill  health,  and  was  ap- 
pointed Consul  of  the  United  States  for  the  south- 
western portion  of  Asia  Minor.    The  climate  disa-  I 


greeing  with  him,  he  returned  to  Washington; 
and  he  is  now  attached  again  to  one  of  the  bureaus 
in  the  Department  of  State. 

The  style  of  Mr.  Hill's  poetry  is  severe,  and  some- 
times so  elliptical  as  to  embarrass  his  mining ;  itda 
is  especially  true  of  his  more  elaborate  prodoction, 
«  The  Ruins  of  Athens,"  wriiten  in  the  Spenserian 
stanza.  He  is  most  successful  in  his  lyrics,  where 
he  has  more  freedom,  without  a  loss  of  energy. 
His  « Titania,*'  a  dramatic  piece,  is  perhaps  the 
most  original  of  his  productions.  It  is  wild  and 
fanciful,  and  graced  with  images  of  much  beauty 
and  freshness. 


FROM  "THE  RUINS  OF  ATHENS." 

Ths  daylight  fades  o'er  old  Cyllene*s  hill, 
And  broad  and  dun  the  mountain  shadows  fall; 
The  stars  are  up  and  sparkling,  as  if  still 
Smiling  upon  their  altars ;  but  the  tall, 
Dark  cypress,  gently,  as  a  mourner,  bends-^ 
Wet  with  the  drops  of  evening  as  with  tears— 
Alike  o'er  shrine  and  worshipper,  and  blends, 
All  dim  and  lonely,  with  the  wrecks  of  years, 
As  of  a  world  gone  by  no  coming  morning  cheers. 

There  sits  the  queen  of  temples — gray  and  lone. 
She,  like  the  last  of  an  imperial  line. 
Has  seen  her  sister  structures,  one  by  one, 
To  Time  their  gods  and  worshippers  resign ; 
And  the  stars  twinkle  through  the  weeds  that  twine 
Their  roofiess  capitals ;  and,  through  the  night, 
Heard  the  hoarse  drum  and  the  exploding  mine, 
The  clash  of  arms  and  hymns  of  uncouth  rite, 
From  their  dismantled  shrines  the  guardian  powers 
af&ight. 

Go !  thou  frt>m  whose  forsaken  heart  are  reft 
The  ties  of  home ;  and,  where  a  dwelling-plaoe 
Not  Jovs  himself  the  elements  have  left. 
The  grass-grown,  undefined  arena  pace !     [hear 
Look  on  its  rent,  though  tower-like  shafts,  and 
The  loud  winds  thunder  in  their  aged  fiioe ; 
Then  slowly  turn  thine ^ye,  where  moulders  near 
A  Ccsab's  arch,  and  the  blue  depth  of  space 
Vaults  like  a  sepulchre  the  wrecks  of  a  past  race. 

Is  it  not  better  with  the  Eremite, 

Where  the  weeds  rustle  o'er  his  aiiy  cave, 

Perch'd  on  their  summit,  through  the  long,  still 

night 
To  sit  and  watdi  their  shadows  slowly  wave— 


While  oft  Bome  fragment,  aapp'd  by  dull  decay, 
In  thunder  breaks  the  silence,  and  the  fowl 
Of  Ruin  hoots— and  turn  in  scorn  away 
Of  all  man  builds,  time  levels,  and  the  cowl 
Awards  her  moping  sage  in  common  vrith  t&e  owl  1 

Or,  where  the  palm,  at  twilight's  holy  hour, 
By  Thbssus'  fiine  her  lonely  vigil  keeps : 
Gone  are  her  sisters  of  the  leaf  and  flower. 
With  them  the  living  crop  earth  sows  and  reaps, 
But  these  revive  not :  the  weed  with  them  sleeps, 
But  clothes  herself  in  beauty  from  their  clay. 
And  leaves  them  to  their  slumber;  o'er  them 

weeps 
Vainly  the  Spring  her  quickening  dews  avra>. 
And  Love  as  vainly  mourns,  and  mourns,  idas ! 

for  aye. 

Or,  more  remote,  on  Nature's  haunts  intrude. 
Where,  since  creation,  she  has  slept  on  flowers, 
Wet  with  the  noonday  forest-dew,  and  woo'd 
By  untamed  choristers  in  unpnined  bowers : 
By  pathless  thicket,  rock  that  time-worn  towers 
O'er  dells  untrodden  by  the  hunter,  piled 
Ere  by  its  shadow  measured  were  the  hours 
To  human  eye,  the  rampart  of  the  wild, 
Whose  banner  is  the  cloud,  by  carnage  undefiled. 

The  weary  spirit  that  forsaken  plods 

The  world's  wide  wilderness,  a  home  may  find 

Here,  mid  the  dwellings  of  long-banish'd  gods. 

And  thoughts  they  bring,  the  mourners  of  the 

mind; 

The  spectres  that  no  spell  has  power  to  bind, 

The  loved,  but  lost,  whose  soul's  life  is  in  ours, 

As  incense  in  sepulchral  urns,  enshrined, 

The  sense  of  blighted  or  of  wasted  powers, 

The  hopes  whose  promised  fruits  have  perish'd 

with  their  flowers. 
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Tbara  ia  « iiDall,  low  cap*— tWa,  wtwn  dwMoM 
Breaki  o'er  the  ■lultcr'd  and  new  ilMpcIa*  Moiic  1 
The  wUrn,  u  ■  rudt  hut  Siting  boon, 
Wtwdi  uia  •mill    •farll*   hire,  liki  •  gariaml. 


It*  icrd  the  ihlide  ihot*,  aoJ  build*  tha 
Lurk*  the  faul  UiaJ,  the  liunl  tiuki  • 
Witbin  Ihe  «qiulchre  of  him  wbi 


HaJac 


wkiriwi 


Bun. 
II  aughl  ambition'*  fin;  wing  maj  lame. 
Til  here ;  the  wi-b  the  ipiJer  weave*  wtwn  F*RW 
PlantcJ  hrr  proud  bul  nnkni  aLaft,  ahootJ  bs 
To  it  a  frttcr.  itill  il  (phac*  tlw  mom, 
GloF^'i  (uol-wonhil'pet !  bim  bmd  thir  knaal 

The  tumb  thine  tllarHtbuie,  ibbta  klol  Maekaf]! : 
A  amaU.  enj  elf.  all  aprinkt«1  o'rt  with  dufl 
Of  rrumblini;  ifalaromh,  and  nunildrring  ihred 
or  lanniir  and  ■mbmidrrM  jhII,  and  nut 
Of  arma.  tinw-ironi  iiionDmi>nU.  tliat  Aei 
A  unker'il  glram  on  dim  TK-utrhMOi,  «rhcr« 
The  groping  antiijuarr  pofra  lo  ipj — 
A  wbat!  a  name — ^porrhanre  ne'er  itraven  Ihere  i 
At  whom  the  urchin,  with  liii  jnimic  era, 

8itapeerin|lhrauglia*kull,andllugluc 


THE  MOUNTAIN'.GIRL. 


Metl 


:  gnni 


re  Ihe  it 


I.  dn-kM,  u  'twere  with  bridal  flowen, 

Eaith  aeema  to  wed  the  akj. 
All  herirta  are  by  ttta  apirll  that 

Breathru  in  Ihe  aniufaiiw  ^6n'i ; 
And  Ihrrr'n  a  giri  thai,  up  and  down, 
A  nerrr  Tarrant,  thnugh  Ihe  town. 

(loea  jdp|;ing  like  *  hinL 
A  IhinK  all  lichlnro,  lifi-,  and  gba; 

One  of  ihe  ^pM  we  aeem 
To  merl  In  ^lion*  «f  tha  nlgtit ; 
And,  atioiiU  thn  irrert  oni  waking  ngh^ 

Imagine  ihalwa  dieaiB. 
Wiih  «1iH»T  ririKlrt.  brow  thai  k 

Aji  falUnit  mow-Hikr  while. 
Iliir-hidilen  by  iu  >-lir  braid. 
A  nd  eye  like  ilrwJroji  in  Ihe  ■hade, 

Al  linre  bolh  daik  anil  bright ; 
And  rherk  whermn  lhi>  ninnt  clima 

(t«  hrown  lint  K»iiily  throwa, 
nenllr.at  il  relurtanl  were 
Til  leave  it*  print  on  ihinf  lo  (air — 

A  shvlow  on  a  rme. 
Hhr  •'Dp*.  Innka  up— what  don*  ahe  aee  ! 

A  Amnr  of  arimaia  dn, 
Wbiw  vaw.  the  work  J  Mooridi  banib, 
A  1'i'ly  iprinklet.  m  il  itanda 


Hrr  maidra  rorm  with  tnaW  ^U, 
Anil  hnrw  Aal  nMcka  Aiir*M»«WM 
Like  I)i  ta  ErMn  a  cloud. 


Thalm 
And  moiionli 
Thai  >Mvm>  f 


I  an  old  WiMtrint':  bul. 


Il  hrina 

Rhraee.hp.idethi 

BrneaA  the  nid  en 
And  lopiilins  rru.  A 
rereh'd,  like  ibr  mh-,  li 

The  home  of  librrtyi 

The  rirulel,  the  oUie  ihade. 

The  ^raMT  p4DC  the  fl.rk : 
N'-M  doe*  Ivf  aiaipl*  Ih.Htghl  totfii. 
Haply,  the  lillte  violet. 

That  (prini:*  beneath  Ihe  inrk. 

AftfT  and  maM,  Ihey  may  DoC  froB 

Herdraatnlng  eye  depaiti 
Ar>iI«M,  tbe  wanv  »r  srntlet  frwa, 
Man  dear  timi  all,  fnr  whom  aha  wtm 

The  ti'keii  al  brr  bearU 

And  hrnre  hrr  eye  i*  dim.  hrr  ehatk 

llaj  lo*l  it*  livetirr  clow  ; 
Her  aong  ha*  oeaaed.  and  molinuleaa 
Khe  nUnda.  an  imace  o(  diatna*:— 

Strange,  what  a  flowrt  ran  do ! 


TIIE  MIGHT  nr  GREECE.* 

Tri  might  of  Crrere!  whme  «ta»y  haa  gtm  ti*. 

Like  ihe  rlcmil  erho  nf  a  lyr* 

Rlrurk  h«  an  ancrl.  in  ihe  hnunda  af  aailh. 
I     A  marvel  anil  a  inrlnly  ;  a  fiia 

Viiqaeneh'il.  uniiDeTictiaUa.  PaMdia'l  cbv 
I  Mivum  o'rT  ibeir  altan  wnridii|lli^  ec  giaw  ^ 
'     Bullbr  frre  mminialn-atf  (hr;  did  lofcr* 

Ha*  borne  thrit  moair  tniwifi.  wilh  a  1^ 
,  ^baking  earth'*  tyrant  rare  ihrougb  rmj  AmM 


The 


f-lvii 


1  of  yrar^  that  rlia  « 


Indies  WU.  llranter  TNTIli  ■ 
Wilh  Ihe  unr,.n.iiieraMe  migb  ^  rtwa^ 
The  TiUn  that  *hall  rin-  the  flHwi  ■■ 
Rr  Ihe  world'a  and.  Opiniia 
The  ^lam  t/inlad^mnto  fioH  dHhMi 
Thetn|ifai«    '     ■ 


*rr<<a-n*malaatf, 
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THE  FALL  OF  THE  OAK. 

:oRiou8  tree  is  the  old  graj  otk ; 
e  hM  stood  for  a  thousand  yean. 

Has  stood  and  frown'd 

On  the  trees  around, 
ike  a  king  among  his  peers ; 
ound  their  king  they  stand,  so  now, 
^hen  the  flowers  their  pale  leaves  fdd, 
tall  trees  round  him  stand,  array  *d 
1  their  robes  of  purple  and  gold. 

He  has  stood  like  a  tower 

Through  sun  and  shower, 
nd  dared  the  winds  to  battle ; 

He  has  heard  the  hail, 

As  from  plates  of  mail, 
-om  his  own  limbs  shaken,  rattle ; 
las  toss*d  them  about,  and  shorn  the  tops 
Vhen  the  storm  had  roused  his  might) 
he  forest  trees,  as  a  strong  man  doth 
le  heads  of  his  foes  in  fight 

autumn  sun  looks  kindly  down. 
It  Uie  frost  is  on  the  lea. 

And  sprinkles  the  horn 

Of  the  owl  at  mom, 
be  hies  to  the  old  oak  tree. 

Not  a  leaf  is  stirr'd ; 

Not  a  sound  is  heard 
the  thump  of  the  thresher's  flail, 

The  low  wind's  sigh, 

Or  the  distant  cry 
he  hound  on  the  fox's  trail. 

forester  he  has  whistling  plunged 
1th  his  axe,  in  the  deep  wood's  gloom. 

That  shrouds  the  hill. 

Where  few  and  chill 
\e  sunbeams  struggling  come : 
irawny  arm  he  has  bared,  and  laid 
s  axe  at  the  root  of  the  tree, 

The  gray  old  oak. 

And,  with  lusty  stroke, 
rields  it  merrily : — 

With  lusty  stroke, — 

And  the  old  gray  oak, 
ugh  the  folds  of  his  gorgeous  vest 

You  may  see  him  shake. 

And  the  night^owl  break 
om  her  perch  in  his  leafy  crest 
^U  come  but  to  find  him  gone  from  where 
)  stood  at  the  break  of  day ; 
a  cloud  that  peals  as  it  melts  to  air, 
!  has  pass'd,  with  a  crash,  away. 

igh  the  spring  in  the  bloom  and  the  frost  in  gold 
>  more  his  limbs  attire, 

On  the  stormy  wave 

He  shall  float,  and  brave 
le  blast  and  the  battle«fire ! 
spread  his  white  wings  to  the  wind, 
td  thunder  on  the  deep. 

As  he  thunder'd  when 

His  bough  was  green, 
le  high  and  stormy  steep. 


LIBERTY. 

Thskb  is  a  spirit  working  in  the  world, 

Like  to  a  silent  subterranean  fire ; 
Yet,  ever  and  anon,  some  monarch  huri'd 

Aghast  and  pale,  attests  its  fearful  ire. 

The  dungeon'd  nations  now  once  more  respire 
The  keen  and  stirring  air  of  Liberty. 
The  struggling  giant  wakes,  and  feels  he's  free. 

By  Delphi's  fountain-cave,  that  ancient  choir 
Resume  their  song;  the  Greek  astonish'd  hears. 
And  the  old  altar  of  his  worship  rears. 

Sound  on,  fair  sisters !  sound  your  boldest  lyre,— 
Peal  your  old  harmonies  as  from  the  spheres. 

Unto  strange  gods  too  long  we  've  bent  the  knee. 

The  trembling  mind,  too  long  and  patiently. 


TO  A  YOUNG  MOTHER. 

What  things  of  thee  may  yield  a  semblance  meet, 

And  him,  thy  fairy  portraiture  1  a  flower 
And  bud,  moon  and  attending  star,  a  sweet 

Voice  and  its  sweeter  echo.  Time  has  small  power 
O'er  features  the  mind  moulds;  and  such  are  thine, 

Imperishably  lovely.     Roses,  where 
They  once  have  bloom'd,  a  fragrance  leave  behind; 
And  harmony  will  linger  on  the  wind ; 

And  suns  continue  to  light  up  the  air. 
When  set ;  and  music  from  the  broken  shrine 

Breathes,  it  is  said,  around  whose  altar-stone 
His  flower  the  votary  has  ceased  to  twine : — 

Types  of  the  beauty  that,  when  youth  is  gone. 
Beams  from   the  soul  whose  brightness  mocks 
decline. 


SPRING. 


Now  Heaven  seems  one  bright,  rejoicing  eye. 
And  Earth  her  sleeping  vesture  flings  aside, 
And  with  a  blush  awakes  as  does  a  bride ; 

And  Nature  speaks,  like  thee,  in  melody. 

The  forest,  sunward,  glistens,  green  and  high ; 
The  ground  each  moment,  as  some  blossom 
springs. 

Puts  forUi,  as  does  thy  cheek,  a  lovelier  dye. 
And  each  new  morning  some  new  songster  brings. 

And,  hark !  the  brooks  their  rocky  prisons  break, 

And  echo  calls  on  echo  to  awake. 
Like  nymph  to  nymph.  The  air  is  rife  with  wings, 

Rustling  through  wood  or  dripping  over  lake. 
Herb,  bud,  and  bird  return — but  not  to  me 
With  song  or  beauty,  since  they  bring  not  thee. 


NOBILITY. 

Go,  then,  to  heroes,  sages  if  allied, 
Go !  trace  the  scroll,  but  not  with  eye  of  pride, 
Where  Truth  depicts  their  glories  as  they  shone. 
And  leaves  a  blank  where  should  have  been  your 
own. 

Mark  the  pure  beam  on  yon  dark  wave  impress'd ; 
So  shines  the  star  on  that  degenerate  breast — 
Each  twinkling  orb,thatbums  with  borrow'd  fires, — 
So  ye  reflect  the  glory  of  your  sires. 
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^^»^^^>^^^^^>^^«^<^N^^^>^>»^^^^^ 


GREECE— 1932. 

TiAf  n  of  the  brave!  where  lie  inura*d 

The  slirouded  forms  of  mortal  clay, 
In  whom  the  tire  of  valour  bum*d. 

And  bluzixl  u|>on  the  Inittle's  fray: 
Land,  where  the  gallant  S|>artaii  few 

Hlrtl  at  Thermopyln*  of  yore. 
When  de.ith  his  purple  garment  threw 

On  Helle's  ronsecraU.'d  slion: ! 

L.ind  of  the  Muse!  within  thv  bowera 

Her  soul-entranring  eeboeti  nnig. 
While  on  their  ouirM*  the  npid  houra 

Piiusetl  at  the  nu'loily  ^he  -ung — 
Till  evt-ry  ijrove  and  ever%-  hill. 

And  evi*ry  »tream  that  flowM  along. 
From  morn  to  night  rei»i*ated  utill 

The  winning  harm(»ny  of  song. 

L:ind  of  deail  heroes!  lining  slaves! 

Shall  glory  gild  thy  elime  no  more  1 
Her  Iwnner  tbmt  aliove  thy  wa\i*s 

Where  proudly  it  hath  »we|it  before  ! 
Hflth  not  remembrance  then  a  charm 

To  break  the  fetters  and  the  chain. 
To  l>id  thy  children  nerve  the  arm. 

.\nd  strike  for  freedom  oner  again  ! 

No !  coward  souls,  the  light  which  shone 
On  Ijeuctra's  war-em|Hirpled  day. 

The  light  which  beani'd  on  Marathon 
Halh  lost  iu  splendour,  ccaaed  to  play ; 


And  thou  art  but  a  shadow  now. 
With  helmet  ♦■hattrr'd     spear  in 

Thy  honour  but  u  dream — and  ihoa 
DespiM-d^le graded  in  the  d-*^  ' 


Where  sle«iM  the  ttpirit,  thai  of  old 

DashM  di»wn  to  earth  the  Perwai 
When  the  l>>iid  chant  of  triumph  toy 

How  fatal  wa«  the  despot's  doom  *— 
The  iNtld  three  hiiii<lreil — where  aiv  thry, 

Who  died  III!  battle's  gory  breaatf 
Tyrants  ha%e  franipleil  on  the  rlav 

Where  drath  h  iih  hush*d 


Yet,  Ida.  yet  uimmi  thy  hill 

A  izh^ry  iihino  uf  ages  fM ; 
And  fame  her  luht  is  |hmhnt  atiTL 

Not  on  the  li\ing.  Iiut  the  dead! 
But  'ti4  the  dim.  M']MiIchral  light. 

Which  sheit^  a  f  lint  and  CprMr  rar, 
.\«  m'^nibeamn  on  the  brnw  of  niiHlt. 

When  trmiie»ta  swrep  upon  Ibnr 

Grrece !  yet  awake  thee  from  thj 

Behold,  thy  lianner  wavra  afcr ; 
Bi>hi>ld,  the  glittering  weapan 

Along  the  gleaming  fraot  of  war! 
A  gallant  cbH-f.  of  high  empriar, 

N  urging  forrmoal  in  the  field* 
Who  caIN  ii^MHi  thee  to  ariee 

In  might — in  majeety  iwveaT^ 
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In  vain,  in  vain  the  hero  calls — 

In  vain  he  sounds  the  trumpet  loud ! 
His  banner  totten — see !  it  fidls 

In  ruin,  Freedom's  battle-shroud : 
Thy  children  have  no  soul  to  dara 

Such  deeds  as  glorified  their  sires ; 
Their  valour's  but  a  meteor's  glare, 

Which  gleams  a  moment,  and  expires. 

Lost  land !  where  Genius  made  his  reign, 

And  rear'd  his  golden  arch  on  high ; 
Where  Science  raised  her  sacred  fane, 

Its  summits  peering  to  the  sky ; 
Upon  thy  clime  the  midnight  deep 

Of  ignorance  hath  brooded  long. 
And  in  the  tomb,  forgotten,  sleep 

The  sons  of  science  and  of  song. 

Thy  sun  haA  set — the  evening  storm 

Hath  pass'd  in  g^ant  fury  by. 
To  blast  the  beauty  of  thy  form, 

And  spread  its  pall  upon  the  sky ! 
Gone  is  thy  glory's  diadem, 

And  freedom  never  more  shall  cease 
To  pour  her  mournful  requiem 

O'er  blighted,  lost,  degraded  Greece ! 


TO  THE  DYING  YEAR. 


Thou  desolate  and  dying  year ! 

Emblem  of  transitory  man, 
Whose  wearisome  and  wild  career. 

Like  thine,  is  bounded  to  a  span ; 
It  seems  but  as  a  little  day 

Since  nature  smiled  upon  thy  birth. 
And  Spring  came  forth  in  fair  array. 

To  dance  upon  the  joyous  earth. 

Sad  alteration !  now  how  lone. 

How  verdureless  is  nature's  breast, 
Where  ruin  makes  his  empire  known. 

In  autumn's  yellow  vesture  dress'd ; 
The  sprightly  bird,  whose  carol  sweet 

Broke  on  the  breath  of  early  day. 
The  summer  flowers  she  loved  to  greet ; 

The  bird,  the  flowers,  O !  where  are  they  ? 

Thou  desolate  and  dying  year ! 

Yet  lovely  in  thy  lifelessness 
As  beauty  stretch'd  upon  the  bier. 

In  death's  clay-cold  and  dark  carras ; 
There's  loveliness  in  thy  decay, 

Which  breathes,  which  lingers  on  thee  still. 
Like  memory's  mild  and  cheering  ray 

Beaming  upon  the  night  of  ill. 

Yet,  yet  the  radiance  is  not  gone. 
Which  shed  a  richness  o'er  the  scene. 

Which  smiled  upon  the  golden  dawn. 
When  skies  were  brilliant  and  serene; 

O !  still  a  melancholy  smile  * 

(fleams  upon  Nature's  aspect  fur, 

1*0  charm  the  eye  a  little  while. 

Ere  ruin  spreads  his  mantle  there ! 
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Thou  desolate  and  dying  year! 

Since  time  entwined  thy  vernal  wreath. 
How  often  love  hath  shed  the  tear. 

And  knelt  beside  the  bed  of  death ; 
How  many  hearts,  that  lightly  sprung 

When  joy  was  blooming  but  to  die. 
Their  finest  chords  by  death  unstrung. 

Have  yielded  life's  expiring  sigh. 

And,  pillow'd  low  beneath  the  clay. 

Have  ceased  to  melt,  to  breathe,  to  bum ; 
The  proud,  the  gentle,  and  the  gay, 

Gather'd  unto  the  mouldering  urn ; 
While  fireshly  flow'd  the  frequent  tear 

For  love  bereft,  afiection  fled ; 
For  all  that  were  our  blessings  here. 

The  loved,  the  lost,  the  sainted  dead ' 

Thou  desolate  and  dying  year ! 

The  musing  spirit  finds  in  thee 
Lessons,  impressive  and  serene, 

Of  deep  and  stem  morality; 
Thou  teachest  how  the  germ  of  youth. 

Which  blooms  in  being's  dawning  day. 
Planted  by  nature,  rear'd  by  truth, 

Withers,  like  thee,  in  dark  decay. 

Promise  of  youth  *  fair  as  the  form 

Of  Heaven's  benign  and  golden  bow. 
Thy  smiling  arch  begirds  the  storm. 

And  sheds  a  light  on  every  wo ; 
Hope  wakes  for  thee,  and  to  her  tongue 

A  tone  of  melody  is  given. 
As  if  her  magic  voice  were  stmng 

With  the  empyreal  fire  of  heaven. 

And  love  which  never  can  expire. 

Whose  origin  ia  from  on  high. 
Throws  o'er  thy  mom  a  ray  of  fire, 

From  the  pure  fountains  of  the  sky; 
That  ray  which  glows  and  brightens  still. 

Unchanged,  eternal  and  divine ; 
Where  seraphs  own  its  holy  thrill. 

And  bow  before  its  gleaming  shrine 

Thou  d^olate  and  dying  year ! 

Prophetic  of  our  final  fall ; 
Thy  buds  are  gone,  thy  leaves  are  sear ; 

'Thy  beauties  shrouded  in  the  pall ; 
And  all  the  garniture  that  shed 

A  brilliancy  upon  thy  prime. 
Hath  like  a  morning  vision  fled 

Unto  the  expanded  grave  of  time. 

Time !  Time  !  in  thy  triumphal  flight, 

How  all  life's  phantoms  fleet  away ; 
Thy  smile  of  hope,  and  young  delight, 

Fame's  meteor-beam,  and  Fancy's  ray : 
They  fade ;  and  on  the  heaving  tide. 

Rolling  its  stormy  waves  afar, 
Are  borne  the  wreck  of  human  pride. 

The  broken  wreck  of  Fortune's  war. 

There,  in  disorder,  dark  and  wild. 
Are  seen  the  fabrics  once  so  high ; 

Which  mortal  vanity  had  piled 
As  emblems  of  eternity ! 
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Antl  tU>ern*d  the  stalely  piles,  whoM  fbmis 
Fruwit*d  ill  thoir  majesty  suhliniet 

Wotilil  Ktaiul  uudhaken  by  the  ■torma 
That  giitlicrM  round  ttie  brow  of  Time. 

Thou  doHoIate  and  dyin^  year ! 

Eurth*H  ttri'^ht4Mt  pionKurpn  fade  like  thine ; 
Like  eveniut?  Hhailowii  dirappear. 

And  Icavo  the  tipint  to  repine. 
The  Mrfuin  of  liti'.  that  used  to  pour 

It-i  fri>sh  aiiil  ^lla^kIin:;  wat4>ni  on, 
Wliili^  Kat«'  stiKhl  watchini^  on  the  nhore, 

And  nuniiH>r*d  all  tlic  inoiufnta  goofr-^ 

When'  hath  tho  morning  sidendour  flown, 

Wliii-h  d.inri'il  ujion  the  rryotal  rtrcamT 
Whore  uro  the  joyit  to  childhood  known. 

When  life  wan  an  enchanted  dream  1 
Envrloptnl  in  the  utarloM  nii^ht 

Which  di^tiny  hath  oTemfiTead ; 
EnroIlM  u}N)n  that  tmcklem  flight 

Whore  tho  dcath-wini;  of  time  hath  iped! 

O  !  thut  hath  lifi*  its  oven-tide 

Of  sorrow,  l<)iifliiii*^A,  and  tprief; 
And  thus  di^o.-tiM  of  itn  pride. 

It  withers  liko  tlio  yollow  leaf: 
O  !  <nch  i'*  lit*r*s  autumnal  lH)wcr, 

When  plutiili-rM  nf  jtii  huinnicr  bloom; 
And  such  is  lifo's  autumnal  hour, 

Which  horaldrt  nun  unto  the  tomb ! 


TO  TUB  ATTl'MN  LEAF. 


Tiini-  fadnl  loaf!  it  stvms  to  be 

But  a**  of  yoftonlay. 
When  thou  didrtt  flourish  on  the  tree 

In  all  the  i>rido  of  May : 
Then  t  *wai  tbo  morr%'  hour  of  spring, 
Of  naturo'*  fiinM  hliwmimin;^. 

On  tli-ld.  on  fl'iwor.  and  upray ; 
T»  jirvniM'.!  f  lir :  how  c]iaii'jo«i  the  scone 
T»  wli.it  ii  uiuv,  from  wliat  hath  been! 

S  >  f.in*-*  it  with  litVs  imrly  "iprinx; 

ll«i|ie  irildt  each  cominsr  day. 
And  swi'otly  dutli  tho  syren  sin^ 

Hor  fond.  di'Iu«»iw  lay  : 
Tlii'n  tho  youni;.  for^onf  ho.irt  lieata  high. 
While  }i.i<i-ion  kindloM  in  tho  oye, 

\^*it!i  liri'jht.  uiif*4M<«inz  play; 
K.iir  aro  l!iy  lini»>.  tliiMi  uiMiial  hour, 
Vi't  tran«ii'nt  an  tho  autumn  flower. 

Thiiu  f.nK**!  If-af !  h'»w  liko  tn  th«»e 

N  Ivauty  ill  hiT  luiiriiin-j:  pride. 

When  life  i>«  *"it  a  -' rumor  •^•■i. 

Anil  bi>jM'  illu'ii''"*  i*-«  j.lirid  tide: 

Alts?  fir  NMutv's  autumn  V  Mir. 

Ah-!  for  K-antv's  Mij'it*!  fl  iWi-r, 

Wh«'n  l»i»|>o  .11:  *  I'li-s  h.i*»*  dio-l ! 

Ilrr  pill'  I  !>riw.  hor  rli*'  k  "f  s::'«  f. 

If  ivo  tliy  SI  1  Inie.  tli'i'i  fi  li-il  lo  if! 

Autumnal  Iruf!  thut  lionour^s  plume. 

And  v.il>i»r*4  lauroi  wreath  inu«t  fade ; 
Must  Iom*  tho  !ro'<hiio4s,  nnd  the  bloinn 

O II  w hie h  the  U-am  of  glory  play  *d ; 


The  banner  waving  o*er  the  rmwd. 
Far  atrcuning  like  a  siWrr  riood. 

Must  liink  within  the  shade. 
Where  dark  oblivioirs  waters  6ow 
0*er  human  weal  and  human 


Autumnal  leaf!  there  is  a  stem 
Antl  warning  tune  in  Cfay 
Like  thoo  mu«t  man  to  doath  rrtum 

With  hi<4  frail  Irnement  of  rlav : 
Tliy  warning  is  of  death  anil  dooo^ 
Of  genius  Miichted  in  itji  Mooni, 

Of  joy's  beclouded  ray ; 
Lifo.  rapture.  ho|ie.  ye  arp  as  brief 
And  fleeting  as  the  autumn  leaf! 


THE  LAST  .«!OXG. 


Stmikk  the  wild  harp  yet  onre  again ! 

A  {rain  its  lonely  numbert  pour ; 
Then  lot  tho  molanrh'ily  atrain 

Be  hu«hM  in  death  f^r  erermore. 
For  evonnore,  for  evermore, 

Cn^alivo  fanrr,  lio  ihmi  si  ill ; 
And  let  nfiliviiMii  Lotho  pnur 

I'jMHi  my  lyn*  it<  waters  chill. 

8trikr  tho  ik  ild  har{)  yet  once  arain ! 

Then  lie  iu  fitful  chords  unstrung. 
Silent  as  i*  tho  srave's  domain. 

.\nd  niiiti*  as  tho  doath-moukWr'd 
Let  not  a  thdutiht  of  infiutwy  dwell 
One  monu'nt  on  its  ftirmer  song; 
FormUton,  i»>o.  In*  thin  fjurwell. 

Which  plays  its  {tensile  string* 


Strike  the  wild  harp  yet  once  again  ! 

The  sai!diM  and  t!io  lafont  lay ; 
Thoii  Iireak  at  onro  its  »trins^  in 

And  thov  hhall  sound  no  niofe  for  avc: 
And  huru  it  on  tho  cypress  tree: 

Tho  hiuipi  of  yimth  and  MUig  have  peas'A 
Have  gotio,  with  all  ihrir  witrhrry; 

I.tObt  lyre  !  those  numbers  ai«  ihj  UsL 


Joy  AM)  SORROW. 


Jot  knooU.  at  ni<tniinz'«  nwy 

In  w>ir»hip  to  tho  n«inr  sun: 
But  Siup-iw  lii\e«  the  ciliner  time. 

Who II  tht*  day-;:i»il  his  enarae  Lath  nm: 
When  Nijht  is  nn  hor  •hsdtiWT  rar, 

Palo  ■><irrinv  wikes  ik  bile  Joy  dnlh  slerp; 
\fiil.  iniidf!  liy  t!»o  e^oumc  ftar, 

S!io  n  milers  fiirlh  tn  muse  and 


Jiiv  lovos  to  riill  the  sum 

Ami  wre.it ho  it  rtmnd  his  happy 
But  when  the  dark  autumnal 

Hath  laiil  the  loaf  aiMl 
Whoii  tho  frail  bu«l  hath  l«t  ita 

And  Jity  hath  dash'd  it  froM 
Then  Sorrow  ukes  il  from  the 

To  wither  on  her  wiiher'4 


GEORGE    P.   MORRIS. 


[Eons  1801.] 


» 


»> 


This  popular  song-writer  is  a  native  of  Phila- 
delphia. In  common  with  many  prominent  au- 
thors of  the  present  time,  he  commenced  his  lite- 
rary career  by  contributions  to  the  journals.  When 
about  fifteen  years  of  age  he  wrote  verses  for  the 
"  New  York  Gazette,"  and  he  subsequently  filled 
occasionally  *♦  the  poet's  comer"  in  the  "American," 
at  that  time  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Joh7«sox 
Verpla-nck.  In  1823,  with  the  late  Mr.  Wood- 
worth,  he  established  the  "New  York  Mirror,"  a 
weekly  miscellany  which  for  nearly  nineteen  years 
was  conducted  with  much  taste  and  ability.  In 
1827  his  play,  in  five  acts,  entitled  "Brier  Cliff, 
a  tale  of  tlic  American  Revolution,"  was  brought 
out  at  the  Chatham  Theatre  by  Mr.  Wallack, 
and  acted  forty  nights  succeshively.  I  have  been 
infonued  that  its  popularity  was  so  great  that  it 
was  played  at  four  theatres  in  New  York,  to  full 
houses,  on  the  same  evening,  and  that  it  yielded 
the  author  a  profit  of  three  thousand  five  hundred 
dollars,  a  larger  sum,  probably,  than  was  ever  paid 
for  any  other  dramatic  composition  in  the  United 
States. 

In  1836  General  Morris  published  a  volume 
of  amusing  prose  writings  under  the  title  of 
"The  Little  Frenchman  and  his  W^ater  Lots; 
in  1838  "The  Deserted  Bride  and  other  Poems, 
of  which  an  enlarged  edition,  illustrated  by  Wier 
and  Chapmax,  appeared  in  1843;  and  in  1844 
a  complete  collection  of  his  «  Songs  and  Ballads." 
The  composition  wliich  is  understood  to  rank 
highest  in  his  own  estimation  is  the  poetry  of 
"  The  Maid  of  Saxony,"  an  opera  with  music  by 
Mr.  Charles  Horx,  produced  at  the  Park  Thea- 
tre in  1842.  In  1843,  in  conjunction  with  Mr. 
Willis,  he  re&tablished  "  The  Mirror,"  and  he  is 
now  associated  with  that  popular  author  in  con- 
d'lcting  "The  Home  Journal." 

If  there  is  any  literary  work  which  calls  for  a 
special  gift  of  nature,  perhaps  it  is  the  song.  In 
terms  of  a  sounder  theory,  I  may  say,  that  its  suc- 
cessful accomplishment,  beyond  almost  any  other 
composition,  demands  an  intelligent  insight  into 
the  principles  upon  which  its  efiect  depends,  and  a 
capacity,  iif  not  to  combine  with  imposing  strength, 
yet  to  select  with  the  nicest  judgment.  Other 
productions  often  gratify  long  and  highly,  in  spite 
of  considerable  defects,  while  the  song,  to  suc- 
ceed at  all,  must  be  nearly  perfect.  It  implies  a 
taste  dehcately  skilled  in  the  fine  influences  of  lan- 
guage. It  has  often  shunned  the  diligence  of  men 
who  have  done  greater  things.  Starting  from  some 
common  perception,  by  almost  a  crystalline  pro- 
cess of  accretion,  it  should  grow  up  into  a  poem. 
Its  first  note  should  find  the  hearer  in  sympathy 
with  it,  and  its  last  should  leave  him  moved  and 
wondering.     Throughout,  it  must  have  an  affi- 


nity to  some  one  fixed  idea.  Its  propriety  is,  not 
so  much  to  give  expression  to  a  feeling  existing 
in  the  bosom  of  the  author,  as  to  reproduce  that 
feeling  in  the  heart  of  the  listener.  The  tone  of 
the  composition  ought  therefore  to  be,  as  much  as 
is  possible,  below  the  force  of  tlie  feeling  which  it 
would  inspiie.  It  should  be  simple,  entire,  and 
glowing. 

The  distinction  and  difficulty  of  the  song  are 
illustrated  by  the  genius  of  Jonsok,  Marlowe, 
and  Drtden;  by  the  fame  of  Moorb,  and  the 
failure  of  Btron.  Several  of  the  songs  of 
Morris,  whether  judged  of  by  their  success,  or 
by  the  application  of  any  rules  of  criticism,  are 
nearly  faultless.  Tliey  are  in  a  very  chaste  style 
of  art  They  have  the  simplicity  which  is  the 
characteristic  of  the  classic  models,  and  the  purity 
which  was  once  deemed  an  indispensable  quality 
in  the  lyric  poet  Tliey  are  marked  by  neatness  of 
language,  free  from  every  thing  afi^ted  or  finical ; 
a  natural  elegance  of  sentiment,  and  a  correct 
moral  purpose.  His  best  effusions  have  few  marks 
of  imitation;  fhey  are  like  each  other,  but  no 
English  song  can  be  named  fi'om  which,  in  cha- 
racter and  tone,  they  are  not  different.  "The 
Chieftain's  Daughter"  is  an  example  of  the  narra- 
tive song,  in  which  the  whole  story  is  told,  in  a  few 
lines,  without  omission  and  without  redundancy ; 
«  When  other  friends  are  round  thee,"  is  a  beauti- 
ful expression  of  affection;  "Land,  Ho!"  is  an 
exceedingly  spirited  and  joyous  nautical  piece; 
and  in  "  Near  the  Lake,"  the  very  delicate  effect 
which  the  author  has  contemplated  is  attained 
with  remarkable  precision.  In  sentiment,  as  in 
sound,  there  are  certain  natural  melodies,  which 
seem  to  be  discovered  rather  than  contrived,  and 
which,  as  they  are  evolved  fi'om  time  to  time  by 
the  felicity  or  skill  of  successive  artists,  are  sure 
to  be  received  with  unbounded  popularity.  The 
higher  and  more  elaborate  productions  of  genius 
are  best  appreciated  by  the  thoughtful  analysis  of 
a  single  critic;  but  the  appropriate  test  of  the 
merit  of  these  simple,  apparently  almost  sponta- 
neous effusions,  is  the  response  which  they  meet 
with  from  the  common  heart  of  man.  The  me- 
lodies of  Mozart  and  Auber,  doubtless,  en- 
chanted their  ears  who  first  heard  them  played  by 
the  composers,  but  we  know  them  to  be  founded 
in  the  enduring  truth  of  art,  only  because  they 
have  made  themselves  a  home  in  the  streets  of 
every  city  of  Europe  and  America,  and  after  long 
experience  have  been  found  to  be  among  the  na- 
tural formulas  by  which  gaiety  and  md^choly 
express  themselves  in  every  rank  and  in  eveiy 
land.  The  song  of  «  Woodman,  spare  that  Tree," 
has  touched  one  of  those  cords  of  pervading  nature 
which  fraternize  multitudes  of  different  nations. 
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Likrarmyt 


THE  WEST. 

llnitTotber^^aiDebillmand  tint  tamjMoiy — 
Mrrry  itiil  lidrf  will  tho  Dimlin  he: 

litre.  ILkr  ■  mnnnwli,  I  rrim  in  my  Klory— 
M<uUr  am  I.  Iwvfl.  of  all  thai  1  tef. 

Where  one  frown' li  ft  fomit  a  oanlrn  i>  luntlinit — 
The  ineailow  aiid  mooriand  are  roanhn  no 


AniltbcrprurUillK' 

TVchililn-nwI.orlu-l 
ThfnniWr.  l.ivn;  rliw 
The  land  uf  ti>' 

ni„i.i..:..'— ,., 

Talk  not  of  thr  town,  li 
prjirip. 

Wtu-reman  likrlhrw 
lti-h<iM  how  ilji  l>..M.iNi<il 

I.ikplhwf  nrii"i!iiii.l 
AUrrin  thpw.L,,!..  U„. 

With  |iri>iid  imli  laii.li 
An<lth.wwholhr*r.>rl.): 


le  th»  broad 
iry.      [fn-r; 


Wnn't  rnxl  it 

Thrn  rntPT,  bin-i ;  rhrrriy,  l-oTR.-Fnlrr  innil  mt ;  | 

I'll  ihow  you  Ihr  lit'.  Imy*.  we  Ijvr  in  iKf  wnt.  f 

Oho,  hojii  !^Kilio,  tuiya ! — nho !  | 

Krrp.  Iirolhpn.  ivrurp  from  all  lunmiil  and  danai'r.  | 

\Vp  i>|in'ud  biMjBttlity'i  1-mrJ  (<•<  Ihr  ntniniit.  ; 

And  mr  not  n  jic  lor  (he  kiii^  <>ii  hi*  tlimnr;  j 

We  nrti't  ktiLxr  vmiit,  for  wc  liVi'  l-v  iiur  lat-nir,  , 
,loiu1  hii>|,mr«.n»l; 


\Vi-  a..  »i 

AiuMie 


Jiin 


i«I  oc  . 


»,  ill  prnrr  and  i{nod-will  loiiiiinkiiuL    | 

Vou  kiu>»  {■..»' «r  livF.  Unmind  ilu-  in  llic  w.-.l'! 
Ulio,  hnya I-miIki,  l<i>}a!^.ubu! 


"LANtl-Hor 

ri;-i:irilblhffi;:H-il:     Tin- IuhI  i- in  fislil  I 
\Vi''ll  Iv  hBii|>y.  if  n^viT  asain.  Imy*.  bi-tiidil  I 
Till-  nM,  i-hiirl^-Hii  mv.ui  in  «afriy  wr'w  (kuhM,      | 
\nil  llu-  vatm  ji-nial  rarlh  ([IhI*  mr  tinioii  a(  ln'C 
InlbrlanilortlH'HlRins-rirui'h-Nrtiwr.iullfin.l,    I 
To  HHrihr  u->in  .ilni-ii>vvfl!i.H^  IrA  irhiiiJ. 
[.awl ! — lanl-hii '.    All  hi'.uta  kUiw  with  jov  al  Ibi' 

.i^tht;  ' 

Wr'II  bp  h>l-|?,  if  nrirr  a^ain,  hoia,  to-nii-ht !       \ 
r.rxeWt.H-iriHc.'    Tillinorii 


n  part  in 


r  .Uy  *: 


May  niii-dia|M  that  Ul  baa  tha  m 

t  tmlm  nt  At  im'. 


THE  <'inEFTAIN*8  DAt'GRTER. 

rpoi  Ihr  hfirrrn  aand 

A  Niii:lp  i-njititr  Mond, 
Ar..und  l.iii.  ranip.  with  bow  aid  ImkL 


'I'hi'  fr'niii'  uirl.  ill  uil.l  .Inpw. 

ir.-i  an...  :il..iil  hill,  flunx. 
Thi-n  nli...k  Ih.-  »>rm.»  of  iIm  Aal 

I  liinh. 

H'hii  l-rrathi'd  a  pniri  (ir  Um. 
-  I'lil^nd  him  V  r^l-'J  tb»  chic( 
■'  I  i\v\  vour  kiiniVdrrm  f 
»:i  Jw«  h.  r  I.Mn.  of  (iM; 


lliiuud  (br  luvnhHitiiii*  of  liiHiu'  in  llu  iaixl  of  out 

Urth. 
11u-  hiilinit  aiwl  on  Ihr  faiv  of  thp  rarth  I 
hwrwuntry    ourlhoiutlitiivv  an  roiiataiitlnthrr,    ! 
A«  Ilu- i4ii'l  to  ihr  otar.  or  ihr  atnun  to  thr  ara.      | 


Ho: 


iaixMio 


W« 


P  l<0Ulid  al  ihr    '_ 


MUlU! 
Thi>n  If  hu{i|iy,  if  iwvn  agnin.  bora,  io-nii[hl! 

Tf.j-n.i/  i.  .mnirr'il  f     The  foant-xparkin  rw 
l.iLi'  I.'ani  from  the  Gnintain  of  joy  lathe  ryn! 


.nd  H 


.r  Inv. 


"I'io  I'lrr  lliu«.  whrii  in  lilr'*  Mn^ 
Hii|.i'V  ftAT  ti>  uian  |Eri.iif«  dm, 

Aiul  Ijn'jthi-i  >  I'UyiT  fait  liiob 
NEAR  THE  L.\KE. 

Niia  thi'  likr  whrrr  ilmufi'd  tk  w3bw 

U'hrrp  IIm-  nrk  thrrw  hark  Ik  tiDow, 

Ilriulilir  Ihaii  ■iiow ; 
llw.'ltaniiid.V  >.M.nJ 

n    lu(h  mllow 
Uul  with  anlunui'i  Ira/  ibf 


Whilr  I-  my  Uh\  wor< 

Tcii'lrtli  liK  iluiH-yn 
l>anv  timr  axo '. 

Miniih^  orir  our  brarla  far. 
I'lnia  timr  a^a ', 

('anInowGint.'ibrr'— Xr 

To  hrr  crair  ihnr  tran  al> 
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WHEN  OTHER  FRIENDS  ARE  ROUND 

THEE." 


When  other  friends  are  round  thee, 

And  other  hearts  are  thine, 
When  other  bays  have  crown*d  thee, 

More  fresh  and  green  than  mine, 
Then  think  how  sad  and  lonely 

This  doating  heart  will  be, 
Which,  while  it  throbs,  throbs  only, 

Beloved  one,  for  thee ! 

Yet  do  not  think  I  doubt  thee, 

I  know  thy  truth  remains ; 
I  would  not  live  without  thee, 

For  all  the  world  contains. 
Thou  art  the  star  that  guides  me 

Along  life's  changing  sea ; 
And  whatever  fate  betides  me, 

This  heart  still  turns  to  thee. 


WOODMAN,  SPARE  THAT  TREE,* 

WooDMATT,  spare  that  tree  ! 

Touch  not  a  single  bough ! 
In  youth  it  sheltered  me, 

And  I'll  protect  it  now. 
'Twas  my  forefather's  hand 

That  placed  it  near  his  cot ; 
There,  woodman,  let  it  stand. 

Thy  axe  shall  harm  it  not ! 

That  old  familiar  tree. 

Whose  glory  and  renown 
Are  spread  o*er  land  and  sea. 

And  wouldflt  thou  hew  it  down  1 
Woodman,  forbear  thy  stroke ! 

Cut  not  its  earth-bound  ties ; 
Oh  spare  that  aged  oak. 

Now  towering  to  the  skies ! 

Allien  but  an  idle  boy 

I  sought  its  grateful  shade ; 
In  all  their  gushing  joy 

Here  too  my  sisters  play'd. 
My  mother  kiss'd  me  here ; 

My  father  press'd  my  hand — 
Forgive  this  foolish  tear. 

But  let  that  old  oak  stand ! 

My  heart-strings  round  thee  cling. 

Close  as  thy  bark,  old  friend ! 
Here  shall  the  wild-bird  sing. 

And  still  thy  branches  bend. 
Old  tree !  the  storm  still  brave ! 

And,  woodman,  leave  the  spot ; 
While  Fve  a  hand  to  save, 

Thy  axe  shall  harm  it  not 

A^er  I  had  sung  the  noble  ballad  of  Woodman^  gpare 
t  trtCf  at  Boulogne,  says  Mr.  Henry  Russell,  the  vo- 
ist,  an  old  gentleman,  among  the  audience,  who  was 
atly  moved  by  the  simple  and  touching  beauty  of  the 
rds,  rose  and  said,  **  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Russell, 
was  the  tree  really  spared  1"  "  It  was,"  said  I.  "  I 
▼ery  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  he,  as  he  took  his  seat 
idst  the  unanimous  applause  of  the  whole  assembly, 
over  saw  such  excitement  in  a  concert-room. 


«  WHERE  HUDSON'S  WAVE." 

Whebx  Hudson's  wave  o'er  silveiy  sands 

Winds  through  the  hills  afar, 
Old  Cronest  like  a  monarch  stands, 

Crown'd  with  a  single  star ! 
And  there,  amid  the  billowy  swells 

Of  rock-ribb'd,  cloud-capp'd  earth. 
My  fair  and  gentle  Ida  dwells, 

A  nymph  of  mountain  birth. 

The  snow-flake  that  the  cliff  receives, 

The  diamonds  of  the  showers. 
Spring's  tender  blossoms,  buds,  and  leaves, 

The  sisterhood  of  flowers, 
Mom's  early  beam,  eve's  balmy  breeze, 

Her  purity  deflne ; 
But  Ida's  dearer  far  than  these 

To  this  fond  breast  of  mine. 

My  heart  is  on  the  hills.     The  shades 

Of  night  are  on  my  brow : 
Ye  pleasant  haunts  and  quiet  glades. 

My  sotil  is  with  you  now  ! 
I  bless  the  star-crown'd  highlands  where 

My  Ida's  footstejM  roam — 
Oh !  for  a  falcon's  wing  to  bear 

Me  onward  to  my  home. 


• 


THE  PASTOR'S  DAUGHTER. 


Ah  ivy-mantled  cottage  smiled. 

Deep-wooded  near  a  streamlet's  side. 

Where  dwelt  the  village  pastor's  child. 
In  all  her  maiden  bloom  and  pride. 

Proud  suitors  paid  their  court  and  duty 

To  this  romantic  sylvan  beauty : 

Yet  none  of  all  the  swains  who  sought  her. 

Was  worthy  of  the  pastor's  daughter. 

The  town-gallants  cross'd  hill  and  plain. 

To  seek  the  groves  of  her  retread 
And  many  follow'd  in  her  train. 
To  lay  their  riches  at  her  feet 
But  still,  for  all  their  arts  so  wary. 
From  home  they  could  not  lure  the  faizy. 
A  maid  without  a  heart,  they  thought  her, 
And  so  they  left  the  pastor's  daughter. 

One  balmy  eve  in  dewy  spring 

A  bard  became  her  father's  guest ; 
He  struck  his  harp,  and  every  string 

To  love  vibrated  in  her  breast 
With  that  true  faith  which  cannot  &lter. 
Her  hand  was  given  at  the  altar. 
And  faithful  was  the  heart  he  brought  her 
To  wedlock  and  the  pastor's  daughter. 

How  seldom  learn  the  worldly  gay. 
With  all  their  sophistiy  and  ait. 

The  sweet  and  gentle  primrose-way 
To  woman's  fond,  devoted  heart : 

They  seek,  but  never  find  the  treasure, 

Although  reveal'd  in  jet  and  azure. 

To  them,  like  truth  in  wells  of  water, 

A  fable  is  the  pastor's  daughter. 
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M*.  Grecxk  wm  bom  in  Providence.  RIkmIc 
Irtlanil,  on  t\w  UmiiU  »lay  of  Fchniary,  l*»()2.  Ho 
w;w  4>4luraUHl  at  Drown  rnivernity,  in  that  city,  at 
which  h(*  was  gnuluatitl  in  1820.  He  wan  soon 
after  atlinittril  to  the  l)ar,  and  followed  hin  prof*'**- 
sion  until  IS.'U,  when  he  wan  elected  to  an  olfirc 
under  the  city  {government,  in  which  he  has  since 


THE  BARON'S  LAST  BANQUET. 

O'er  a  low  courli  tliu  setting  sun 

Hud  tlirown  it4  latest  ray, 
Wliere  in  his  la>t  strong  agony 

A  dying  warrior  lay, 
TIio  stern,  uM  Baron  Rcpiocn, 

Whose  fame  liail  neVr  l»een  l»ent 
By  waMtini;  pain,  till  time  and  toil 

Its  iron  strength  had  HpenL 

♦*  They  come  around  me  here,  and  say 

My  days  of  life  are  o*er. 
That  I  shall  mount  my  noble  steed 

And  lead  my  Iiand  no  more ; 
They  come,  and  to  my  bevd  they  dare 

To  tell  me  now,  that  I, 
Their  own  lieijo  lord  and  master  bom. — 

That  I— ha!  ha!— must  die. 

"  And  what  is  death  ?  I've  dared  him  oft 

Before  the  Puynim  spear,^ 
Think  ye  he 's  entered  at  my  gate, 

Han  come  to  seek  me  here  ? 
I  *ve  met  him,  faced  liim,  sconiM  him. 

When  the  fi^ht  was  raging  hot. — 
1*11  try  his  might — I  Ml  brave  his  power; 

Defy,  and  fear  him  not 

"  Ho!  sound  the  tix-^in  from  my  tower, — 

And  fire  the  culverin.— 
Bid  each  n»t:iiner  ami  with  spee<l, — 

Call  every  vaMsal  in ; 
I'p  with  my  Imnner  on  the  wall, — 

The  Imnquet  l»oanl  prejmrr, — 
Throw  wide  the  portal  of  my  hall. 

And  bring  my  armour  there  f^ 

A  hundred  hands  were  btisy  thcn,^ 

The  iMuiquet  forth  was  spread,^ 
An«}  rung  the  heavy  oaken  6oor 

With  many  a  martial  trrad. 
While  from  the  rich,  dark  tracery 

Aloni;  the  v.iulted  wall. 
Lights  gleaniM  on  harness,  plume^and  spear. 

Or  the  proud,  okl  Gothic  haU. 
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>  remained.  One  of  his 
tions  was  the  familiar  piMc  entitled  -•  Old ' 
which  was  written  in  the  year  in  which  In 
the  univernity. 

Hix  |»oemH.  except  one  dcliwrwl  befofv 
society,  at  Proviilence,  were  written  Ibr  pe 
and  have  never  been  published  in  a  coUec 


Fast  hunting  through  the  ooter  gat 

The  mail'd  retainers  poor'd. 
On  throu;;h  tltr  |iurtal*s  frowning  ar 

And  throng'd  around  the  board. 
While  at  itn  head,  within  his  dark, 

('arvetl  oaken  chair  of  slate, 
ArmM  cu{>.a-pie.  stem  Ri'Diasa, 

Witli  girded  Cilchiun, 


**  Fill  every  lieaker  up,  my  men. 

Pour  forth  the  cheering  wine; 
There  *s  life  and  strength  in  evevy  di 

Thanksgiving  to  the  vine ! 
An'  ye  all  there,  my  vaasals  tme^— 

Nf  inc  eyes  arr  waxing  dim ; — 
Fill  round,  mv  tried  and 

Each  goblet  to  the  brim. 


"  Ye  're  there,  but  vet  I  aee  rt  not. 

Draw  forth  etbch  trusty  swurd,^ 
An<I  let  me  hear  your  fiuthful  steel 

(.'b-h  once  around  my  bowil : 
I  hear  it  fiiintly : — l«ouder  yrt !— > 

What  elites  mv  heaw  breath  ! 
rp  :ill. — and  fhout  for  Rt-aiaaa, 

•  Defiance  unto  Death  !*  ** 

Bowl  rang  to  bowl. — steel  clang'd  to  i 

— And  riMO  a  deafening  cry 
That  made  the  torches  flare  around, 

A  nd  shook  the  flags  on  high  :^ 
"  Ho !  cravens,  do  ye  fear  him  t — 

Mave4,  traitors !  have  ye  flown  T 
Ho  !  cowanls.  have  ve  left  ma 

To  meet  him  here  alone! 

But  /  defv  him :— iK  him  come  T 

m 

Dt>wn  rang  the  maasy  cop. 
While  from  its  sheath  the  ready  Mi^ 

(^aine  flashing  halfway  Up ; 
And.  with  the  Mack  ami  heavy  plan 

Si-arce  trembling  on  his  brad, 
Tlierr.  in  his  dark,  earwd.  oaken  chi 

Old  Rraii 
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TO  THE  WEATHERCOCK  ON  OUR 
STEEPLE. 

The  dawn  has  broke,  the  mom  is  up» 

Another  day  beg:un ; 
And  there  thy  poised  and  gilded  spear 

Is  Bashing  in  the  sun, 
Upon  that  steep  and  lofty  tower 

Where  thou  thy  watch  hast  kept, 
A  true  and  faithful  sentinel, 

While  all  around  thee  slept 

Tor  years,  upon  thee,  there  has  pour'd 

The  summer's  noon-day  heat, 
And  through  the  long,  dark,  starless  night, 

The  winter  storms  have  beat ; 
But  yet  thy  duty  has  been  done, 

By  day  and  night  the  same, 
Still  thou  hast  met  and  faced  the  storm, 

Whichever  way  it  came. 

No  chilling  blast  in  wrath  has  swept 

Along  the  distant  heaven, 
But  thou  hast  watchM  its  onward  course. 

And  distant  warning  given ; 
And  when  raid-summer's  sultry  beams 

Oppress  all  living  things. 
Thou  dost  foretell  each  breeze  that  comes 

With  health  upon  its  wings. 

How  oft  I  Ve  seen,  ^t  early  dawn. 

Or  twilight's  quiet  hour. 
The  swallows,  in  their  joyous  glee. 

Come  darting  round  thy  tower, 
As  i^  with  thee,  to  hail  the  sun 

And  catch  his  earliest  light, 
And  offer  ye  the  mom's  salute, 

Or  bid  ye  both, — good- night 

And  when,  around  thee  or  above, 

No  breath  of  air  has  stirr'd, 
Thou  seem'st  to  watch  the  circling  flight 

Of  each  free,  happy  bird, 
Till,  after  twittering  round  thy  head 

In  many  a  mazy  track, 
The  whole  delighted  company 

Have  settled  on  thy  back. 

Then,  if,  perchance,  amidst  their  mirth, 

A  gentle  breeze  has  sprung. 
And,  prompt  to  mark  its  first  approach, 

Thy  eager  form  hath  swung, 
I've  thought  I  almost  heard  thee  say. 

As  far  aloft  they  flew, — 
"  Now  all  away ! — here  ends  our  play. 

For  I  have  work  to  do  * 

Men  slander  thee,  my  honest  friend, 

And  call  thee,  in  their  pride, 
An  emblem  of  their  fickleness, 

Thou  ever-faithful  guide. 
Each  weak,  unstable  human  mind 

A  "  weathercock"  they  call ; 
And  thus,  unthinkingly,  mankind 

Abase  thee,  one  and  all. 


They  have  no  right  to  make  thy  name 

A  by-word  for  their  deeds  :— 
They  change  their  fiiends,  their  prindples. 

Their  fuhions,  and  their  creeds ; 
Whilst  thou  hast  ne'er,  like  them,  been  known 

Thus  causelessly  to  range ; 
But  when  thou  ehangest  sides f  canst  give 

Good  reason  for  the  change. 

Thou,  like  some  lofty  soul,  whose  course 

The  thoughtless  oft  condenm. 
Art  touch'd  by  many  airs  from  heaven 

Which  never  breathe  on  them, — 
And  moved  by  many  impulses 

Which  they  do  never  know, 
Who,  round  their  earth-bound  circles,  plod 

The  dusty  paths  below. 

Through  one  more  dark  and  cheerless  night 

Thou  well  hast  kept  thy  trust. 
And  now  in  glory  o*er  thy  head 

The  morning  light  has  burst 
And  unto  earth's  true  watcher,  thus. 

When  his  dark  hours  have  pass'd, 
Will  come  "the  day-spring  from  on  high," 

To  cheer  his  path  at  last 

Bright  symbol  of  fidelity. 

Still  may  I  think  of  thee : 
And  may  the  lesson  thou  dost  teach 

Be  never  lost  on  me ; — 
But  still,  in  sunshine  or  in  storm, 

Whatever  task  is  mine, 
May  I  be  faithful  to  my  trust. 

As  thou  hast  been  to  thine. 


ADELfiEID. 


Why  droop  the  sorrowing  trees. 
Swayed  by  the  autumn  breeze. 
Heavy  with  rain  1 
Drearily,  wearily, 
Move  as  in  pain  1 
Weeping  and  sighing, 
They  ever  seem  crying, 
**  Adelheid  !  Adelheid  !"  evening  and  morn  : 
•'  Adelheid  !  Adelheid !  where  has  she  gone  1" 

With  their  arms  bending  there. 
In  the  cold  winter  air, 
Icy  and  chill. 
Trembling  and  glistening. 
Watching  and  listening. 
Awaiting  her  still, 
With  the  snow  round  their  feet. 
Still  they  the  name  repeat — 
«  Adelheid !  Adelheid !  here  is  her  home : 
Adelheid  !  Adelheid !  when  will  she  come  1" 

With  the  warm  breath  of  Spring 
Now  the  foliage  is  stirr'd ; 

On  the  pathway  below  them 
A  footstep  is  heard. 
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Now  bent  gently  o'er  her. 

How  joyous  the  greeting. 
Now  waving  Iwfore  her 

Each  1011111!  seems  repeating—- 
"  AdelheiJ  !  AiU'lheid !  welcome  a^^ftin." 
Thfir  branchcH  uiMprin^ing* 
The  breeze  through  them  ringing. 
The  birdi*  llimush  them  singing, 
riiilc  ill  the  strain — 
-  AdolbeiJ  !  Adelhiid I  welcome  again !" 


I' 
•  I 


OLD  GRIMES. 

Old  Grixks  is  dead ;  that  good  old  man 

We  never  shall  see  more : 
He  uimmI  to  woar  a  long,  black  coat, 

All  butlonM  down  beftwe. 

His  heart  was  open  as  the  day, 

His  feelings  all  were  true ; 
His  hair  wa«  some  inclined  to  gray — 

He  wore  it  in  a  queue. 

Whenever  he  heard  the  Toice  of  pain, 
His  breast  with  pity  bum'd; 

The  large,  round  head  ni>on  his  cane 
From  ivory  was  turnM. 

Kind  words  he  erer  had  for  all ; 

He  knew  no  base  design : 
His  eyes  were  dark  and  rather  small. 

His  nose  was  aquiline. 

He  lived  at  peace  with  all  mankind. 

In  friendship  he  was  true : 
His  coat  had  |K)cke^bole4  behind. 

His  panUloonskwere  blue. 

KnharmM.  the  sin  which  earth  pollutes 

He  pass'd  securely  o*er. 
And  never  wore  a  pair  of  boota 

For  tliirty  years  or  more. 

But  good  old  (iRiNKs  is  now  at  rest. 
Nor  fears  miHftMlune's  frown : 

He  wore  a  double-breasted  vest — 
The  stripes  ran  up  and  down. 

He  modest  merit  sought  to  find. 

And  {luy  it  iu  desert: 
He  had  no  malice  in  his  mind, 

No  rutfles  on  his  shirt. 

His  neighbours  he  did  not  abuse — 

Was  sociable  and  gay  : 
He  wore  large  buckles  on  his  shoes. 

And  changed  them  every  day. 

His  knowledge,  hid  from  public  gaie, 

He  did  not  bring  to  view, 
Nor  make  a  noise,  town-meeting  days, 

As  many  people  do. 
His  worldly  goods  he  never  threw 

In  trust  to  fortune's  chances. 
But  hved  (as  all  his  brothers  do) 

In  easy  circumstances. 
Thus  undisturbed  by  anxious  caret, 

His  pi'at'eful  moments  rmn ; 
And  ewrylHMly  said  he  was 

A  fine  old  gentleman. 


OH,  THINK  NOT  THAT  THE  BOeOSTB 

LIGHT. 

Oh  think  not  that  the  bowmi'B  lifbt 

Must  dimly  shine,  its  fire  ba  low. 
Because  it  doth  not  all  invite 

To  feel  iu  warmth  and  diaie  ila  glev. 
The  altar's  strong  and  steady  blaM 

On  all  around  may  coldly  ahine. 
But  only  genial  warmth  conveyi 

1*0  those  who  gather  near  the  ahriaa. 
The  lamp  within  the  festal  hall 

Doth  not  more  clear  and  bfighlly  bom 
Than  that,  which  shrouded  bj  the  pail, 

Lighto  but  the  cold  ftinereal  am. 

The  fire  which  lives  through  one  brief  hoar. 

More  sudden  heat  perrhanee  reveals 
Than  that  whose  tenfold  abenfUi  and  povtf 

Iu  own  unmeasured  depth  eonccal^ 
Brightly  the  summer  doud  may  gUe 

But  bear  no  heat  within  iU  bfta^. 
Though  all  its  gorgeous  Iblda  are  dyed 

In  the  full  gloriea  ef  the  weal : 
Tis  that  which  through  the  darfcaoM  Ay, 

Kurrouniled  by  no  radiance. 
In  which,  conceafd  from  every  eye, 

'i'he  wild  and  vivid  lightning 

Do  the  dull  flint,  the  rigid  rted. 

Which  tliou  within  thy  hand  mmjtuhtik 
l.'iito  thy  sii{ht  or  touch  reveal 

The  hid«len  power  which  they  cafiild  1 
But  Uke  those  cold,  unyielding  thiag^ 

And  l)eat  their  edges  till  you  tm* 
And  every  atom  forth  that  a|ain§i 

Is  a  briffht  spark  of  living  fira : 
Each  particle,  so  dull  and  cold 

Tniil  the  blow  that  woke  it 
Did  still  within  it  slumbering  holi 

A  power  to  wrap  the  world  in 

What  is  there,  when  thy  aight  if  tom'd 

T.'  the  volcano's  icy  crest. 
By  which  tlie  tire  can  be  diecen'd 

That  rau'es  in  iu  silent  brea^; 
Whiih  hiiUlfn  deep,  but  qoenchlea  aiiD, 

U  at  it-  work  of  sure  decay. 
Anil  will  not  cease  to  bum  until 

It  wears  iu  Riant  heart  away. 
Tlw  mountain's  side  upholds  in 

Iu  head  amid  the  realms  oC 
Ami  eives  iu  bosom  depth  to  hide 

The  burning  mass  which  liaa 


While  thu4  in  things  of  aenae  alt 

?<ui'h  triitlis  fruiii  nensc  lie  atill 
H>>w  can  the  livmg  heart  be 

Iu  sivret,  inm*Mt  depths  reveaTd  1 
Oh.  many  an  overtnirden'd  anal 

Has  lieen  at  last  to  madneaa  Wfooght, 
While  proudly  struggling  lo  eoatrol 

Iu  burning  and  ci»nsaminf 
\\  hen  It  hail  soucht  communioo  knif , 

Ami  bad  lieen  duoin'd  in  vain  to 
For  feiliius  far  too  deep  and 

For  heart  to  bear  or  tongoa  lo 


GEORGE    W.   BETHUNE. 


[Bora  aboot  1808.] 


ev.  GsoBOK  W.  Bethuxi,  D.  D.,  is  a 
New  York,  and  is  widely  known  as  one 
est  scholars  and  most  eloquent  preachers 
lerican  church.  He  is  author  of  several 
tf  literary  and  religious  discourses,  which 


are  as  much  distinguished  as  his  poems  by  a  genial, 
loving  spirit,  and  a  classical  elegance  of  diction. 
In  1847  he  published  an  edition  of  Walton^s  An- 
gler, with  ingenious  and  learned  notes,  and  in  the 
same  year  a  volume  of  **  Lays  of  Love  and  Faith." 


TO  MY  MOTHER. 


ST ! — Manhood's  anxious  brow 

?mcr  cares  have  long  been  mine ; 

I  to  thee  fondly  now, 

m  upon  thy  bosom's  shrine 

;  griefs  were  gently  hush'd  to  rest, 

dw-whisper'd  prayers  my  slumber  blessM. 

ill  that  gentle  name, 
ther  I  but  I  am  again 

child ;  the  very  same 
rattled  at  thy  knee;  and  fiedn 
forget,  in  momentary  joy, 

more  can  bo  thy  happy  boy  ;— 

»  boy,  to  whom  thy  smile 
mshine,  and  thy  frown  sad  night, 
rare  that  frown,  and  brief  the  while 
1  from  me  thy  loving  light ;) 
:onn'd  task,  ambition's  highest  bliss, 
om  ihine  approving  lips  a  kiss. 

through  foreign  lands  to  roam, 
zed  o'er  many  a  classic  scene ; 
1  the  thought  of  that  dear  home, 

onc€  was  ours,  oft  intervene, 
ae  close  again  my  weary  eye 
of  thee,  and  those  sweet  days  gone  by. 

sant  home  of  fruits  and  flowers, 

.  by  the  Huclson's  verdant  side 

J  wove  their  jasmine  bowers, 

,  we  loved,  at  eventide 

LStoning  come  from  distant  toil  to  bless 

d  his  children's  radiant  happiness. 

change !  the  rattling  car 
t-paved  streets  profanes  the  spot, 
?T  the  sod,  we  sow'd  the  Star 
hiehem,  and  Forget-me-not 
Mammon's  desolating  reign ! 
shall  find  on  earth  a  home  again  ? 

o'er  many  a  yellow  page 
lent  wisdom,  and  have  won, 
',  a  scholar's  name — but  sage 

have  never  taught  thy  son 
)  dear,  so  fraught  with  holy  truth, 
lis  mother's  faith  shed  on  his  youth. 

Saviour's  grace  made  meet, 
D  will  own  my  life  and  love, 
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Methinks,  when  singing  at  His  feet, 
Amid  die  ransom'd  throng  above. 
Thy  name  upon  my  glowing  lips  shall  be. 
And  I  will  bless  that  grace  for  heaven  and  thee. 

For  thee  and  heaven ;  for  thou  didst  tread 
The  way  that  leads  me  heavenward,  and 

My  often  wayward  footsteps  led 

In  the  same  path  with  patient  hand ; 

And  when  I  wander'd  far,  thy  earnest  call 

Restored  my  soul  from  sin's  deceitful  thrall. 

I  have  been  bless'd  with  other  ties. 
Fond  ties  and  true,  yet  never  deem 

That  I  the  less  thy  fondness  prize ; 
No,  mother !  in  my  warmest  dream 

Of  answer'd  passion,  through  this  heart  of  mine 

One  chord  will  vibrate  to  no  name  but  thine. 

Mother !  thy  name  is  widow — well 

I  know  no  love  of  mine  can  fill 
The  waste  place  of  thy  heart,  or  dwell 

Within  one  sacred  recess :  still 
Lean  on  the  faithful  bosom  of  thy  son, 
My  parent,  thou  art  mine,  my  only  one ! 


NIGHT  STUDY. 


I  AM  alone ;  and  yet 
In  the  still  soHtude  there  is  a  rush 

Around  me,  as  were  met 
A  crowd  of  viewless  wings ;  I  hear  a  gush 
Of  utter'd  harmonies — heaven  meeting  earth, 
Making  it  to  rejoice  with  holy  mirth. 

Ye  winged  Mysteries, 
Sweeping  before  my  spirit's  conscious  eye, 

Beckoning  me  to  arise. 
And  go  forth  from  my  very  self,  and  fly 
With  you  far  in  the  unknown,  unseen  immense 
Of  worlds  beyond   our  sphere — What  are  yel 
Whence  1 

Ye  eloquent  voices. 
Now  soft  as  breathings  of  a  distant  flute, 

Now  strong  as  when  rejoices. 
The  trumpet  in  the  victory  and  pursuit; 
Strange  are  ye,  yet  familiar,  as  ye  call 
My  soul  to  wake  from  earth's  sense  and  its  thralL 

I  know  you  now — ^I  sec 

With  more  than  natural  light — ^ye  are  the  good 

The  wise  departed — ^ye 
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An  MOW  ftmn  ImTcn  to  dum  yiMU  iKutheritoad    : 
Witb  murUl  Imlhcr.  trntaHilis  in  Ihi'  ilriti- 
And  duiiu,  ttbirb  <)o«it  Wtn  JriHln  iu  tliui  uJ  liie.  i 
Yd  lioier  a'ti  ihx  p*$d  i 

Ye  tnofd  in  uiciiiiit  Amy  'wiih  iturioiu  ihougfat      I 


Yp  !ov 


K..r  I 


tlrh  111.'  i 


Thii  llu'ii  !■•!  idrrp  nw;  b 

OKi,l«. 

And  Iu  rrlrnliid  j»y  Ihfir  1unJn< 


i»|iraliim  rllu[^h^ 
unpin,  uid  h>  tIh-ci 
The  fwDtiiigatiwIeDl  tu  Juur  lii^h  rJiOTr. 

Vr  rrmp  t.i  nmr,'  ibf  k.uI 
Ub«  him  who  iH-ar  ll»-  .ATr.Mm  >-Iii..l,  whrn  Hi. 

Ti«mUiiif.HW  nmiiil  hiin  mil 
'rill-  wnthrul  pmrabi  of  i:>'lli~(>iiijr«<. 
WllhAiU^vBiirMII:  lli>'  |iri>iiiisi- _vi'  him  known 
AikJ  |ir<ikii|.  iiiirt  r.ir  iik-  fniiii  Ihi-  KU'riul  llitonc. 

Rtill  k<vp!  O,  kn'p  mir  iinu  jou, 
Cuiiipu*  iiir  muiul  willi  vnur  uuiimrlal  wing*: 

BlUl  bt  nqr  vbil  miuI  lu'4r  jrini 
Strikj^  ytnt  tnuin).1iii  Triiin  vxui  ifAiWu  ■Iriugi, 
I'lilil  Willi  yi>u  1  iiiuuiii.  mill  ynu  itu-  mnn. 
All  jiiijrl,  tiL.'  >>iu,  'iiii.l  til.'  uLi<--ritI<J  itiruiig. 


Y>.><  1«  Mr  liiirii  1.1  llirirn-tj 
Til.  M.vK.S.,tir.-.l«;!l,il-.-d..f.- 
■n..  i.r,.llWr4ll,-nii-l,-..ii.--.iiii.  hi 
:..  It>v 


f)  Nklii. 
IjIi  "  itirin  ill  (lr>  aiii-  uith  a  di'i  p  huiJi'd  delight 

Vi't  mux  Ihrv  vikr  uuii. 
\V.,W  H.-H1  l.<  all  til.-  lulli-riH-w  uf  lifr. 

I',  ihi'  ■<>tii|rtali.in  ■Irife, 

>  Ninlil. 
C'jii'l  lliou  lull  ukp  wilh  IIkiii  ■  liHii,-rr  fligbtl 

t'tn-t  Ih'-n  II.4  hrii'  lh.'Tn  f-ir— 
ir.'  I II  m  all  i -Tilt— U:.*.-  iWt  know 

I'h.-  t:..tii  ..r  .ill.  it-  f'^-^.i».-„.-.-  M  w.^ 
'ITii-  iiv.irM'-  .li-tnuliiM  Jjr, 

O  Xli;ht, 
T..  <..!ii.>  rtllrnMl.  li..li.T,  h»j.y\,ri  hrijlilt 


I'll 


'J'l.i 


ir  lh.-;i 


1        Aii.1  -.rr..B 

\Vlwd.jii;..i.N  u>1Ih'.-i.k 
l>  NuM. 
'I'l.i-  (iiji  -it  n-iulii  li-i  111  jrt>  ill  £ill!i  nnitritc  ! 

T.I  Him.  Et  iIhhii  »>i.i  .|.-,.t 
A  >  ■'■■  nil  knrly  ..»  Hh  iii'Kh.  r'.  ln.-r. 
.\ii :  Ir.Hii  ihjl  hiMir  I'l  riiK-a-iiiHii'd  Calvarr. 
In  hII  our  firtuvm  w.'|ii, 
'  (t  .Vi«li(,  [luht 

'  S>.  Mt  thrir  lilth>  hniU  ' 

I         I  'I ...'  t>  ih.it  liiiiiijii  Itn'iL't,  with  t.ivi>  dirina 
'        l)i'.'|>  Ix'^iiiie.  wliili-  hi<  anni.  itiiinortil  twine 

Anmlid  lh.ui  »•  ht' hlinl-. 
'I  t>  .\ulil.  tmiohL 

.\        I  111  lli.'iii  a  hriithfr'a  grjrr  »l 


Bntr  un  with  llvm  awij, 
"  Nm(IiI. 
To  tliil  rlh.'rral.  h.>lirf,  ha^wrr  hMaht 


Til  MY  ttlKK. 

Ana  from  ihrr !  ibr  i»iniiM  I  mala 

Alul  iii>  .I'inl  oJ;  waU.  ' 

n.  kii^<w  I  am  abr  bwD  *m. 

Ill  drrnni.  1  >4W  Ihv  IJrM.I  Iwr. 
ln'.lr.-Mi>-<  I  (rU  thy  T.iiJ  frnWlcr. 

Afii  from  Ih.'.  r  -li>a..lilii.!.'; 

Til.'  kl  '  thr  K.><d. 

r.>rlr Iv  tliiiik..r  lh.fl 

Of  Ihrr.  Ih.'  ^i..!^'.  I..<.<i[,^  W. 

Mv«rli.'.l..i,.|ii.vnn1v  >nw! 
WitluHit  lh»-  I  am  ail  unhlna'd. 

And  wh.illy  Miw'd  with  tlvr  ■Iiiibi 
Afai  ftiNn  iIh-.'  T  thr  wuMn  uf  [««■*» 

My  lirlJ'  .^  .  ir  uTih'.'^lr.l  (tivt: 

n  Iwtirr  daj^ 

'  I.  in  til. 

.All.)  ill  thy  rlin-k'a  iinus 
'I'Imu  drrin'ai  mr  ■>.« 
Af.tr  fom  Ihrr !  Hh-  n^  b  -^H^ 

lliil  .lunilo m  fmm  **  fttgw  Air: 
Oh.  oho  ran  TfitrnttK  A_  k^ 

Ami  tb.n  I  kiv'w  thai  (h'la  HI  ni^: 


WILLIAM  LEGGETT. 


[Bon,  ISOSL    Oiad,  ISIfiJ 


This  distinguished  political  and  miscellaneoiia 
writer  was  born  in  the  city  of.  New  York,  in  the 
summer  of  1802,  and  was  educated  at  the  Greorge- 
town  College,  in  the  District  of  Columbia.  In 
1822  he  entered  the  na\7  of  the  United  States  as 
a  midiihipman ;  but  in  consequence  of  the  arbitrary 
conduct  of  his  commander,  Captain  JoHir  Orde 
Crkightox,  he  retired  from  the  service  in  1826, 
aiter  which  time  he  devoted  himself  mainly  to  litera- 
ry pursuits.  His  first  publication  was  entitled  **  Lei- 
sure Hours  at  Sea,"  and  was  composed  of  various 
short  poems  written  while  he  was  in  the  navy.  In 
1828  he  established,  in  New  York,  "The  Critic," 
a  weekly  literary  gazette,  which  he  conducted  with 
much  ability  for  seven  or  eight  months,  at  the  end 
of  which  time  it  was  united  with  the  «  Mirror,"  to 
which  he  became  a  regular  contributor.  In  «♦  The 
Critic"  and  "The  Mirror,"  he  first  published  "The 
Rifle,"  "  The  Main  Truck,  or  the  Leap  for  Life," 
*•  White  Hands,  or  Not  Quite  in  Character,"  and 
other  stories,  afterward  embraced  in  the  volumes 
entitled  "  Tales  by  a  Country  Schoolmaster,"  and 
♦•  Sketches  of  the  Sea."  These  tales  and  sketches 
are  probably  Uie  most  spirited  and  ingenious  pro- 
ductions of  their  kind  ever  written  in  this  countiy. 

In  1829  Mr.  Leogett  became  associated  with 
Mr.  Brtaxt,  in  the  editorship  of  the  "Evening 
Post,"  and  on  the  departure  of  that  gentleman  for 
Europe,  in  1834,  the  entire  direction  of  that  able 
journal  was  devolved  to  him.  A  severe  illness, 
which  commenced  near  the  close  of  the  succeed- 
in:?  year,  induced  him  to  relinquish  his  connexion 
with  the  "Post;"  and  on  his  recovery,  in  1836,  he 
commenced  "  The  Plaindealer,"  a  weekly  periodi- 
cal devoted  to  politics  and  literature,  for  which  he 
obtained  great  reputation  by  his  independent  and 
fearlesd  assertion  of  doctrines,  and  the  vigorous 
eloquence  and  powerful  reasoning  by  which  he 
maintained  them.  It  was  discontinued,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  failure  of  his  publisher,  before  the 
close  of  the  year ;  and  his  health,  aAer  that  period, 
prevented  his  connexion  with  any  other  journal. 
In  1828  he  had  been  married  to  Miss  Elmira 
WARrxo,  daughter  of  Mr.  Joxa.  Wahijcg,  of  New 
Rochelle ;  and  to  that  pleasant  village  he  now  re- 
tired, with  his  family.  He  occasionsdly  visited  his 
friends  in  the  city,  and  a  large  portion  of  the 
democratic  party  there  proposed  to  nominate  him 
for  a  seat  in  Congress ;  but  as  he  had  acted  inde- 
pendently of  a  majority  of  the  party  in  regard  to 
certain  important  political  questions,  his  formal 
nomination  was  prevented.  In  April,  1840,  he 
was  appointed  by  Mr.  Vax  Br  rex,  then  President 
of  the  United  States,  a  diplomatic  agent*  from  our 

*  Soon  after  the  death  of  Mr.  Leooett,  Mr.  John  L. 
Stephexs,  whose  "Tmveli  in  Central  America*'  have 
been  since  published,  was  ap|K)inted  bis  successor  as 
diplomatic  agent  to  that  country. 


government  to  the  Republic  of  Guatemala.  He 
was  preparing  to  depart  for  that  country,  when  he 
suddenly  expired,  on  the  twenty-ninth  day  of  fol- 
lowing month,  in  the  thirty-eighth  year  of  his  age. 

A  few  months  after  his  death,  a  collection  of  his 
political  writings,  in  two  large  duodecimo  volumes, 
was  published,  under  the  direction  of  his  friend, 
Mr.  Theodore  Sedowick.  Besides  the  works 
already  mentioned,  he  wrote  much  in  various  peri- 
odicals, and  was  one  of  the  authors  of  "  The  Tales 
of  Glauber  Spa,"  published  in  1832.  In  the  ma- 
tiuity  of  his  powers,  his  time  and  energies  were 
devoted  to  political  writing.  His  poems  are  the 
poorest  of  his  productions,  and  were  written  while 
he  was  in  the  naval  service,  or  during  his  editor- 
ship of  «  The  Critic"  In  addition  to  his  Melodies — 
which  are  generally  ingenious  and  well  versified — 
he  wrote  one  or  two  prize  addresses  for  the  thea- 
tres, and  some  other  pieces,  which  have  considenu 
ble  merit 

His  death  was  deeply  and  generally  deplored, 
especially  by  the  members  of  the  democratic  party, 
who  regarded  him  as  one  of  the  ablest  champions 
of  their  principles.  Mr.  Brtant,  with  whom  he 
was  for  several  years  intimately  associated,  pub- 
lished in  the  **  Democratic  Review"  the  following 
tribute  to  his  character : — 

**  The  earth  may  ring  from  shore  to  shore, 
With  echoes  of  a  glorious  name ; 
But  he  whose  loss  our  hearts  deplore 
Has  left  behind  him  more  than  fame. 

**For  when  the  death-frost  came  to  lie 
Upon  that  warm  and  mighty  heart, 
And  quench  that  bold  and  friendly  eye, 
His  spirit  did  not  all  depart. 

**  The  words  of  fire  that  from  his  pen 
Were  flung  upon  the  lucid  page, 
Btill  move,  still  shake  the  hearts  of  men. 
Amid  a  cold  and  coward  age. 

"  His  love  of  Truth,  too  warm— too  strong 
For  Hope  or  Fear  to  chain  or  chill, 
His  hate  of  Tyranny  and  Wrong, 
Burn  in  the  breasti  he  kindled  still.*' 

Mr.  Sedgwick,  in  the  preface  to  his  political 
writings,  remarks  that  "  every  year  was  softening 
his  prejudices,  and  calming  his  passions;  enlarging 
his  charities,  and  widening  the  bounds  of  his  libe- 
rality. Had  a  more  genial  clime  invigorated  his 
constitution,  and  enabled  him  to  return  to  his 
labours,  a  brilliant  and  honourable  future  might 
have  been  predicted  of  him.  It  is  not  the  sugges- 
tion of  a  too  fond  affection,  but  the  voice  of  a  calm 
judgment,  which  declares  that,  whatever  public 
career  he  had  pursued,  he  must  have  raised  to  his 
memory  an  imperishable  monument,  and  that  as 
no  name  is  now  dearer  to  his  friends,  so  few  could 
have  been  more  honourably  associated  witii  tne 
history  of  his  country,  than  that  of  William 

Leooett." 
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A  SACRED  MELODY. 

Ip  jon  bright  lUra  which  gtm  the  night 

Be  emrh  •  blimful  dwelling  ei^iere. 
Where  kindred  Hpiritii  reunite, 

Whom  death  has  torn  ajiunder  hero ; 
How  tweet  it  were  at  once  to  die, 

And  leave  this  blighted  orb  afar — 
Mixed  soul  with  soul,  to  cleave  the  sky. 

And  soar  away  from  star  to  star. 

But,  O  !  how  dark,  how  drear,  how  lone 

Would  seem  the  brightest  world  of  bliM^ 
If,  wandering  through  each  radiant  one, 

Wc  faiPd  to  find  the  loved  of  this  I 
If  thiTe  no  more  the  ties  should  twine. 

Which  death's  cold  hand  alone  can  terar, 
Ah !  then  thoMi  stars  in  mockery  shine, 

More  hateful,  as  they  shine  forever. 

It  cannot  l)e !  each  hope  and  fear 

That  lights  the  eye  or  clouds  the  brow, 
Proclaims  there  is  a  happier  sphere 

Than  this  bleak  world  that  holds  us  now! 
There  is  a  voice  which  sorrow  hears. 

When  heaviest  weighs  life*s  galling  chain; 
'TIS  heaven  that  whiiipers,  «*  Dry  thy  tears : 

The  pure  in  heart  shall  meet  again !" 


As  he  who,  doomed  o*er  wavca  lo 

Or  wander  on  a  fbrrign  stnad. 
Will  sigh  whene'er  be  thinks  of 

And  better  love  his  native  land ; 
80  I.  though  lured  a  time  away. 

Like  bees  by  varied  swreta.  to  fow* 
Return,  like  bees,  by  close  of  day. 

And  leave  them  all  for  theo,  oiy 
Then  let  thv  cheek  resume  iho  nnik 

That  shell  such  sunny  tight  beiHc, 
And  thoui^h  I  left  thee  for  a  whilr, 

I  swear  to  leave  thee,  love,  no 


LOVE  AND  FRIENDSHIP. 


Thk  birtls,  when  winter  shades  the  sky, 

Fly  o'er  the  seas  away. 
Where  laughing  isles  in  sunshine  lie, 

And  summer  breezes  play ; 

And  thus  the  friends  that  flutter  near 

While  fortune's  lun  is  warm, 
Are  start leil  if  a  cloud  appear. 

And  fly  liefore  the  stonn. 

But  when  from  winter's  howling  plaina 

Karh  other  warbler 's  p:iHt, 
The  little  snow-birti  still  rem:iins, 

And  chirruiM  midst  the  blast. 

Lovo.  like  that  bini,  when  friendship's  throng 

With  fortiini**K  sun  di'imrt, 
Still  liiii^'rs  with  its  cheerful  song. 

And  nestles  on  the  heart. 


LIFE'S  GUIDING  STAR. 

Thk  youth  whose  bark  is  guided  o*e 

A  summer  stn-am  by  lephyr'a 
With  idle  gaze  delights  to  pore 

On  ima!;e«l  skies  that  glow 
But  hhould  a  fleeting  storm  aris 

To  shade  a  while  the  watrnr 

m 

Quick  lifts  to  heaven  his  anxitios 

And  speeds  to  teach  some  shrhciing  bay. 


'Tin  thus,  down  time's  eventful  tide 

While  priMperouH  lirreirs  gently 
In  life's  frail  bark  »e  eayly  vlide. 

Our  hopes,  our  thouehts  all  fi«*d 
But  let  one  cloud  the  {inMpect  dim. 

Tlie  wind  itt  quirt  stillness  mar. 
At  once  we  rai«e  tnir  prayer  to  Him 

Whose  light  is  life's  liest  guiding 

-    » 


TO  KLMIRA. 
wiiTTEX  wrrn  rRrx*'H  <  halk*  n»  a 


ravi  or  sLUi 


IX  TUE  lIul**>E  *>r  A  raiKSD. 


SONG. 


I  TarsT  the  frown  thy  fmtures  wear 

Ere  Inner  into  a  smil**  will  turn; 
I  WMulil  not  that  a  fare  so  f.iir 

As  thine.  Moved,  should  Itnik  so  stem. 
The  ohain  of  ice  that  winter  twines. 

H«*Ms  not  for  aye  the  liparklinz  rill. 
It  nirltM  away  when  summer  shines. 

And  leave  the  waters  s|iarklin'X  still. 
Thill  Ift  thy  chr«'k  resume  the  smile 

Th»t  iiheil  nurh  minny  litfht  l«efore ; 
Ami  thouirh  I  \**(i  thee  for  a  while, 

ril  swear  to  leave  thee,  love,  no  more. 


Ox  thii  frail  sIami.  to  othen* 

No  writtrn  wiirds  ap|<ar; 
Th<*v  Mv  the  pn>4|Kvt  smiling  thftmgh. 

Nor  deem  what  srrret  *s  berr. 
But  nhoulilfit  thou  on  the  taldct  bright 

A  sinele  breath  bestow. 
At  once  the  record  starts  to  sight 

Which  onlv  thou  must  know. 


Thu«,  like  this  ffla««.  to  strui«m* 

My  heart  seemeil  unimpresa'd  ; 
In  vain  did  beaut v  round  me  Maie. 

It  could  not  warm  my  breast. 
But  IS  one  breath  of  thine  can 

Thr«e  letters  plain  lo  see. 
80  in  my  heart  diil  love  awake 

When  breathed  upon  by  ih«a. 


■  Th^  ■utMt«nr#  nanillv  rslIM 
•Inrilar  proprrlv.  ihii  what  H  wrfnea  •• 
rniilv  rubliril  nul  Sffsia,  so  Ihal  an  n 
hv  it'inc  brnlbrd  on  bccoars 
lrgtM«. 
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iTABD  CaxTK  PiHKNETwos  bom  ill  London, 
obet,  iSO?,  while  bu  faUier,  Iba  Honourable 
lAK  PiKKziii,  wu  the  Americsn  Minialer 
coiutof  St.  Junes'.  Soon  atleT  Ihg  return  of 
mily  tn  Ballimore,  in  IBll,  he  entered  St. 
I  CDlte;^,  in  that  city,  and  remained  there 
lie  WHS  fbuitcen  jetn  old,  when  he  wm  ap- 
[1  s  midnhipmui  in  the  mvy.  He  ren- 
in the  serriee  nine  yeaiB,  md  in  thnt  period 
the  Mediterranean  and  »e¥enil  other  Torei^ 
is,  and  acquired  murh  senerat  knonlodge 
iiuaintance  with  mankind. 
'  death  of  hia  father,  and  other  circnmnlancea, 
d  him,  in  1831,  to  reei^  his  plaeo  in  the 
and  in  the  raine  year  he  was  married,  and 
ed  to  the  Maryland  bar.  Hta  caroei  an  a 
'  1*3.4  brief  and  unforlunsle.  Ho  opened  an 
in  Baltimore,  and  applied  bimaelf  eameetty 
profeauon ;  but  though  his  legal  acquire- 
and  forensic  abilitieB  were  mpeclatile,  hiB 
vrere  seldom  visited  by  a  client;  and  alter 
lais  had  passed,  diiheartened  by  neglect,  and 
proipect  of  poverty  before  him,  he  suddenly 
lined  to  enter  the  nayal  eertice  of  Mexico, 
ch  a  number  of  our  officers  had  already  won 
tion  and  fortune.  When,  however,  ha  pre- 
himsetf  before  Commodore  Pobteb,  then 
lading  (he  seD-forcei  of  that  country,  the 
m  ha  aolicitod  was  refused,'  and  he  was 
Ued  reluctanlly  lo  return  to   the  United 

reappeared  in  Baltimore,  poor  and  dejected, 
med  hi<  attention  again  to  the  law,  hut  in 
-arous  days  he  bed  been  unal>le  to  support 
f  by  his  profession ;  and  now,  when  he  was 
ig  from  disease  and  a  settled  melancholy, 

not  reasonable  to  anticipate  success.  The 
sua  idea  that  ■  man  of  a  poetical  mind 
.  tianKSct  business  requiring  patience  and 

of  careful  invesliicBlion.  was  undoobtedly 
'  the  principal   causes  of  his  iailurc  as  a 

;  for  that  he  was  rcopecled,  and  that  hia 
citiiens  were  wilhng  to  confer  upon  him 
™,  is  evident  from  the  fact  that,  in  1836.  he 
ppointcd  one  of  the  profeasors  in  the  Uni- 

of  Maryland.     This  oiKcc,  however,  was 

honour  only:  it  yielded  no  profit. 

■BIT  now  became  sensibte  that  bis  consti- 

was  broken,  and  that  he  could  not  long 


lurvive ;  but  he  had  no  wish  to  live.    His  fwlings 
It  this  period  are  described  in  one  of  his  poems : — 


Its  faiiDer  vsnlili'd  Bowers." 

Near  the  close  of  the  year  I83T,  a  political 
gazette,  entitled  "The  Marylandcr,"  was  esta- 
blished in  Baltimore,  and,  in  compUance  with  the 
general  wish  of  the  prophelora,  Mr.  Pisekxt 
undertook  to  conduct  it.  He  displayed  much 
sagacity  and  candour,  and  in  a  few  weeks  won 
a  high  reputation  in  bis  new  vocation ;  but  his 
increasing  illness  compelled  him  to  leave  it,  and  be 
died  on  the  eleventh  of  April.  18S3,  at  the  early 
age  of  Iwcn^-fivo  years  and  six  months.  He 
was  a  man  of  genius,  and  had  all  the  quahties  of 
mind  and  heart  that  win  regard  and  usually  lead 
to  greatness,  except  Bof  a  and  iiiiiiaT. 

A  small  volume  containing  "Rodolph,"  and 
other  poems,  woa  pobliahed  by  Pisinai  in  1825. 
"Rodolph"  is  his  longest  work.  It  was  first  pub- 
lished, anonymously,  soon  after  he  left  the  navy, 
and  was  probably  written  wliile  he  was  in  the 
Mediterranean.    It  is  in  two  cantos.    The  Sral 


Had  lb 


Ir  on  lan< 


There  is  no  novelty  in  the  story,  and  not  much 
can  be  said  for  its  moraliqi.  The  hero,  in  tha 
season  described  in  the  above  lines,  arrive*  at  his 
own  domain,  after  many  yeare  of  wandering  in  fo- 
reign lands,  during  which  he  had  "grown  old  in 
heart,  and  infirm  of  frame."  In  his  youth  be  had 
loTed--lhe  wife  of  another — and  his  passion  hod 
been  returned.  "At  an  untimely  tide,"  he  had  met 
the  husband,  and,  in  encounter,  slain  him.  The 
wife  goes  into  a  convent,  and  her  paramour  seeks 
refuge  from  remorse  in  distant  counlriei.  In  the 
banning  of  the  second  canto,  he  is  once  more  in 
bis  own  castle ;  but,  (i^eting  some  dark  presenti- 
ment, be  wanders  to  a  cemetery,  where,  iu  the 
morning,  be  is  found  by  his  vassaJa,  "senselesa 
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bmide  his  lailv's  am.**  In  the  doUrium  which 
fulluws,  he  ravea  of  many  crimes,  but  most 

.    .    .    **  of  one  too  rfvarljr  loved. 

And  «iiie  untimely  iUin, 
Of  nn  Mtfrrtion  h.inlly  proved 

ily  ntiirder  done  in  vain.** 

Ho  l1il'^(  iti  iiuiiliK^M,  ami  the  story  ends  abruptly 
mill  coKlIy.  It  hun  more  faults  than  Pink 5(Er 'a 
uthcr  workn;  in  many  itassaf^rs  it  is  obscure;  its 
InmuIv  iri  niiirrfd  by  tlu*  um*  of  obsolete  words;  and 
the  author  mm'uik  to  di'li;;ht  in  ilrawing  his  coui- 
|)iiri<4oiis  from  the  louHt  known  portions  of  aiicivnt 
litt'rrituro. 

S.Muc  of  hi.4  liirbter  pieces  are  very  beautiful. 
•A  Hoalth."  "The  Picture-Song.**  and  "A  ««»- 
renade/*    have    not    often    been   equalled;    and 


*«  Italy,'* — an  imitation  of  GorniB*s   Kennai 
das  iMnH — has  some  noble  bnca.    Where  is  lb 
a  finer  {wisage  than  this: 

*'Tlif  %tind«  are  sweJ,  onr  dirr  to  hrrsihe  al  ti,4  , 
Tbe  mr  tt^nit  never  !••  havf  bi>riie  a  rlmM. 
Ritv«>  wlinre  %olranii«*i  ^rnd  !•■  twairn  Ibrir  mr'A 
And  iiiil<riiin  •iiii>kp*,  likr  allirsuf  tfar  w^rld 

Pi\Kxi.i*H  iM  tlu*  fip't  instance  in  this  r-^r; 
in  which  wc  have  to  larmmt  the  pmsiitati>>r. 
true  |MH'ti<>ul  ip'nius  to  unwonby  purpusr*.  f 
v  ad  ill  If  much  that  he  wn>ip  there  u  a  srlu^L  c 
Uncholy  and  Millen  pride ;  di<iaati*farliiin  with  \ 
pn^H'Mt,  and  diMil>U  in  r«*ffiird  to  Uie  lutuir  i. 
The  trrt-at  dii»tiiieuif»liini;  rlianclrnstic  ul'  \'\w 
can  {Mkotry  is  lU  pure  and  high  iDoraht\.  Mi^ 
ev4*r  be  so ! 


t0^^i^^»^^t^^^^^^»^^ 


ITALY. 

Know  *st  thou  the  land  w  hich  loren  ouffht  tochoosel 
Like  bIcKsiiiijf]*  tliere  descend  the  sparkling  dews ; 
In  i;li'iirning  Htreams  the  crj'stal  rivers  run, 
Thf  [luqtle  viiitase  clusters  in  the  sun; 
Odours  of  fiowers  haunt  the  balmy  lireese, 
Rich  fruits  hang  hii;h  ujMin  the  verdant  trees ; 
Aiitl  vivid  bliMsoms  gem  the  shady  groves, 
Where  bright-plumed  binis  discourse  their  carpleas 

loves. 
Belovnl  !^|iced  we  from  this  sullen  strand, 
Tntil  thy  light  feet  press  that  green  shore's  yellow 


Tiook  seaward  tlience,  and  naught  shall  meet  thine 
But  fair)-  islcK,  like  {laintings  on  the  sky;        [eye 
And.  dying  fast  and  free  licfore  the  gale, 
The  iT'iudy  vciMcl  with  its  glancing  sail ; 
And  waters  flittering  in  the  glare  of  noon. 
Or  tourhM  with  silver  by  the  Htars  and  m«M>n, 
( )r  fleekM  with  broken  lin(*s  of  crimson  light, 
\Vhen  the  far  fisher^s  fire  affronts  the  night. 
Lovely  a!«  lovrd  !  towani  that  smiling  shore 
Bear  we  our  household  gods,  to  fix  forever  more. 

It  looks  a  dimple  on  the  face  of  earth. 

The  m'j!  of  ln'uuty,  and  the  slirine  of  mirth ; 

X-ttun*  IM  delicate  and  graceful  there. 

The  pUee's  genius,  feminine  and  fair; 

Tlie  winds  are  awed,  nor  dare  to  breathe  aloud ; 

'l^iie  air  seeiu!*  ne%er  to  ha%e  bi>riie  a  cloud. 

Save  where  volcanoes  si*ikl  to  heaven  their  curi'd 

And  s«ilemn  Hmoken,  like  altars  of  the  world. 

Tliriee  lw>autiful ! — to  that  drlit^htful  spot 

(^urry  our  married  hearts,  and  be  all  pain  forgoL 

Then*  Art,  tiw.  shows,  when  Nature's  beauty  palU, 
Her  sculptured  martdes,  and  her  pictured  walls; 
And  there  are  forms  in  which  they  both  conspire 
To  whi^}ier  themes  tlial  know  not  how  to  tire; 
Tlie  it)ifiiking  ruins  in  that  gentle  clime 
ILive  but  Uvn  hallow*d  bv  the  hand  of  Time, 
\\\i\  each  can  mutely  promjit  some  thought  of  flaine: 
The  meanest  stikiie  is  not  without  a  name. 
Then  come.  Iieloved ! — hasten  o*er  the  aea, 
'i'o  build  our  happy  health  in  Mnominf  Italy. 


THE  INDIAN'S  BRIDE. 


I. 

Why  is  that  grncefnl  female  here 
With  vim  nd  hunter  of  the  deer  * 
Of  gentle  mien  and  rhajie.  ^hc  see: 

For  ci«  il  halU  de^ten'd. 
Vet  i»ith  the  sl;iU'ly  na^aire  walks. 

As  Aw  were  o4'  his  kincL 
Lofik  on  tier  leafy  diadem, 
Knrich*d  viith  many  a  floral  rem: 
Those  simi»le  nniainenti  ahuut 

Her  candid  bmw.  discUwie 
The  loitering  spriii(c*s  It^t  \iolel, 

.\ud  summer's  earliest  ntae : 
But  not  a  flower  hei  l*rcathini;  there 
Sweet  as  benvlf.  m  half  *o  fjur. 
Exchanifiiiic  lustre  isith  the  nun, 

A  u.irt  of  dav  she  vtra^^— 

Baa 

\  gluncintr.  li\ing.  human  smile 
On  N:itun>'!>  face  nhe  ]>laya. 
(^an  none  instruct  me  what  are  thne 
Comjianions  of  tlie  lofty  trccn  ? 

II. 

Intent  to  blend  her  with  his  Inc, 
Fate  fonn'd  lirr  all  th.it  hr  was  not : 
.And.  Rs  |i\'  iiii're  ui-,!iLeni-Mi,  thiMJcbts 

Assoriate  Me  *>e<>. 
Their  heart <».  from  wry  diflrrvnew,  caajht 

A  iM'rt'ert  ^\mp.itby. 
The  hiHi^x-hiilil  (rm!i!e»«  here  to  bt 
Of  that  one  du*>ky  vular}-. 
She  left  her  pallid  ritutitnt  men. 

All  earthline  ni<Mt  dt^iiie. 
And  iMfu;;ht  in  thi«  «r«{ue«4er*d  wood 

A  solitary  shrine. 
Behold  them  n>aminff  hand  in  hand. 
Like  night  and  slerp,  al>>tit  the  land; 
0}iirr\-e  their  mo^enwiit*: — he  Cor  hfr 

Restrains  his  active  striJe, 
While  ohe  aasuroes  a  bnUrr  fak 

To  ramble  at  his  side ; 
Thus,  rren  as  the  slepa  they 
Their  souls  fast  alter  to  the 
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The  one  forsakes  ferocity, 

And  momently  grows  mild ; 
The  other  tempers  more  and  more 

The  artful  with  the  wild. 
She  humanizes  him,  and  he 
Educates  him  to  liberty. 

III. 

O,  say  not  they  must  soon  be  old,— 

Their  limbs  prove  faint,  their  breasts  feel  cold ! 

Yet  envy  I  that  sylvan  pair 

More  than  my  words  express,^ 
The  singular  beauty  of  their  lot, 

And  seeming  happine^. 
They  have  not  been  reduced  to  share 
The  painful  pleasures  of  despair; 
Their  sun  declines  not  in  the  sky, 

Nor  are  their  wishes  cast, 
Like  shadows  of  the  afternoon, 

Repining  towards  the  past : 
With  nought  to  dread  or  to  repent. 
The  present  yields  them  full  content. 
In  solitude  there  is  no  crime ; 

Their  actions  all  are  free. 
And  passion  lends  their  way  of  life 

The  only  dignity ; 
And  how  can  they  have  any  cares  1^ 
Whose  interest  contends  with  theirs  1 

IT. 

The  world,  for  all  they  know  of  it, 
I:*  theirs : — for  them  the  stars  are  lit ; 
For  them  the  earth  beneath  is  green. 

The  heavens  above  are  bright ; 
For  them  the  moon  doth  wax  and  wane. 

And  decorate  the  night ; 
For  them  the  branches  of  those  trees 
Wave  music  in  the  vernal  breeze ; 
For  them,  upon  that  dancing  spray, 

The  free  bird  sits  and  sings. 
And  p:littering  insects  flit  about 

Upon  delighted  wings ; 
For  them  that  brook,  the  brakes  among, 
Murmurs  its  small  and  drowsy  song; 
For  them  the  many-colour*d  clouds 

Their  shapes  diversify, 
And  change  at  once,  like  smiles  and  frowns, 

The  expression  of  the  sky. 
For  them,  and  by  them,  all  is  gay, 
A  nd  fresh  and  beautiful  as  they : 
The  images  their  minds  receive. 

Their  minds  assimilate 
To  outward  forms,  imparting  thus 

The  glory  of  their  state. 

V. 

Could  aught  be  painted  otherwise 

Than  fair,  seen  through  her  star-bright  eyes! 

He,  too,  because  she  fills  his  sight. 

Each  object  falsely  sees ; 
The  pleasure  that  he  has  in  her 

Makes  all  things  seem  to  please. 
And  this  is  love ; — and  it  is  life 
They  lead, — that  Indian  and  his  wife. 


SONG. 

Ws  break  the  glass,  whose  sacred  wine, 

To  some  beloved  health  we  drain. 
Lest  future  pledges,  lese  divine, 

Should  e'er  the  hallow'd  toy  profane ; 
And  thus  I  broke  a  heart  that  poured 

Its  tide  of  feelings  out  for  thee. 
In  draughts,  by  after-times  deplored. 

Yet  dear  to  memory. 

But  still  the  old,  impassioned  ways 

And  habits  of  my  mind  remain. 
And  still  unhappy  light  displays 

Thine  image  chamberM  in  my  brain. 
And  still  it  looks  as  when  the  hours 

Went  by  like  flights  of  singing  birds. 
Or  that  soft  chain  of  spoken  flowers. 

And  airy  gems — thy  words. 


i 


A  HEALTH. 


I  FILL  this  cup  to  one  made  up 

Of  loveliness  alone, 
A  woman,  of  her  gentle  sex 

The  seeming  pan^on ; 
To  whom  the  better  elements 

And  kindly  stars  have  given 
A  form  so  fair,  that,  like  the  air, 

'Tis  less  of  earth  than  heaven. 

Her  every  tone  is  music's  own. 

Like  those  of  morning  birds. 
And  something  more  than  melody 

Dwells  ever  in  her  words ; 
The  coinage  of  her  heart  are  the) , 

And  from  her  lips  each  flows 
As  one  may  see  Uie  burdened  bee 

Forth  issue  from  the  rose. 

Affections  are  as  thoughts  to  her. 

The  mpa«iure8  of  her  hours ; 
Her  feelings  have  the  fragrancy. 

The  freshness  of  young  flowers ; 
And  lovely  passions,  changing  oft. 

So  fill  her,  she  appears 
The  image  of  themselves  by  turns,- 

The  idol  of  past  years ! 

Of  her  bright  face  one  glance  will  trace 

A  picture  on  the  brain, 
And  of  her  voire  in  echoing  hearts 

A  sound  must  long  remain ; 
But  memory,  such  as  mine  of  her. 

So  very  much  endears. 
When  death  is  nigh  ray  latest  sigh 

Will  not  be  life's,  but  hers. 

I  fill'd  this  cup  to  one  mnoe  up 

Of  loveliness  alone, 
A  woman,  of  her  gentle  stx 

The  seeming  paragon — 
Her  health !  and  would  on  earth  there  stood. 

Some  more  of  such  a  frame, 
That  life  might  be  all  poetry. 

And  weariness  a  name.     * 
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THE  VOYAGEH-S  SONG.' 

S<>i-%  n  tnlinpeta,lu>! — weij^snrhnr — Inosmiail — 
Ttu-  'MMHunl  nviiia  huinrn  rhiclr  iU-l»r ; 
As  if  I  nrip  liil.ti-n  Hut  bn-alhru  ihi*  kindly  gjc, 
Our  lili-likv  lurk  Wnrulh  il  Kiicnln  bwiv. 
Flit  w>'.  a.  itWmr,  ilrram.  with  lti>uli1ou>  moUon, 
ArniM  ilu-  ilorabcn  of  nnfUT  hci-md  ; 
AihI  furl  riiir  rmnvu  bj  ■  liapt''''''  '■""'■ 
Ktl  t'ruuvlil  with  eiDuu'lioiu  fmin  iht  lUII. 
'I'lwt  |ii>t3l<lr  KiiUI  itrruni  Ibiough  the  uiul 
Wlu-n  vl.-iiii'ii[  ilmuld  run. 

Ouwjir.l,  my  frii'iuli,  to  Dial  loielit.  fl<iriil  ulc, 

'Hir   h'ni'l  .if  t  annatlia  uululnr  •rt, 

Willi  .iiriiiicH  III!  wliii-li  iHTPniiiiil  auniinrra  ■mill 

A  ininiT  i<r  rauning  iidni-irlulily. 

Fiir  lliiiiiiii; — in  ilu  mf  ktnlnl  ptiaiiil, 

'I'lip  ll.illiiH'd  riHUiUilU  Wt  «ToiiIil  •rrk,  irr  Kiund ; 

llmlu'-l  ill  III!'  wai'TJi  uf  Ihnv  ayMr  wi-Uh, 

TtiF  riu> rlK  lip  in  n'li.iviiti-.i  Irulll, 

AihI.  l'r.H',1  fr Tnii.''*  drf.  iri.iii,^'  ^l.']Is. 

Ili'nuiiK'H  iu  [irujHT  yuulh. 


Hail.  Iii 


t  liirlli !— .iiK 


iwlvr 


mv  r.'rIiiiTi  lU 


And,  |i|'in>il  ii|iiui  my  hriirl  fir  |ii><)riital, 
Hull  ukiriiiu*  kkil  hiii^  will  kn-p  awakr 
Tluir  iiiiluial  n'li:(i>ti^  mir  In-  i-.i.t 
I'll  p»rili  liv  .\ar,  (III'  urrul  Ii'unn-la*!. 
A^  Tmiii  i:!ii!iiniV  fiiunlH  llxv  mw  r.iiiM  rorr 
I'luniH-allM.  fniia  tlir«  l.nv'ii  iii'lui  "lull  u 
Ami  LiiiM  ihrir  |l■'^luRkl•U■  Imuw, 
MiHi'vnx,  ii>  tliiiir  i-vm. 


Willi 

iir.1  wi«>1y  ginnX.  mil  itFi-lmyM 

'[  [I'Ti  pti'M-iilii.  likr  llir  Roman  miiil. — 

xiuiir 

t.-!i'i>..'.'  Mi..  li.r3iV<).lr  iif  -IiihIi-:— 

An  IMrn «mii, nor  inirj rd '■>.  ii"r  nun. 
Xrir  uLuH-bd  Fains  ran  l>k>  Tmiii  uh  a^iin. 
»iijvtii.rli<.iiiiiii;.I.Ii-niv. 
»<uii  .It'  lh,il  f-rfivi  lir»%ru.  lliKu'It  ralnily  hc 
Klai!.  r;ni!i.  (ilii-iii*.  dn>-,i  iinuy 
Willi  AuMdH  lnui-i>iu-v. 

TIllM 

K.iir  1 

•rill' « 

.'h  ill  Ix'iiiti/— iKMUliriil.— iulin'd. 

•)  I'lluuutliut  idnwiT'*  i<r>'i-iou>  mine : 

!  TTie  rmiiiui  vnn,vhichi)Ml 

'  MbjM  etH  at  oaa,  like  magi 
And,  ■■  tbrj  pw  •*«  ik^ 

Eflkn  llwir  '    "  ' 

ThvM.-imi 
P.-n.-luiil  lift-  niu^  iLrt  Ma^te  H^ 
Fur  mr,— lliin  «.>ri>l  ^M  Bot  J«t  biM  r 
('iinhrii<ui>  uf  ynt  -i  sn«l  ■■  «ill  br  m 
BrrauM  tliF  liighl  hu  kiia'it  no  Cm 


A  PICTl'RE-SO.VG. 

II.JW  mav  ihia  bttir  tabkt  Ihm 

Thi-  U-Uum  <if  a  Carr. 
Whicb  u'lT  infuriM  xiih  lonlina^ 

tia  praiMT  aKm  «f  ainrr ; 


'rb..u 


iirk  <ir  l|< 
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Hill  vi't.  iiK'tliinki.  that  (unnj  amito 

?'uiiillur  hU.riw  b-lk 
Vu.l  I  alMnld  lUHM  iImm  i<tarid  rTi^ 

Tw.i  .111  U-\  i-r>'.ial  w.-II>i 
S'lir  run  my  •"ul.  ih'  liiiirwr'a  wt 

AtlP<Itn;l  with  a  •«!>. 
^.^.•rL  <hi'  I<|.>>1  ihjl  d'^'k'i)  lh«  cbMk. 


Id  not  ivniHp  what  Uma  an. 


Tlir  laautirnl  of  Itiuu^ht. 

Thr  nnE  I  -inc.  ihr  likrnrM  like. 

I.  iiaiiiful  mimirrr 
or  BomMlunK  brun,  irhirh  i*  aum 

A  »«wtT7  io  jnr. 
Wlio  )ia<r  iiimii  lifi-'n  frjtru  Ba 

Arriinl  llii' irT  ni-iL 
WIltc  iimjiV  tiMiniriu-  frrliiiffa  Am 

Th.'ir  rtuidiBit  la*k  iMyoL 


I  (-oiifi.lFiii  Of  mmin*  r  i 


r"*aaa  fwitalBArinrtttnw 


.Arii[.i.ii  I'laml  hin  harp,  of  oUL 

A  •hilpu|..na1..nr. 
Whu-h  h»  IT^WlU  4BM.  vhcB  Mi 

A  t.fr.iVinit  hari-*tfini".  lao»j 
\..        ,-  .  t.i'    .,ch  whoUrai 

III  Ibr  nwe  fib 


Il  tint  n 


■itbI  of  a 
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THE  OLD  TREE. 


gone,  that  venerable  tree, 
jectator  of  my  infancy  ?— 
stand  upon  this  very  spot, 
almost  its  absence  is  forgot. 
I  mighty  strength  had  known  decay, 
like  every  old  one,  shrunk  away. 
It  not  that  its  frame  would  fail,  ere  mine 
took  my  weary  soul's  decline. 
;at  reformist,  that  each  day  removes 
ret  never  on  the  old  improves, 
d,  Time,  that  like  a  child  destroys, 
>r  spleen  may  prompt,  his  ancient  toys, 
e8  their  ruins  into  something  new — 
ed  other  playthings  where  it  grew, 
pursues  an  unobstructed  course, 
ice  among  its  leaves  delayed  perforce ; 
less  Hamadryad,  that  of  yore 
its  bole,  subsists  no  more ; 
lave  long  since  felt  the  ruthless  plough-— 
10  vestige  of  its  glories  now ! 
f  mind,  which  doth  not  soon  forget, 
arable  tree  is  growing  yet ; 
'.,  like  those  wild  plants  that  feed  on  air, 
hts  of  years  unconversant  with  care, 
ns  such  as  pass  ere  man  grows  wholly 
1  thing,  or  mischief  adds  to  folly, 
old  it  with  my  fancy's  eye, 
t  record  of  the  days  gone  by : 
the  sweet  form  and  face  more  plain, 
lemory  was  a  weight  upon  my  brain. 
)  my  song,  and  dearer  to  my  soul, 
w  but  half  my  heart,  yet  had  the  whole 
ly  life,  whose  presence  and  whose  flight 
lay  caused,  and  never-ending  night ! 
delightless  verse,  which  is  indeed 
!  wild  product  of  a  worthless  weed, 
ch,  like  sunflowers,  turns  a  loving  face 
Ihe  lost  light,  and  scorns  its  birth  and  place,) 
.  such  cold  allusion  unto  you, 
I,  in  youth,  my  very  dreams  were  true  1 
I  have  no  more  of  that  sod  kind, 
s  not  the  same,  nor  is  my  mind. 


TO 


I  eve ;  the  broadly  shining  sun 
5,  celestial  course  had  run ; 
.'ilight  heaven,  so  soft  and  blue, 
rth  in  tender  interview, 
s  the  angel  met  of  yore 
fted  mortal  paramour, 
in,  a  child  of  morning  then,— 
it  still, — compared  with  men. 
appy  islands  of  the  sky, 
earning  clouds  reposed  on  high, 
ix*d  sublime,  deprived  of  motion, 
3s  to  the  airy  ocean, 
the  stirless  shore  no  breeze 
the  green  drapery  of  the  trees, 
>el  to  tranquillity, 
!  a  ripple  on  the  sea. 
n  a  more  tumultuous  sound, 
the  world's  audible  breathings  drown'd ; 
33 


The  low,  strange  hum  of  herbage  growing. 

The  voice  of  hidden  waters  flowing, 

Made  songs  of  nature,  which  the  ear 

Could  scarcely  be  pronounced  to  hear ; 

But  noise  had  furl'd  its  subtle  wings, 

And  moved  not  through  material  things. 

All  which  lay  calm  as  they  had«been 

Parts  of  the  painter's  mimic  scene. 

'T  was  eve ;  my  thoughts  belong  to  thee. 

Thou  shape  of  separate  memory ! 

When,  like  a  stream  to  lands  of  flame, 

Unto  my  mind  a  vision  came. 

Methought,  firom  human  haunts  and  strife 

Remote,  we  lived  a  loving  life ; 

Our  wedded  spirits  seem'd  to  blend 

In  harmony  too  sweet  to  end, 

Such  concord  as  the  echoes  cherish 

Fondly,  but  leave  at  length  to  perish. 

Wet  rain-stars  are  thy  lucid  eyes. 

The  Hyades  of  earthly  skies, 

But  then  upon  my  heart  they  shone, 

As  shines  on  snow  the  fervid  sun. 

And  fast  went  by  those  moments  bright, 

Like  meteors  shooting  through  the  night ; 

But  flister  fleeted  the  wild  dream 

That  clothed  them  with  their  transient  beam. 

Yet  love  can  years  to  days  condense, 

And  long  appear'd  that  life  intense  ; 

It  was, — to  give  a  better  measure 

Than  time, — a  century  of  pleasure. 


ELYSIUM. 


Sbb  dwelleth  in  Elysium ;  there, 
Like  Echo,  floating  in  the  air ; 
Feeding  on  light  as  feed  the  flowers. 
She  fleets  away  uncounted  hours. 
Where  halcyon  Peace,  among  the  bless*j. 
Sits  brooding  o'er  her  tranquil  nest. 

She  needs  no  impulse ;  one  she  is. 
Whom  thought  supplies  with  ample  bliss : 
The  fancies  fashion'd  in  her  mind 
By  Heaven,  are  after  its  own  kind ; 
Like  sky -reflections  in  a  lake. 
Whose  calm  no  winds  occur  to  break. 

Her  memory  is  purifled. 

And  she  seems  never  to  have  sigh'd : 

She  hath  forgot  the  way  to  weep ; 

Her  being  is  a  joyous  sleep ; 

The  mere  imagining  of  pain. 

Hath  pass'd,  and  cannot  come  again. 

Except  of  pleasure  most  intense 

And  constant,  she  hath  lost  all  sense ; 

I^er  life  is  day  without  a  night, 

An  endless,  innocent  delight ; 

No  chance  her  happiness  now  marp 

Howe'er  Fate  twine  her  wreaths  of  stars. 

And  palpable  and  pure,  the  part 
Which  pleasure  playeth  with  her  heart ; 
For  every  joy  that  seeks  the  maid. 
Foregoes  its  conunon  painful  shade 
Like  shapes  that  issue  from  the  grove 
Arcadian,  dedicate  to  Jots. 


EDWARD   C.  PINKNET. 


Tilt  flnlEtiRB-of  m^  <Im^  lou 

A|r>in  llu'  Bllar.  i.\W  ton^, 

Mv  McriAn  of  mlli-n  yi-«n.  — • 

Mv  muij  hfrilomlia  of  mn,  „,.„„.,    ^ 

.v..  liu-imiT  ljuiir>  rvrnll—  PKBCNADE. 

Vi'l  iii.ty  tliy  uBiiilirliiit  IhnUEliI*  imliM*  Luut  oul  u)i>iii  llir  nkin,  mj  iowr, 

T>i  iiiii'  hIio  r'tiT  ImiNl  lliii'  uiiin  AnJ  >liaiiip  Uifiu  mlh  ibiw  n^ 

Tluri  ll.-lti'  F.irluiu'a  nli.  On  uIikIi.  liaa  M  «Ih  l^hla  ab^ 

And  nnw.hmrrlll-*n.l  .KhmiEh  h««  -..''?":"■''""'  'P^^?*''** 

M.-..  H.II -  «n.rr..  nf  |.ili..  ^'.f,' .",'''■;'"-  ^  '^^  ^'"^^ 

1  I...M  II..-.'  :.n,l  Iht  A.ll,»  ,l™,,  "f  l.|..,.l...«  .1.  .J.'.  .»d  |i(bl; 

s.^  of  ii,v  r»..ri< nmiHuin.  ^'':'"-  '"''■'■  "I'--'-'' «".  «J  u 

r..,  my  ...i-u*-l  u»l  l.liqhl»l  power..  ^  '"*"  ""  " «'"  =- 

Mj  w,.^.-  ..I  ...»rn.l.b-  hnim.  Blofp  nM  t-llilo.  faMitrK^a  fcr  •« 

1  mil  nrruN.  111..,.  r...t:—  Wilhln  niy  •nUrhlulnMi 

n.  f«.f  «!,..  r...,l,l  fr,.m  «.lf  ,)rp.irt,  ft^  no.!-ft„m  hrr  .««  .U.  A«^  £, 

AI..I  Ukr  f.w  f.w  Ml*  l.i.in*n  hcul.  Who  roh*  ill  hwl.  of  mt 

IJ.-.TV.-.I  ii.<  l*IUr  l.rt.  N,j.  i^j,  ft^n  rt.t  >luml>mW>^ 

I  ni-k  iif  minr  the  U-v.  Imh^um  A"^  n^'  ">*•  irt^"-'  r*r 

111  «M-r  III'.!.!-.  I  {vrl  Wiih  |,-.k.,  «!„«■  |.fijMi,rt,  wrQ  mi^M 

A  .l.ii!l>tful  'j<i.->lii>n  uf  ilK  raaw  O''  ■'■"^"r  n'^'M'  ■  'I'y- 

Aiiil  iialun-,  .III  ii»-  Kt..»l—  , 
All  uiiHi'nl  iiiiliiin,  thut  liiue  flinf* 

Our  ii^iinH  HI..)  pl.^un-*  fruin  hi*  lamg*           ,  TIIR  WIDnwv  ?nyr. 

^^''"'  " "i  "I'lility—  I  „'„  nrt  iomw.  imattmm  wimlk 

AnI  i!mi,  m  n-iiu.n.  Iu]i[.ini-u  On Uu*.  thiM^rtj  toaak: 

B..1I1  i.f  ««■.■»[..■.  nnJ  .liin-ug  Burh  Mtrnol  rb**<  (1m  pl>M  of  dMk. 

li.i„|i.,l.l,.  lou-l^  Bu,  onij  ,„^  j„  g).,.^ 

Mv  W.V  «■..■.-  1.1  llif.ien  No  eralrful  mfluMirc  Jwd 

Tl,..  T.r.,;.r  of  il.'  (-■  .i„.plv  Ihi.-  ^'''iV'"^ ''1  '"■^r*.  "'^  ' 


Anit  iC  u  is  ihr  Affhaun'i  ami. 

A  i1iH-nil»linl  •^ut.  In  fnd 

1)11  rn=R.nrr.  n.ar  ■!•  itnt-~ 
Il  i<  i^irmsh,  lh.it  -h<-.  nhoni  tha« 


Kl-'  I  iiiiiclii  1-lii.i.'  ihrr  Dial  mv  t.fa  ^"-^  '""^  ""-^  '™'J  i™"*- 

IIui  Ui-ii  a  .liUnt  .ieh ;         '  , 
Vi'i.,  hi.';  fi.r  liiim  Ivt^iml  th»  Una 

Ouf  ]«ruim  ln..-.<l.  i.|i,..ir  lut  mina,  ■'='^';- 

A...I  ..ft  II  »  I  ..M  «,i,il,l  r  ui«..  T!...„a(,  1,..-  I  ,i,mk  In  llwr.  ■» , 

.M>  «..,1  li«l  lmi..».i«.>.l.'J  uiiTf.  gj^  «U  «Mj.,t,.,.,  ,h„  m.Bir'« 

r.i«wB.hitn..«-.r.;  Hlikrlhr  gnwr,  Thn  Ml  upM  M  Mf^-Mik* ; 


N  i.llf  M  that  E^LUI 


I  JilnlR-  Ihrr  i 
U'llh  H-ain 

Wilh  nunr 
IpUI,rl!,.,-:..,.l.fc.— 1,«»* 

Einhl.iT.i)ui  iMlbw  lit  J  ^mt. 
To  wliick.  A 4>mr  mtiMiMim^f 


RALPH  WALDO  EMERSON 


(Bant  liOi.) 


Waldo  Excr8ox«  one  of  the  most 
ithors  of  this  country,  was  born  in  Bos- 
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EACH  IN  ALL. 


inks  in  the  field  yon  red-cloak'd  clown 
•m  the  hill-top  looking  down ; 
iifer  that  lows  in  the  upland  farm 
lows  not  thine  ear  to  charm ; 
t  toHing  his  bell  at  noon 
t  that  great  Napolkoit 
orse,  and  lists  with  delight, 
files  sweep  round  yon  Alpine  height ; 
st  thou  what  argument 
thy  neighbour's  creed  hath  lent, 
ded  by  each  one ; 
fair  or  good  alone. 

be  sparrow's  note  from  heaven, 
at  dawn  on  the  alder  bough ; 
lim  home  in  his  nest  at  even, — 

the  song,  but  it  pleases  not  now, 
ot  bring  home  the  river  and  sky, 

my  ear,  these  sang  to  my  eye. 
e  shells  lay  on  the  shore — 
B  of  the  latest  wave 
s  to  their  enamel  gave, 
llowing  of  the  savage  sea 
ir  safe  escape  to  me. 
ay  the  weeds  and  foam, 
Y  sea-bom  treasures  home, 
)r,  unsightly,  noisome  things 
eir  beauty  on  the  shore, 
un,  and  the  sand,  and  the  wild  uproar, 
or  stream,  nor  bird  is  fair, 
3rd  is  beyond  compare. 

vatch'd  his  graceful  maid 

virgin  train  she  stray  *d, 
tier  beauty's  best  attire 
1  still  by  that  snow-white  quire. 

came  to  his  hermitage, 
rd  firom  the  woodlands  to  the  cage, — 
ichantment  was  undone, — 
ife,  but  faiiy  none. 


Then,  I  said,  "  I  covet  truth ; 

Beauty  is  unripe  childhood's  cheat ; 
I  leave  it  behind  with  the  games  of  youth ; 

As  I  spoke,  beneath  my  feet 

The  ground-pine  curl'd  its  pretty  wreath, 

Running  over  the  hair-cap  burs : 
I  inhaled  the  violet's  breath : 

Around  me  stood  the  oaka  end  firs : 
Pine-cones  and  acoma  lay  on  the  ground. 
Over  me  soared  the  eternal  sky 
Full  of  light  and  of  deity ; 
Again  I  saw — again  I  heard, 
The  rolling  river,  the  morning  bird : 
Beauty  through  my  senaea  stole^— 
I  yielded  myself  to  the  perfisct  whole. 


"GOOD-BYE,  PROUD  WORlJ) !' 


Gooi>-BTB,  proud  worid !     I'm  going  home , 
Thou  art  not  my  friend ;  I  am  not  thine : 

Too  long  through  weary  crowds  I  roam : — 
A  river  ark  on  the  ocean  brine. 

Too  long  I  am  toas'd  like  the  driven  foam 

But  now,  proud  world,  I'm  going  home. 

Good-bye  to  Flattery's  fawning  face ; 

To  Grandeur  with  his  wise  gprimace : 

To  upstart  Wealth's  averted  eye ; 

To  supple  office,  low  and  high ; 

To  crowded  halls,  to  court  and  street, 

To  frozen  hearts,  and  hasting  feet. 

To  those  who  go,  and  those  who  come,— 

Good-bye,  proud  world,  Im  going  home. 

I  go  to  seek  my  own  hearth-stone 
Bosom'd  in  yon  green  hills  alone ; 
A  secret  lodge  in  a  pleasant  land. 
Whose  groves  the  frolic  fairies  plann'd, 
Where  arches  green,  the  livelong  day 
Echo  the  blackbird's  roundelay, 
And  evil  men  have  never  trod 
A  spot  that  ia  sacred  to  thought  and  God. 
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O,  when  I  am  safe  in  my  sylvan  home, 
I  mock  at  the  pride  of  Giwcc  and  Rome ; 
And  wlic'ii  I  am  8treti*h*d  beneath  the  pinca 
Whnrc  the  e^'ening  star  w  hoiy  shines, 
I  luut;h  nt  the  lore  and  pride  of  man. 
At  tlic  tKiphiMt  Hcliooln,  ant!  tlie  learned  rian  ; 
Vor  wliut  are  they  all  in  their  Uii^h  conceit, 
NVhcii  man  in  the  hubh  witii  (jud  may  meet  T 


TO  THE  HrMHLE-BEE. 


FiiTK  hiimMe-liee  !  fiiir  humhie-hoe  ! 
\Vhen»  thtMi  art  in  rlimr  fi>r  me. 
Let  tlieni  wiil  for  P«>rtit  Kique, 
Kiir-otV  hi*:itri  throua:h  Keas  to  seek, — 
I  will  fit]  low  tht*e  all  mo, 
Thou  .iniin:ited  titrrid  zone ! 
/ii;-/.:i<4  htrrriT,  demTl  rlurrer. 
Lot  me  rh'.ise  lliy  w:i\in-j  lines. 
Keep  nie  nearer,  ine  thy  hearer, 
•!i!mf;in(^  over  Khrulw  and  vines. 

Flower-U»ll«, 
Hi»neyM  ri'lU, — 
The^  the  teiiU 
Which  he  frequents. 

Insert  lover  of  the  sun, 
Joy  of  thy  dt>ininion  ! 
Sailor  of  the  atniofiphcre. 
Swimmer  thnmish  the  waves  of  air, 
Vi IV Hirer  of  li?lit  and  noon, 
pjpicurean  of  Juno, 
Wait.  I  pritht>4*,  till  I  come 
Within  eanthitt  of  thv  hum,^ 
All  without  in  mart v nil im. 

When  the  iu>uth  wind,  in  May  days, 
With  A  net  iif  shilling  h.ue, 
Sil\i'r<«  the  liDriziin  wall. 
And  with  soAne4!i  tnui-hin;  all, 
TintM  the  Inini.iii  i'oiiritrn:inco 
With  a  I'oliuir  of  riMiriiii'c, 
Anil  infu^in^  suhtli*  hfiitM 
Turn!*  the  mhI  ii»  \iol<-t4. — 
Thmi  in  *unny  M.tlituili-s 
Kiiver  itf  the  undiTWiKnN, 
The  ifreen  ««iIiMiri*  i|'»»t  <l|xplaC6 
With  t!iy  n  14 'lit I w  hrt-i'/y  li.i"*. 

Hilt  mii1suni!ii(TV  |M*ttril  enine, 
Swerl  lit  lue  thy  drowsy  lune. 
Telliii:;  t»f  riiuiitli-s  ••uniiy  hiMim, 
LiMit;  d:iyH.  aiiil  h*hu\  I  -iiikic  of  Hitwers, 
Of  i^nltVi  of  Kwretiii'-^  wiih.iiit  Iniund 
In  Iiiili.in  wili!i'rne*iM'-»  fnun  I. 
Of  Syri.in  |NMre.  iniin>>rf.il  lii^urt*. 
Kinneiit  (-hitT.  and  hiftUhke  pleasure. 

Au'j^ht  nn*.ivoury  or  unrli*an 
H:ith  my  insert  ne\er  iwvn. 
Dut  violets,  and  hillierrk'  liells. 
Maple  Kip.  and  diitfiMleU. 
C'|i»%er.  ralchfly.  adderbtontrue. 
And  lirier-riHie.i  tlwelt  ainniiir. 
Al!  U<^iile  w:i4  unknown  wojite. 
All  waM  picture  a*  he  {Ktiw'd. 


Wiser  far  than  human  srrr, 
Yellow-breech'd  philos-jpber, 
SSeeini;  only  mliat  is  fair. 

Sipping  only  what  is  swrrC 
Thiiu  ditet  miick  at  fair  and  rare. 

Leave  the  chalT  and  Lake  the  whraL 
When  the  fierce  north- wewlrm  liU*t 
CimjU  M*a  and  land  mi  fiir  and  {aU, — 
Th«iu  aln*atly  slumt>errttt  drrp^ 
Wo  and  want  thou  enn»t  nulidrq' ; 
Want  and  wo  whi«-h  lurture  us. 
Thy  sltvp  makes  ritliculuua. 


THE  RIIonoRA. 
USES  ON  nci>o  jL'Kru  WHI.ME  b  THK  ru«ci 


N  May.  when  s«>a-winiU  pien*eil  our  s>Mt(riiiL 
I  found  the  freoli  KhiNlora  in  t!ie  wtMul*. 
Spreoilin?  itM  hMlli*ti4  Mimmmm  in  a  damp  n<»-  k. 
To  plea<M>  the  tlcMTt  and  tlii*  i»lu^?i*h  i*r\»'k , 
The  purple  ]m'IjU  f.illen  ill  the  }ii)ii| 

Millie  the  Mack  waters  with  ihrir  brantv  ;ai , 
Vouri';  Kiriiir.L  mi'jht  c-ivet  •urh  a  M-h->>! . 

The  livelv  p>how  lN>i;iii|ed  nn'  fr^m  my  wit. 
Rh'nioni!  if  the  Kiireii  a«k  thee  why 
'IMu<4  charm  it  wn^-tetl  on  the  niir«b  and  skv. 
l>«*ar.  till  theiii,  that  if  eves  were  mtiie  fur  ff.z, 

m 

Tlien  (itMiitv  i<t  it«  own  eicuM*  for  hnnff. 

Why.  thou  wert  then'.  O.  rival  of  tbe  mar' 
I  never  th>>ii::ht  to  :i<k.  I  ni\er  knew. 

liut  m  my  simple  ijrnorance  su^ifuMc  'ty 

Tlie  iii-lf:*aine  I'ower  that  !irtiu;!ht  me  thrrr,  br-*^r 


Tin:  snow-storm. 


A^^oi'^ci  ft  hy  all  the  trnmiiets  of  the  •kt 
Arrive*  tin*  -iiiiw.  anil  ilri\iiit;  oVr  the  f»r!i}«. 
Sii'riH  n<iwhere  to  Hli;;ht :  the  whitrd  air 
Hide*  hilN  .ind  woinl*.  t!ie  mer,  antl  the  hnv*- 
Ami  teiU  the  f.iriM-hnii«4*  at  the  caftlrn's  rr'. 
Tip'  "h-d  and  Iravi-Urr  «tiippM,  the  manrr'a  f*^ 
D*  liv'd.  :ill  frieM-li  -liul  out.  the  h'^ivenulr*  O 
Arouii'l  the  railiant  fire-pNce.  en^'Iixc^ 
In  a  turniilttiiMi*  privacy  of  iili»rm. 

Cotne  •»c«'  the  nurth-wind's  laafcx-.rT. 
Out  of  :iii  iiii'ttvn  ijn.irry  e\iT!n'»re 
Fiirin-h'd  »i*h  iilc  tin-  I'jfrce  .irt^fierr 
CurM'-  111-  white  lvi!«ti«>nii  with  |intj(v1n!  mif 
K'Kiuil  e\iTV  win-Uv.ird  «tiike.  or  trr«*.  or  di«tr. 
S|«'i-iliiii;.  the  iii\riail-han  !••!.  hi«  wild  work 
Si  f.ifiriful.  !Uf  !Ct«n-3*.  liouchl  rmrrm  hr 
K'»r  nirii!»-r  or  pro|Nirth»n.     M«»e»inc!r 

I  On  cit'ip  i>r  kennel  he  ban?*  Vanan  wrrath*; 

'  A  «xv.in-like  f«»rrn  in\e«t«i  the  hidilm  thorn: 

I   KilN  up  I'le  farmer's  lane  ffitin  nail  Ui  wall. 

{  MiUL^e  the  farmer'*  «ii;h^  and  at  the  plr 

I  A  t.qieriiiie  turret  »verto|Mi  the  wnrk. 
An<l  when  \n*  hours  arr  numbrr'd,  and  the 
N  all  hi-*  own.  retirinff.  a«  be  were  not. 
Le;iM'4.  when  the  sun  ap|«rarB,  astoaisliM  A!t 

■  To  mimic  in  hIow  strurturra.  stonr  Vv  rtoat. 

<  I)  111  It  in  an  aire,  the  m«]  wind's  nigbMrait. 
'J*he  frolic  architrrture  ct  the 
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THE  SPHINX. 

Tub  Sphinx  is  drowsy, 

Her  wings  are  furi'd, 
Her  ear  is  heavy. 

She  broods  on  the  world. 
"WhoTl  tell  me  my  secret 

Tlie  ages  have  kept  ? 
I  awaited  the  seer 

While  they  slumber'd  and  slept 

«  The  fate  of  the  manchild,— 

The  meaning  of  man, — 
Known  fruit  of  the  unknown, 

Daedalian  plan. 
Out  of  sleeping  a  waking. 

Out  of  waking  a  sleep^ 
Life  death  overtaldng, 

Deep  underneath  deep. 

**  Erect  as  a  sunbeam 

Upspringcth  the  palm ; 
The  elephant  browses 

Undaunted  and  calm ; 
In  beautiful  motion 

The  thrush  plies  his  wings, 
Kind  leaves  of  his  covert ! 

Your  silence  he  sings. 

"The  waves  unashamed 

In  difference  sweet. 
Play  glad  with  the  breezes. 

Old  playfellows  meet. 
The  journeying  atoms. 

Primordial  wholes, 
Firmly  draw,  firmly  drive. 

By  their  animate  poles. 

"  Sea,  earth,  air,  sound,  silence, 

Plant,  quadruped,  bird, 
Bv  one  music  enchanted. 

One  deity  stirr'd, 
Each  the  other  sdoming. 

Accompany  still. 
Night  veileth  the  morning, 

The  vapour  the  hill. 

"The  babe,  by  its  mother 

Lies  bathed  in  joy. 
Glide  its  hours  uncounted. 

The  sun  is  its  toy ; 
Shi  HI'S  the  peace  of  all  being 

Without  cloud  in  its  eyes, 
And  the  sum  of  the  world 

In  sofl  miniature  Ues. 

"  But  man  crouches  and  blushes. 

Absconds  and  conceals; 
He  cree|K'th  and  peep<3th. 

He  palters  and  steals ; 
Infirm,  melancholy, 

Jealous  glancinc:  around. 
An  oaf,  an  accomplice, 

He  poisons  the  ground. 

«  Outspoke  the  great  mother 

Beholding  his  fear ; — 
At  the  sound  of  her  accents 

Cold  shudder'd  the  sphere ;— - 


**  Who  has  drugged  my  bdy*!  cup. 
Who  has  mix'd  my  boy's  bread  1 

Who,  with  sadness  and  madness. 
Has  tum*d  the  manchild's  head!'  " 

I  heard  a  poet  answer 

Aloud  and  cheerfully, 
«  Say  on,  sweet  Sphinx ! — thy  dirges 

Are  pleasant  songs  to  me. 
Deep  love  lieth  under 

lliese  pictures  of  time. 
They  fade  in  the  light  of 

Their  meaning  sublime. 

**  The  fiend  that  man  harries 
Is  love  of  the  Best, 
Yawns  the  Pit  of  the  Dragon 
Lit  by  rays  from  the  Blest ; 
*   The  Lethe  of  Nature 
Can't  trance  him  again. 
Whose  soul  sees  the  Perfect 
Which  his  eyes  seek  in  vain. 

«  Profounder,  profounder 

Man's  spirit  must  dive : 
To  his  aye-rolling  orbit 

No  goal  will  arrive. 
The  heavens  that  now  draw  him 

With  sweetness  untold. 
Once  found, — for  new  heavens 
'    He  spumeth  the  old. 

«  Pride  ruin'd  the  angels, 

.  Their  shame  them  restores : 
And  the  joy  that  is  sweetest 

Lurks  in  stings  of  remorse. 
Have  I  a  lover 

Who  is  noble  and  free, — 
I  would  he  were  nobler 

Than  to  love  me. 

«  Eteme  aUemation 

Now  follows,  now  flies, 
And  under  pain,  pleasure, — 

Under  pleasure,  pain  lies. 
Love  works  at  the  centre 

Heart  heaving  alway. 
Forth  speed  the  strong  pulses 

To  the  borders  of  day. 

"  Dull  Sphinx,  Jove  keep  thy  five  wits ! 

Thy  sight  is  growing  blear ; 
Hemlock  and  vitriol  for  the  Sphinx 

Her  muddy  eyes  to  clear." 
The  old  Sphinx  bit  her  thick  lip, — 

Said,  "  Who  taught  thee  me  to  name  1 
Manchild!  I  am  thy  spirit; 

Of  thine  eye  I  am  eyebeam. 

«Thou  art  the  unanswer*d  question:^ 

Couldst  see  thy  proper  eye, 
Alway  it  asketh,  askpth. 

And  eftch  answer  is  a  lie. 
So  take  thy  quest  through  nature. 

It  through  thousand  natures  ply. 
Ask  on,  thou  clotlied  eternity, 

Time  is  the  false  reply." 
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L'piDae  dw  nrnj  Splun*, 

Aiul  rruui'h'il  an  nmrr  jti  atoiw, 
ftr  bo«>'J  inlo  ibi'  ktl'v'a  v\r*, 

She  Vap^i  inU  t)w  mm, 
8h*  (pirad  Into  ■  jHloit  riwA^, 

8be  flcnm'd  tn  hl.nHiin*  nil. 
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THE    POET. 


For  this  present,  hard 
Is  the  ibrtune  of  the  bard 

Bom  out  of  time ; 
All  his  accomplishment 
From  nature's  utmost  treasure  spent 

Booteth  not  him. 
"When  the  pine  tosses  its  cones 
To  tlie  song  of  its  waterfall  tones, 
He  speeds  to  the  woodland  walks, 
To  birds  and  trees  he  talks; 
Caesar  of  his  leafy  Rome, 
There  the  poet  is  at  home. 
He  goes  to  the  river  side, — 

Not  hook  nor  line  hath  he : 
He  stands  in  the  meadows  wide,-^ 

Nor  gun  nor  scythe  to  see ; 
With  none  has  he  to  do, 
And  none  to  seek  him, 
Nor  men  below, 

Nor  spirits  dim. 
What  he  knows  nobody  wants ; 
What  he  knows,  he  hides,  not  vaunts. 
Knowledge  this  man  prizes  best 
Seems  fantastic  to  the  rest ; 
Pondering  shadows,  colours,  clouds, 
Grass  buds,  and  caterpillars*  shrouds, 
Boughs  on  which  the  wild  bees  settle, 
Tints  that  spot  the  violets'  petal. 
Why  nature  loves  the  number  five, 

And  why  the  star-form  she  repeats  ;— 
Lover  of  all  things  alive, 

Wonderer  at  all  he  meets, 
Wonderer  chiefly  at  himself, — 

Who  can  tell  him  what  he  is ; 
Or  how  meet  in  human  elf 

Coming  and  past  eternities?  .... 
And  such  I  knew,  a  forest  seer, 
A  minstrel  of  the  natural  year, 
Foreteller  of  the  vernal  ides, 
Wise  harbinger  of  spheres  and  tides, 
A  lover  true,  who  knew  by  heart 
Each  joy  the  mountain  dales  impart ; 
II  secm'd  that  nature  could  not  raise 
A  plant  in  any  secret  place, 
In  quaking  bog,  on  snowy  hill. 
Beneath  the  grass  that  shades  the  rill. 
Under  the  snow,  between  the  rocks, 
In  damp  fields  known  to  bird  and  fox, 
But  he  would  come  in  the  very  hour 
It  ojjen'd  in  its  virgin  bower. 
As  if  a  sunbeam  showed  the  place, 
And  tell  its  long  descended  race. 
It  seem'd  as  if  the  breezes  brought  him, 
It  seem'd  as  if  the  sparrows  taught  him, 
As  if  by  secret  sight  he  knew 
Where  in  far  fields  the  orchis  grew. 
There  are  many  events  in  the  field. 

Which  are  not  shown  to  common  eyes, 
But  all  her  shows  did  nature  yield 

To  please  and  win  this  pilgrim  wise. 
He  saw  the  partridge  drum  in  the  woods. 

He  heard  the  woodcock's  evening  hymn, 
He  found  the  tawny  thrush's  broods. 
And  the  shy  hawk  did  wait  for  him. 


What  others  did  at  distance  hear. 

And  guess'd  within  the  thicket's  gloom, 

Was  showed  to  this  philosopher. 
And  at  his  bidding  seem'd  to  come. 


DIRGE. 


Knows  he  who  tills  this  lonely  field 

To  reap  its  scanty  com, 
What  mystic  fruit  his  acres  3rield 

At  midnight  and  at  morn  1 

In  the  long  sunny  aflemoon 

The  plain  was  full  of  ghosts, 
I  wander'd  up,  I  wander'd  down. 

Beset  by  pensive  hosts. 

The  winding  Concord  gleam'd  below, 

Pouring  as  wide  a  flood 
As  when  my  brothers,  long  ago, 

Came  with  me  to  the  wood. 

But  they  are  gone — the  holy  ones 
Who  trod  with  me  this  lonely  vale, 

The  strong,  star-bright  companions 
Are  silent,  low,  and  pale. 

My  good,  my  noble,  in  their  prime. 
Who  made  this  world  the  feast  it  was, 

Who  learn'd  with  me  the  lore  of  Time, 
Who  loved  this  dwelling-place ; 

They  took  this  valley  for  their  toy, 
They  play'd  with  it  in  every  mood, 

A  cell  for  prayer,  a  hall  for  joy. 
They  treated  Nature  as  they  would. 

They  colour'd  the  whole  horizon  round. 
Stars  flamed  and  &ded  as  they  bade, 

All  echoes  hcacken'd  for  their  sound. 
They  made  the  woodlands  glad  or  mad. 

I  touch  this  flower  of  silken  leaf 
Which  once  our  childhood  knew. 

Its  sod  leaves  wound  me  with  a  grief 
Whose  balsam  never  grew. 

Hearken  to  yon  pine  warbler. 

Singing  aloft  in  the  tree ; 
Hearest  thou,  O  traveller ! 

What  he  nngeth  to  me  t 

Not  unless  God  made  sharp  thine  ear 

With  sorrow  such  as  mine, 
Out  of  that  delicate  lay  couldst  thoo 

Its  heavy  tale  divine. 

<«  Go,  lonely  man,"  it  saith, 

"They  loved  thee  from  their  birth. 

Their  hands  were  pure,  and  pure  their  fidth« 
There  are  no  such  hearts  on  earth. 

«  Ye  drew  one  mother's  milk, 

One  chamber  held  ye  all, 
A  very  tender  history 

Did  in  your  childhood  fall. 

**  Ye  cannot  unlock  your  heart, 

The  key  is  gone  with  them ; 
The  silent  organ  loudest  chants 

The  master's  requiem." 
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TO  RHEA. 

Thkic.  dear  friend,  a  brothrr  aoothea, 

N(»t  with  flatteriesi.  but  truths 

Which  tariiiiih  not,  hut  jmrity 

To  litrht  which  dinw  the  nii»niinc'«  eye. 

I  l.avi-  cmne  from  the  iii»rin;j-woodi. 

From  the  fracrant  wilituiies: 

Li-t«*n  wh:il  the  po|»lur  tree 

All'!  miirmurinj  wat«'ni  rounsrllM  me. 
It'  wilh  li>vp  thv  heart  him  hiirn'd. 

If  thy  h>vf  1*  unreturnM, 

Huh'  t!i>  erirf  within  thy  hrea*l, 

'I'i.iiiiL'h  it  tear  thee  unexpn'jwM; 

For  wht'ii  lovo  hjK  once  iU-p.irte<! 

Fnmi  the  vyv*  of  the  falw-hearteJ, 

Ami  ouv  hy  one  ha*  torn  tt|T  quite 

'I'hi*  b.iii(hi:j;ei«  of  puriih-  li:;ht, 

'i'huu::li  thnu  Wert  the  Nivrtiefit 

F-  nn  the  ikiuI  liad  e^er  iIh-khM, 

'I'h'iu  hhidt  tvem,  in  v;iv\\  reply, 

A  \i\cn  to  hi«»  JiltfnMl  rye; 

Thy  aoWvsl  ph'sidin^*  «een»  too  Iwld, 

Thy  pr.i\  inu'  lute  will  Nrm  to  wold ; 

TIi<»n.:h  th>m  kept  the  Ntruiiihteat  road, 

Yi  t  tliou  erroit  fir  ant!  hroail. 
But  tht>u  Klialt  do  as  do  the  gods 

In  thrir  rloutileM  ]w*riiMlN ; 

Fi»r  of  thi*  lore  Ih'  thou  »urr — 

Though  thou  f»>nrcl,  the  r»m1"S  w-curc, 

For;***!  never  their  eommaiid, 

Hut  make  the  utatute  of  thin  land. 
Aii  thi-y  lead,  m>  folhiw  all, 

Vs\K'T  !»,iv«'  done,  evor  nhall. 
Warnim;  to  the  blind  and  deaf, 

"i'lH  written  on  tho  iron  leaf — 

\\  ho  dritikii  of  (^upiirii  nectar  cup, 

l.iivi>lh  downward,  am!  not  up; 

'J'lurrfon*.  who  lovrm  «»f  n«"l*  **'  men, 

>h.ill  not  hy  the  Ninie  lie  loved  a||aiu; 

Mi«  fiwri*thi':irt*4  idolatn- 

F.ills  ill  turn,  a  new  deijree. 

\\  hi-n  a  kihI  ix  oiire  U'^uilt-tl 

H\  Uauty  of  a  mortal  child. 

And  hy  Imt  railiant  youth  deli{;htei1. 

Ill-  i^  lint  liHird,  hut  warily  knoweth 

Hi<4  Iti^e  hlull  iii'^rr  U'  rripiitrd. 

All  i  tliUH  the  wiM'  IiiiMtitrtal  doeth. — 

'Ti»<  hio  !«tiiil\  and  d«-lii:lit 

T.I  lili'N-  th.ii  rr«uluri'  d.iy  and  nit^ht — 

Fiiun  ail  f\il<t  to  dcffiid  her, 

111  i.i-r  lap  t^i  |K>iir  all  oplrihlour, 

T.i  r.iti-:ii-k  c'lirth  f'»r  rii-lu-*  ran*, 

Aiul  b-trli  her  htarx  to  iti'i  k  hrr  Iiair ; 

Me  iiiivi-H  iiiu^ii'  Milh  hi'r  llnMiL'htM. 

Ami  siid.h'ii*  luT  with  lnM\i'iily  dnuhtu: 

All  er.ii'f.  ill!  m»iid.  hi«  i:riMit  hinrt  know*, 

l*iiilii<4>  ni  li>«e,  the  kiiii!  U-Mowit : 

S;i\iiu.  ••  Ili-iirkfn  !  earth.  M'a.  air  ! 

Till-  nii'iiumrnt  nf  my  di-^pair 

ltiii..l  I  to  ihr  AII-(»nh1,  AlNFair. 

N>>t  ti*r  .1  private  uimhI. 

Hut  I.  fruiii  iit\  iHulilude, 

AlU  It  iH'orn'd  an  none  wai  aconiM, 


Adorn  her  aa  waa  none  adoni'd. 

I  make  thi«  maiden  an  enaanpU 

To  Nature,  through  hrr  kingdiMna  va^. 

Whereby  to  model  newer  raccaii 

Statelier  furmti.  and  fiurer  faces; 

To  carry  man  to  new  defffvca 

Of  fwwer  and  of  conieliima* 

The^e  preaenta  be  the  hortauM 

Which  I  pjwn  for  my  rrlea«. 

See  to  th\((elf,  O  rniTewe ! 

Th.)u  art  lietu^r,  and  nol  wtine." — 

Ami  the  i;i^1,  ha^in;  iriven  all. 

Id  freed  forever  from  hU  thraU. 


TO  EV.\. 

On  fair  and  wtateW  maitl.  whoae  'J'* 
Were  kindled  in  llw  u{iper  akiea 

At  the  Kaine  torch  that  li;htnl 
For  mt  I  inu»t  interjiret  atill 
Thy  Kweet  d<  Ml  I  ill  ion  o'er  my  will. 

A  pvmiiathv  divine. 

Ah.  let  me  blameleM  iraie  upon 
Features  that  neem  at  heart  my 

Nur  fear  tin  Me  watchful  «enUiicU, 
Will  I  cituriii  the  more  their  fclancv  ibrl«iik 
(.'h:u<i4*-k:!<iwim;,  undemcith  tbrir  bda, 

Witli  lire  that  drawa  while  it 


THE  AMULET. 

Yot-R  picture  Nmilea  aa  firrt  it  amilcd; 

Tlie  rtni;  yi>u  Rave  ii«  ^lill  the  aame ; 
Your  letter  teilm  oh  chamong  chiU  ! 

No  till  in  ^11  since  il  came. 

(five  me  an  amulet 

That  kceiw  intelliicencc  with  yo« — 
Red  when  you  loVe,  and  runer  nd. 

And  when  you  love  not,  jmIc  mad  Ui 

Aia^  !  tliat  neither  U*nds  nor  wwa 

Can  certify  {MnineiMion : 
ToriiiiMit<«  me  utill  the  fear  that  law 

Died  in  itn  last  eipreasioo. 


THINK  EYES  STILL  SHI.N'EIX 

Tin^r  eyeii  utill  *hineil  for  me,  tboofh  far 
I  Iniiely  nt^eii  the  land  or  asa: 

A«  I  N'linld  yon  evenint;  star, 
Whirli  \et  lieholds  not  me. 

Thi4  morn  I  ciimb'd  the  misty  hilL 
And  rnJiiit-d  the  |ia»turea  ihrough; 

How  danced  thy  form  before  my  palk, 
Aiiiidft  the  deep-eyed  dew  ! 

When  the  riHl-binI  apread  hia  aabie  wia^ 
And  -hitw'd  hi*  «iile  of  flame 

Wlii'ii  the  riHrbud  n|<>n*d  t0  the 
In  bi>th  I  read  ihy  name. 


SUMNER    LINCOLN    FAIRFIELD. 


[Bora  U08.    DM  1844.] 


The  author  of  "The  Last  Night  of  Pompeii" 
was  bom  in  Warwick,  near  the  w^tem  border  of 
Massachusetts,  in  the  autumn  of  1803.  His  father, 
a  respectable  physician,  died  in  1806,  and  his  mo- 
ther, on  becoming  a  widow,  returned  with  two 
children  to  her  paternal  home  in  Worcester. 

Mr.  Fairfield  entered  Harvard  College  when 
thirteen  years  of  age;  but,  after  spending  two 
years  in  Uiat  seminary,  was  compelled  to  leave  it,« 
to  aid  his  mother  in  teaching  a  school  in  a  neigh- 
bouring village.  He  subsequently  passed  two  or 
three  years  in  Georgia  and  South  Carolina,  and  in 
1824  went  to  Europe.  He  returned  in  1826,  was 
soon  afterwards  married,  and  from  that  period  re- 
sided in  Philadelphia,  where  for  several  years  he 
conducted  the  "North  American  Magazine,"  a 
monthly  miscellany  in  which  appeared  most  of  his 
prose  writings  and  poems. 

He  commenced  the  business  of  authorship  at  a 
very  early  period,  and  perhaps  produced  more  in 
the  form  of  poetry  than  any  of  his  American  con- 
^temporaries.  "The  Cities  of  the  Plain,"  one  of 
his  earliest  poems,  was  originally  published  in 
England.  It  was  founded  on  the  history  of  the 
destruction  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah,  in  the  eigh- 
teenth and  nineteenth  chapters  of  Genesis.  The 
"Heir  of  the  World,"  which  followed  in  1828,  is 
a  poetical  version  of  the  life  of  Abraham.  It  is 
in  the  Spenserian  measure,  and  contains  some  fine 
passages,  descriptive  of  scenery  and  feeling.  His 
next  considerable  work,  « The  Spirit  of  Destruc- 
tion," appeared  in  1830.  Its  subject  is  the  deluge. 
Like  the  "  Cities  of  the  Plain,"  it  is  in  the  heroic 
verse,  in  which  he  wrote  with  great  faciUty.  His 
"Last  Night  of  Pompeii"*  was  published  in  1832. 
It  is  the  result  of  two  years'  industrious  labour,  and 
was  writtiMi  amid  the  cares  and  vexations  of  poverty. 
The  destruction  of  the  cities  of  Herculancum,  Pom- 
peii, Retina  and  Stabi8B,by  an  eruption  of  Vesuvius, 
in  the  summer  of  the  year  seventy-nine,  is  perhaps 
one  of  the  finest  subjects  for  poetry  in  modem  his- 
tory. Mr.  Fairfield  in  thLs  poem  exhibits  a  fa- 
miliar acquaintance  with  the  manners  and  events 
of  the  period,  and  his  style  is  stately  and  sustained. 
His  shorter  pieces,  though  in  some  cases  turgid  and 
unpolished,  are  generally  distinguished  for  vigour 
of  thought  and  depth  of  feeling.  An  edition  of  his 
principal  writings  was  published  in  a  closely-printed 
octavo  volume,  in  Philadelphia,  in  1841. 

The  first  and  last  time  I  ever  saw  Faibfikld 
was  in  the  summer  of  1842,  when  he  called  at 
my  hotel  to  thank  me  for  some  kind  notice  of  him 
in  one  of  the  journals,  of  which  he  supposed  me 

•  Mr.  Fairfield  accused  Sir  Edward  Bulwbr  Lyt* 
TOM  of  founding  on  this  poem  his  romance  of  the  "  Last 
Days  of  Pompeii." 
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to  be  the  author.  In  a  note  sent  to  my  apartment 
he  described  himself  as  "  an  outcast  from  all  hu« 
man  afifections"  except  those  of  his  mother  and  his 
children,  with  whom  he  should  remain  but  a  little 
while,  for  he  «  felt  the  weight  of  the  arm  of  Death." 
He  complained  that  every  man's  hand  had  been 
against  him,  that  exaggerated  accounts  had  been 
published  of  his  infirmities,  and  uncharitable  viewf 
given  of  his  misfortunes.  He  said  his  mother, 
who  had  "  been  abused  as  an  anno3ring  old  crone," 
in  the  newspapers,  for  endeavouring  to  obtain  sub- 
scribers for  his  works,  was  attending  him  from  his 
birth  to  his  burial,  and  would  never  grow  weary 
till  the  end.  This  prediction  was  verified.  About 
a  year  afterwards  I  read  in  a  published  letter  from 
New  Orleans  that  Fairfield  had  wandered  to 
that  city,  lived  there  a  few  months  in  soUtude  and 
destitution,  and  after  a  painful  illness  died.  While 
he  lingered  on  his  pallet,  between  the  angel  of 
death  and  bis  mother,  she  counted  the  hours  of 
day  and  night,  never  slumbering  by  his  side,  nor 
leaving  him,  until  as  his  only  mourner  she  had  fol- 
lowed him  to  a  grave. 

Not  wishing  to  enter  into  any  particular  exami- 
nation of  his  claims  to  personal  respect,  I  must  still 
express  an  opinion  that  Fairfield  was  harshly 
treated,  and  that  even  if  the  specific  charges  against 
him  were  true,  it  was  wrong  to  permit  the  private 
character  of  the  author  to  have  any  influence  upon 
critical  judgments  of  his  works.  He  wrote  much, 
and  generally  with  commendable  aims.  His  know- 
ledge of  books  was  extensive  and  accurate.  He  had 
considerable  fancy,  which  at  one  period  was  under  the 
dominion  of  cultivated  taste  and  chastened  feeling; 
but  troubles,  mostly  resulting  from  a  want  of  skill ' 
in  pecuniary  affairs,  induced  recklessness,  misan- 
thropy, intemperance,  and  a  general  derangement 
and  decay  of  his  intellectual  and  moral  nature.  I 
see  not  much  to  admire  in  his  poems,  but  they  are 
by  no  means  contemptible  ;  and  "  the  poet  Fair- 
field" had  during  a  long  period  too  much  notoriety 
not  to  deserve  some  notice  in  a  work  of  this  sort, 
even  though  his  verses  had  been  still  less  poeticaL 

Persons  of  an  ardent  temperament  and  refined 
sensibilities  have  too  frequently  an  aversion  to  the 
practical  and  necessary  duties  of  common  life,  to 
the  indulgence  of  which  they  owe  their  chief  ini»- 
fortunes  and  unhappiness.  The  mind  of  the  true 
poet,  however,  is  well  ordered  and  comprehensive, 
and  shrinks  not  from  the  humblest  of  duties. 
Fairfield  had  the  weakness  or  madness,  absurdly 
thought  to  belong  to  the  poetical  character,  which 
unfitted  him  for  an  honourable  and  distinguished 
life.  He  needed,  besides  his  "  some  learning  and 
more  feeUng,"  a  strong  will  and  good  aense,  to  be 
either  great  or  usefuL 
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DESTRUCTION  OF  POMPKII.' 

A  noAR,  as  if  a  myriad  thuiulcni  buret. 
Now  iiurtled  oVr  thf  hi'aveim,  aiid  the  deep  earth 
Shudd(T*d,  and  a  thick  nloriii  of  luva  hail 
RuHh*d  int«)  air,  to  iall  upon  the  world. 
And  low  the  lion  cowerM,  with  ft*arful  moani 
And  upturned  t'veM.andquivcrinK  liuihri.and  clut«.*h*d 
Tiio  i;ory  mind  inittinctivfly  in  fear. 
Tho  vrry  kouI  of  riili'n<t>  dird.  and  hrvath 
Tiiriiu:;h  the  ten  tiiouKand  p.dlid  li(M,  unfelt, 
St4)le  from  the  Htrirkcn  l>o«im4 ;  and  tliere  btood. 
With  fiU'c  uplifted,  and  r\eH  fixM  on  air, 
( Wiiirh  unto  him  wan  throni;*d  with  an^ri'I  forma,) 
The  (^hristian — waiting  the  hi^h  will  of  Heaven. 

A  wunderin?  wmnd  of  wailini(  a^ony, 
A  cry  of  ooniin^  horrur,  oVr  the  utrivt 
Of  tiiinhs  aroite,  and  sill  the  lurid  air 
Erho'd  the  tilirirks  uf  liojH-Ii-Hsni*Mi  and  death. 

"Ilcur  ye  not  miw  ?"  Naid  Paxma.  Death  is 
Ye  saw  llie  avalanche  of  fin"  dei44vnd  [lieru  I 

VcKUviiin  HtecfM,  and.  in  ita  k^iant  Ntren^;th 
8wii'p  i>n  to  Hen'uliinciim;  and  ye  cried, 
<It  thriMtri  not  U!«:  why  Hhould  we  lom*  the  N{iort! 
Thoutfh  thousand]*  {NTirih,  why  Hhould  we  refrain  V 
Your  Kirtter  city — the  mont  Iwautiful — 
G as|M  in  the  burnin:^  ocean — from  her  domes 
Fly  the  survivon*  of  her  |Mt>ple,  driven 
Before  the  tornMit-fli>tid'(  of  moltiMi  earth, 
With  desolation  red — and  oVr  her  i;ravo 
I'ne.irtlily  voiiHM  raise  the  heurt'ii  laiit  eries-^ 
« Fly,  fly!   O,  horror!  O,  my  son!   my  Mire!* 
The  hoanie  Khoutu  multiply;  without  the  mount 
Art>  a>;i>ny  and  death — within,  such  rage 
Of  fossil  fire  as  man  may  not  behold ! 
Hark!  the  destroyer  Mlumlters  not — and  now, 
He  your  thoolotncs  but  true,  your  Jora, 
Mid  all  hill  th undent  would  nhrink  )*ack  aghast, 
I.ixteniiii;  the  horrom  of  the  Titan*s  strife. 
The  lion  trembles ;  will  ye  have  my  blooil, 
Or  fliH».  ere  IIerculaneum*M  fate  is  youri?" 

Ve-siivius  answer'd :  from  its  pinnacles 
Clouds  of  far-flashini(  cinders,  lava  hhowcrs, 
Anil  wMs,  drank  up  by  the  abyss  of  fire, 
To  1m>  hurlM  forth  in  lM)ilinif  cnlaracfs. 
Like  niidni(;ht  mountains,  wrappM  inlii;htninffii,fcll. 
O,  then,  the  love  of  life !  the  Htrufftclin^  ruvh, 
The  rrii!»hin:*  conflict  »f  esraiw  !  few,  brief. 
Anil  ilire  the  wunls  delirious  fear  s{iakr  now,— 
One  th>Mulif.  one  actii»n  mw:i\'i1  the  tivsitinq  crowd. 
All  throii'^h  the  vomitt>ries  niiidlv  ^pruni;, 
And  t;it4s  on  ma«s  of  triMiililin;;  Immii;^  pressed, 
iri-ijiiiiLT  and  i^oailin:;.  with  tin'  (tava^ene^ks 
Tli.it  i*  the  child  of  d-inipiT.  like  llie  wavfs 
<M)  rvbilis  from  his  J:i:?.;in1  nM'ks  tlirows  di>wn, 
^Jinil^•d  in  niiiilnes4 — warriu:;  in  their  wrath. 
S.iriie  hWitonM,  and  were  trml  d  iwn  by  leifion  feel; 
>^i»iiir  cried  fi>r  mercy  to  the  unanswerinit  P>ds; 
SiMii'  >hriek*d  for  parti-d  frienils,  fon'ver  lost; 
And  •'oriie.  in  passion**  chaos,  with  the  yells 
Of  df><[NTation.  did  blaspheme  the  heavens; 

•  Kfuii  -Th*  |,,«t  Nifht  of  Pomppil  *'  Thw  ar^nm 
filliiMN  ili«  i|i>-triiriiiin  ttf  llrrriittn^iim.  Pa^va.  a 
C'liri-»:in,  r..i|,|,.||,nri|  hy  iMovchr,  m  tiniuflit  Inin  ihn 
f'fl- it-riil  irnia,  whi>n  a  vrw  mm  -linn  fruiii  Vr«u%iui 
ri't*-*  I  »ii«|»i-n»iiin  iif  the  priK-r,*i]incf. 


And  some  were  still  in  utteroeaa  of  wcl 

Yet  all  ti>ird  on  in  CremMinjr  waves  of  hfr 

Alon^  the  sutiU^rranean  ronilnra. 

Monientii  were  centuries  of  doubt  and  drrHl; 

Eai-h  breathin:;  obstacle  ■  hated  ihuis; 

E  ich  irampleil  wivtch  a  fotlaluol  lo  u'erlouk 

The  fitnMU'M  iiiiiltituilt*ii;  and  lemir,  n<iw, 

Uei^it  in  all  a  manioc  nithleMneM,-— 

For.  in  tin*  in.iilni'sis  of  their  a^iiiim, 

Patron;;  nn'n  cast  down  the  feeldr,  who  delay 'd 

'i'lirirfli;;!it;  and  in  iiilensonthriil«ifirs  wrrrrraa^l'ii. 

Aiiil  mothers  ni.idib'u'd  when  the  warni>r'«  t»<rl 

Pa«<iM  o'er  the  fun's  of  their  mhis  !    Thr  thraiif 

Pn*ssM  xm.  aiiil  in  the  ampler  amulm  miw 

Deheld.  n>  fltMMJs  of  human  life  rnU'd  In, 

Thf  iitttTi[i<>«t  tern>rs  of  the  destinrd  hour. 

In  ifoiy  \a|Niiirs  the  grrat  unn  went  dnwn: 

The  bn)iid.  ilark  si>a  heavii]  hkr  the  dyinff  hsm.*t. 

'Tween  earth  nnd  hea%'"n  hitrerins  o'n  ih^  p««e 

And  mimn'il  thnMi::h  all  its  walem ;  rrrrr  6-^ 

And  temple.  charrM  and  ch«ikeil  with 

Of  MUtricatiiiir  cinders,  •remM  the  home 

Of  tlit<  trinrnph-iiit  dcwtlatiir.  Death. 

One  dreadful  ulancr  sufTice«l. — and  tt  the  ae*. 

Like  Lyliiiin  winds,  breathing  de»|ijir.  Ihry  flcvL 

Natun-*N  ipiick  instinct,  in  mt>.t  aaiai^  >• 
Prophesii>s  d.in::»r  ere  man*s  ih-xi^hl  aw 
And  Mhrinko  in  tear  from  common 
Mwie  ijeiitle  by  it»  terror ;  ihu*.  n'rrawfft!. 
E'en  in  his  f.irnine's  fur\-.  bv  a  Power 
Brute  b«*iiit;s  m«»re  than  human  oft  ailorp. 
The  lii>n  lay.  his  quiverine  pawn  iHiUprrad. 
His  white  tivth  ima»hinK.  till  the  crushing 
Had  pasfi'd  the  corridors ;  then,  efanii^  up. 
His  ey«*s  imbunl  with  samiel  hjsht,  he  «ir 
The  crair*  and  fimnits  of  the  Apennine* 
(ileamini;  f.ir  otF.  ami.  with  the  eiuliinf  arv 
Of  home  and  lone  dominion,  at  a  bound 
He  leap'd  the  lofty  |ialiiia<les.  and  sprung 
A  lorn;  the  iipir.il  passaices.  with  howls 
Of  horror,  through  the  flying  multiluile% 
Fly  in;  to  ms  k  hi*  lonely  nitiuntain*Uir. 

From  evrr\  cril  «hrieks  burst;  h%en«s 
Like  bwt  child,  wanderinic  o*er  tlir  wdi] 
That,  in  dr«*p  bmHinesa,  niint^Irs  it«  voicv 
With  wailin-,;  winds  and  ntunninic  watrrialk; 
The  ciint  eli*phant.  with  mit«-hle««  Mnragt^ 
Struir.'Icil  aL'-iin<*t  the  |»<irtal  of  his  l«>niH, 
Ami  cMnii'i]  n'nl  pante«|;  and  the  kNtf^rtTs  ytfl. 
And  tiiTcr*"  jrowl.  with  all  vurrnundinf  ctys 
f)f  hniiMM  h'*rri)r  min7lei| ;  and  in  air, 
H|Mt(tin7  t!ii*  hiriil  heavens  anil  waitinc  pn^. 
The  evil  biril-  of  camair^  hunff  anil  w-alirh'd. 
As  rivi'iiin.r  hfiri  watch  oVr  the  mi«rr*« 
All  av\ful  •Miiiui!«i  of  heaven  and  earth  rarl 
Drtrkiie««i  )h  liiinl  the  PUli-(nd*«  rharioC  roli'd. 
Slironlirik!  ii>-triirtion,  nave  when  lolcaa  Cm 
Lifti-«I  tbi*  ("\A*.  to  {{lure  nn  aicuny  ; 
An>l.  whi'ii  a  moriient*f  terrible  irpose 
Fell  on  the  d'fp  ri>nvul«ions.  all  eiMilil  hew 
The  topp!inj  <  lifTs  evplitile  and  m«h  M.«fv,— 
Willie  MMiltitnilJnons  water*  from  the  »• 
In  x\  bir1p.»oU  t>iron^h  the channei'd  mount 
KiinHM.  nnd.  with  hivses  like  lh«idamn«^s 
Fell  in  the  mi::hfy  fumare  of  the  mounL 
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VISIONS  OF  ROMANCE. 

dark-browed  midnight  o'er  the  aliiinbermg 

vrorld 

ous  shadows  and  bcwildermg  throwi, 

)  tired  wings  of  human  thought  are  furl'dy 

ep  descends,  like  dew  upon  the  rose, — 

U  of  bliss  the  poet's  vigil  hour, 

>'er  him  elder  time  hath  magic  power  I 

iiis  eye  past  ages  stand  reveal' J, 
eudal  chiefs  held  lordly  banquettinga, 
poils  revelling  of  flood  and  field, 
their  vassals  proud,  unquestion'd  kings : 
lonour'd  minstrels  round  the  ample  board 
s  of  love  or  songs  of  battle  poured* 

ited  helmet,  with  its  broken  crest, 
ried  sabre,  and  the  shattered  shield 
>und  the  wainscot,  dark,  and  well  expreas'd 
Id,  fierce  pride,  which  scom'd,  unscathed,  to 
tures  there,  with  dusky  glory  rife,     [yield ; 
^  to  age  bore  down  stem  characters  ot  strife. 

>ng  lines  of  glorious  ancestry,  [walls, 

eyes  flash'd  o*er  them  from  the  gray,  old 
raven  quails  at  Danger's  lightning  eye  1 
rarrior  blenches  when  Ms  brother  falls  f 
tness  Cressy  and  red  Agincourt ! 
ih,  and  Bannockbum,  and  Marston  Moor  I 

g,  lone  corridors,  the  antler'd  hall, 
ssive  walls,  the  all-commanding  towers-^ 
revel  reign'd,  and  masquerading  ball, 
lu^  won  stem  warriors  to  her  bower»— 
;nt  grandeur  o'er  the  spirit  move, 
i  their  forms  of  chivalry  and  love. 

ce  of  centuries  bursts  upon  the  soul ; 
uried  ages  wake  and  live  again; 
ts  of  fame  and  deeds  of  glory  roll, 
d  for  ladye-Iove  in  knighthood's  reign; 
the  simple  state  of  olden  time 
8  a  garb  majestic  and  sublime. 

sl-clad  champion  on  his  vaulting  steed, 
jred  primate,  and  the  Norman  lord, 
Tless  maid,  awarding  valour's  meed, 
!  meek  vestal,  who  her  God  adored-^ 
]e,  the  pomp,  the  power  and  charm  of  earth 
ncy's  dome  of  living  thought  come  forth. 

st  is  o'er,  the  huntsman's  course  is  done, 
tnp  of  war,  the  shrill  horn  sounds  no  more ; 
uic  revellers  from  the  hall  have  gone, 
e  blast  moans  the  ruin'd  castle  o'er ! 
11  of  beauty,  and  the  pride  of  power 
iss*d  forever  from  the  feudal  tower. 

B  the  drawbridge  echoes  to  the  tread 
'd  knights,  o'ercanopied  with  gold ; 
>uldering  gates  and  cmmbling  archways 
J  waves  in  many  a  mazy  fold,       [spread, 
-liiefs  flashM  vengeance  from  their  lightning 
glance,  [lance, 

sp'd  the  brand,  and  couch'd  the  conquering 

geous  pageantry  of  times  gone  by, 
the  tournament,  the  vaulted  hall, 
I  its  glory  on  the  spirit's  eye, 
cy's  bright  and  gay  creations — all 


Sink  into  dust,  when  reason's  searching  glance 
Unmasks  the  age  of  knighthood  and  romance. 

Like  lightning  hurtled  o'er  the  lurid  skies, 
llieir  glories  flash  along  the  gloom  of  years ; 
The  beacon4ights  of  time,  to  wisdom's  eyes, 
O'er  the  deep-rolling  stream  of  human  tears. 
Fade !  fiule !  ye  visions  of  antique  romance  I 
Tower,  casque,  and  mace,  and  helm,  and  banoer'd 
lance! 


AN  EVENING  SONG  OF  PIEDMONT. 

Atx  Maria  I  't  b  the  midnight  hour. 
The  starlight  wedding  of  the  earth  and  heaven. 
When  music  breathes  its  perfume  from  the  flower. 
And  high  revealings  to  the  heart  are  given ; 
Soft  o'er  the  meadows  steals  the  dewy  air— 
Like  dreams  of  bliss ;  the  deep-blue  ether  glow% 
And  the  stream  murmurs  round  its  islets  fair 
The  tender  night-«ong  of  a  cbarm'd  repoae. 

Ave  Maria!  His  the  hour  of  love, 
The  kiss  of  rapture,  and  the  link'd  embrace. 
The  hallow'd  converse  in  the  dim,  still  grove. 
The  elysium  of  a  heart-revealing  face, 
When  all  ii  beautiful — for  we  are  bless'd. 
When  all  is  lovely — for  we  are  beloved, 
When  all  is  silent — ^for  our  passions  rest, 
When  all  is  fiuthful — ^for  oar  hopes  are  proved. 

Ave  Maria !  't  is  the  hour  of  prayer. 
Of  hudi'd  communion  with  ourselves  and  Heaven, 
When  our  waked  hearts  their  inmost  thoughts 

declare, 
High,  pure,  far-searching,  like  the  light  of  even; 
When  hope  becomes  fruition,  and  we  feel 
The  holy  earnest  of  eternal  peace. 
That  bids  our  pride  before  the  Omniscient  kneel, 
That  bids  our  wild  and  warring  passions  cease. 

Ave  Maria !  soft  the  vesper  hymn 
Floats  through  the  cloisters  of  yon  holy  pile. 
And,  mid  the  stillness  of  the  night-watch  dim. 
Attendant  spirits  seem  to  hear  and  smile ! 
Hark !  hath  it  ceased  ?    The  vestal  seeks  her  cell, 
And  reads  her  heart— a  melancholy  tale ! 
A  song  of  happier  years,  whose  echoes  swell 
O'er  her  lost  love,  like  pale  bereavement's  waiL 

Ave  Maria !  let  our  prayers  ascend 
From  them  whose  holy  offices  afford 
No  joy  in  heaven— on  earth  without  a  friend- 
That  tme,  though  faded  image  of  the  Lord  ! 
For  them  in  vain  the  face  of  nature  glows, 
For  them  in  vain  the  sun  in  glory  bums. 
The  hollow  breast  consumes  in  fiery  woes. 
And  meets  despair  and  death  where'er  it  turns. 

Ave  Maria  f  in  the  deep  pine  wood. 
On  the  clear  stream,  and  o'er  the  azure  skj 
Bland  midnight  smiles,  and  starry  solitude 
Breathes  hope  in  every  breeze  that  wanders  by. 
Ave  Maria !  may  our  last  hour  come 
As  bright,  as  pure,  as  gentle.  Heaven !  as  this ! 
Let  faith  attend  us  smiling  to  the  tomb. 
And  life  and  death  are  both  the  heirs  of  bliss  t 
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Trk  family  of  the  author  of  ^Grraldine"  vn  one 
of  the  moMt  anrirnt  anti  rrnpectable  in  Mamachu- 
M'ttii.  Ilifi  anceAtoni  were  amnnff  the  eariiest  aet- 
tliTri  of  Bi>ittoii ;  anil  his  f^^ndfatlier,  aa  pmddent 
of  the  Council,  wum  for  a  time  uctint^  (^vernor  of 
the  ritate,  on  the  dtrath  of  thr  eU>cte(l  chief  mafpa- 
tnitc.  Hid  father,  Thomah  Dawkk,  wan  for  ten 
yoani  one  of  the  aiwociatc  juilgea  of  the  Hupreme 
C^)urt  of  MiiftMU'huiH'ttjt,  antl  waa  diNtin^ijihetl 
anionic  the  advocati'it  of  the  Federal  Coniititution, 
in  \hv  Ktalc  convention  culli*d  for  ita  conaiileration. 
lie  woM  a  aound  lawyer,  a  man  of  ffreat  independ- 
ence oi  character,  ami  wan  diritim^uirihed  for  the 
brilliancy  of  hin  wit,  and  for  many  useful  qualitie*.* 

Kirri'M  D4WKti  was  bom  in  BoMton,  on  the 
twentv-Hixth  of  Januarv,  1H03,  and  waa  the 
youni^CKt  but  one  of  nixtivn  children.  He  entered 
H:ir>-:inl  C/olIeffe  in  1H'20 ;  but  in  comiequence  of 
cl.'iHrt  dirtturbanccN.  antl  iiiKultordi nation,  of  which 
it  waa  allerwanl  Khown  he  wan  f:drie|y  accuned,  he 
wnfl  comiK'lU'd  to  leave  that  institution  without  a 
decree.  ThiH  indiunity  he  rctaliateil  by  a  aevere 
Kitire  on  the  mont  prominent  memltera  of  the 
faculty — the  fimt  poem  be  ever  publiahed.  He 
then  cnteretl  the  offictr  of  General  William  Si-l- 
MVAH,  aa  a  law-student,  and  waa  aulwequently 
ndniittcd  a  member  of  the  Suffolk  county  bar. 
He  h.ii«  however  never  pursued  the  practice  of  the 
Ic^.d  profession,  havinir  l>een  attracted  by  other 
pursuits  more  congenial  with  his  fet'linini. 

In  18**9  he  waa  married  to  the  third  daughter 


of  Chief  Juatico  Cbaxcii.  of  Wufaindna.  la 
IA30  he  publisbfx]  *•  The  Valley  of  the  >Mha«  ri. 
and  other  Poems."  anme  of  which  bad  apfvArwd 
orik^inally  in  tbe  (*anibridffe  ••  Cnitrd  Staigw  !.:#• 
nirv-  (■:i7i-tfe;*'  and  in  1S39,  ••Athmia  of  iHii  » 
cuh/'  "Geraldine,"  and  hia  miarrllanroua  pivt^^ 
writintrs.  His  last  work.  ••Nix's  Matr.**  an  hi-L> 
rical  romance,  appeared  in  the  Miuwinc  yrur. 

With  Mr.  Dawc«  p<ietr}-  arriiia  tn  bate  l«#"i  ■ 
paasion.  which  is  faat  sulinidinK  aiid  |i«iiic  :'-w 
to  a  love  of  philoai>phy.  He  haa  brrn  aaMi  i>  *« 
a  disciple  of  Colf at  111*1,  but  in  iraliiy  »  m  ct^ 
voUil  follower  of  SwanKxanas;  and  lo  this  indo' 
ence  muM  lie  asi'riU-il  the  air  of  fnysUcs«iB  ^t^k 
per^aiU-H  his  later  pnMluctions.  Hr  baa  ff^--f&  t.af 
to  time  e<lit«tl  several  legal,  literary,  and  pW.r^-a^ 
works,  anil  in  the  last  has  khnwn  himvll  b»  ^  ab 
adhen*nt  to  the  princip|i*s  of  the  old  Frdrral  fmry. 
As  a  (M»et,  his  stain lin^  is  yet  un«ettM.  t:«^ 
beint;  a  wide  dilfcn'nce  of  opinion  irsyiwtin^  r^ 
writings.  His  versification  is  ^eiirralJy 
correct,  and  in  si>me  pieces  he  exhiUla 
ble  imagination. 

In  the  winU-r  of  1M40-41.  he  dehTCitd  a 
of  l«*cturea  in  the  city  of  New  York,  \mian  ite 
American  Institute,  in  which  be  ronbalfti  fte 
principlt^  of  the  Fn*nch  eclectica  and  U^  Tna- 
flcendentalists,  contending  that  their  philoanf^i  a 
only  a  suldimated  natural  one,  and  vrrt  iu  !i^ 
move«l  from  the  true  ay  stem  of  cauaea,  and 
ine  spirituality. 


^MMMMMM»««*M«^^M^iM^^kM^^>MM. 


LANCASTER. 

Tiir.  Queen  of  >fay  has  bound  her  yirsin  brow, 
And  hunii:  with  bli»iS4>m4  every  fruit-trre  tmui^h ; 
Thi»  swei'l  Southwest,  nnionc  the  early  flowera, 
Wlii<|HT?«  the  ci>min:;  of  deli:*lite(l  hour*, 
Wliile  binls  within  the  heripimr  foli:tcr,  nm% 
Tht'ir  Ml  u<«ic- welcome  to  ret  urn  in  q:  Sprini^. 

O.  Niiture !  lovelie-tl  in  thy  en-en  atlire— 
Divir  tnotbcr  of  the  p:i<iiitn>kinillins  lyre; 
Tliou  who.  ill  early  dny*.  uplnl'itt  me  where 
The  n)i>iiiit:iin'«  freeze  n!Mtvr  tbe  summer  air; 
Or  i-.irri!«t  Miv  wnnilcriii?  wav  U'*>iile  the  i<trenms. 
Til  Wiifch  tb''  !»nb!»!i*'i  ns  they  m*><*kM  my  dreams, 
Ije;iil  me  :min  thy  flowery  ]»ath<  am»n{{. 
To  *tius  i»f  native  «4'eiie«  as  yet  un«un'i2 ! 

1)e;ir  I«:incaster !  thy  fond  remembnnce  bringa 
Tbini;;hts.  like  the  music  of  .IColian  strimr*. 


II 


•  I(^  IS  rl.iflMi'il  hv  Mr.  Krrmj.  nmntir  ih'  ^nn-rKin 
piM*!*  :  mill  in  ihi*  ll<»iik  nf  •' !*;<rr I 'iirn*"  |Hibh*h»^  hy 
hirii  arr  ci%pn  pmnr  (Km^iifr*  nf  his  **Ls«r  givca  on 
KitiHi,"  |Hitili«liPil  III  B«iiiiin  In  ITT7. 


When  the  hu«hM  wind  breathe*  only  aa  it 
Wliile  tearful  I^ove  hi*  anxiona  vicil  k«r|ia: — 
Wlien  pn>ssM  with  erief.  or  satnl  with  Iha  t^^ 
Th:it  I'li»asun''«  p:i'je:int  offem  here  Kelear. 
Miil«t  scenes  of  heanless  mirth  or  joylrna  tW. 
How  oft  my  achintt  bi*art  has  tum'd  lo  iber. 
And  li\ed  a:riin.  in  nieniori-*s  mret  rrcfaa. 
Tbe  innocence  of  youthful  ha|ipinr«a! 

In  iitV'ii  dull  dn^am.  when  want  of  aonhJ  c*' 
('lintri  to  our  U-ms  with  its  cankering  cbam. 
Wlirti  lofty  thi*in*btri  are  cnmp'd  to  stiM«p  br»« 
The  \ile.  ruik  witsU  tliat  in  thtir  path* ay  r*^- 
Will)  would  not  turn  amidst  the  darkrn'd  wrr«. 
To  MieinitritNl  «|i.itH  wherr  snnbrama  intrfrenr. 
Anil  lUvi'II  with  foiiilnew  nn  the  j^nims  bnorm. 
When  youth  built  up  hi«  pleaauri^fam 

N>iw.  wliile  the  niiiMC  of  the  frathrr'd 
Rinz<  uhi-re  the  «helterine  Moanncna  wal 
W  ■    'I  dew H'visl  I.iivr  Im^ks  Irndrrnrai^  and  ifvaU 
A      <-nt  l.injii.ii;e  with  hu  mantlinx  cbwka; 
I     liiik  iif  tli<Mt>  delicious  mnmrnta  fart. 
Which  joyleaa  age  shall  divaoi  of  to  lb*  latf ; 
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As  now,  though  fiur  removed,  the  Muae  would  tell, 
Though  few  may  listen,  what  she  loved  so  well. 

Dear  hours  of  childhood,y  outh's  propitious  spring, 
When  Time  fann'd  only  roses  with  his  wing. 
When  dreams,  that  mock  reality,  could  move 
To  yield  an  endless  holiday  to  Love, 
How  do  ye  crowd  upon  my  feverM  brain, 
And,  in  imagination,  live  i^ain ! 

Lo !  I  am  with  you  now,  the  sloping  green. 
Of  many  a  sunny  hill  is  freshly  seen ; 
Once  more  the  purple  clover  bends  to  meet. 
And  shower  their  dew-drops  on  the  pilgrim's  feet ; 
Once  more  he  breathes  the  fragrance  of  your  fields. 
Once  more  the  orchard  tree  its  harvest  yields. 
Again  he  hails  the  morning  from  your  hills. 
And  drinks  the  cooling  water  of  your  rills. 
While,  with  a  heart  subdued,  he  feels  the  power 
Of  every  humble  shrub  and  modest  flower. 

O  thou  who  journey  est  through  that  Eden-clime, 
Winding  thy  devious  way  to  cheat  the  time. 
Delightful  Nashaway !  beside  thy  stream. 
Fain  would  I  paint  thy  beauties  as  they  gleam. 
Eccentric  river !  poet  of  the  woods ! 
Where,  in  thy  far  secluded  solitudes. 
The  wood-nymphs  sport  and  naiads  plash  thy  wave. 
With  charms  more  sweet  than  ever  Fancy  gave ; 
How  oft  with  Mantua's  bard,  from  school  let  firee, 
Tve  conn'd  the  silver  lines  that  flow  like  thee, 
Couch'd  on  thy  emerald  banks,  at  full  length  laid. 
Where  classic  elms  grew  lavish  of  their  shade. 
Or  indolently  listened,  while  the  throng 
Of  idler  beings  woke  their  summer  song ; 
Or,  with  rude  angling  gear,  outwatched  the  sun. 
Comparing  mine  to  deeds  by  Waltoit  done. 

Far  down  the  silent  stream,  where  arching  trees 
Bend  their  green  boughs  so  gently  to  the  breeze. 
One  live,  broad  mass  of  molten  crystal  lies. 
Clasping  the  mirror'd  beauties  of  the  skies ! 
Look,  how  the  sunshine  breaks  upon  the  plains ! 
So  the  deep  blush  their  flatter'd  glory  stains. 

Romantic  river !  on  thy  quiet  breast, 
W^hile  flash'd  the  salmon  with  his  lightning  crest. 
Not  long  ago,  the  Indian's  thin  canoe 
Skimm'd  lightly  as  the  shadow  which  it  threw; 
Not  long  ago,  beside  thy  banks  of  green, 
The  night-fire  blazed  and  spread  its  dismal  sheen. 

Thou  peaceful  valley  !  when  I  think  how  £ur 
Thy  various  beauty  shines,  beyond  compare, 
I  cannot  choose  but  own  the  Power  that  gave 
Amidst  thy  woes  a  helping  hand  to  save, 
When  o'er  thy  hills  the  savage  war-whoop  came, 
And  desolation  raised  its  funeral  flame ! 

'T  is  night  I  the  stars  are  kindled  in  the  sky. 
And  hunger  wakes  the  famished  she-wolf's  ciy. 
While,  o'er  the  crusted  snow,  the  careful  tread 
Betrays  the  heart  whose  pulses  throb  with  dread ; 
Yon  flickering  light,  kind  beacon  of  repose ! 
The  weary  wanderer's  homely  dwelling  shows, 
Where,  by  the  blazing  fire,  his  bosom's  joy 
Holds  to  her  heart  a  slumbering  infant  boy ; 
While  every  sound  her  anxious  bosom  moves, 
She  starts  and  listens  for  the  one  she  loves ; — 
Hark!  was't  the  night-bird's  cry  that  met  her 

ear, 
Curdling  the  blood  that  thickens  with  cold  fearl — 


<«  Again,  O  God !  that  voice^'tis  his !  'tis  his !" 
She  hears  the  death-shriek  and  the  arrow's  whiz, 
When,  as  she  turns,  she  sees  the  bursting  door 
Roll  her  dead  husband  bleeding  on  the  floor. 

Loud  as  the  burst  of  sudden  thunder,  rose 
The  maddening  war-cry  of  the  ambush'd  foes ; 
Startling  in  sleep,  the  dreamless  infant  wakes. 
Like   morning's   smile  when  daylight's  slumber 

breaks; 
"  For  mercy  !  spare  my  child,  forbear  the  blow !" 
In  vain ; — the  warm  blood  crimsons  on  the  snow. 

O'er  the  cold  earth  the  captive  mother  sighs. 
Her  ears  still  tortured  by  her  infant's  cries ; 
She  cannot  weep,  but  deep  resolve,  unmoved. 
Plots  vengeance  for  the  victims  so  beloved ; 
Lo !  by  their  fire  the  glutted  waniors  lie, 
Locked  in  the  death-sleep  of  ebriety, 
When  from  her  bed  of  snow,  whence  slumber  flew. 
The  frenzied  woman  rose  the  deed  to  do ; — 
Firmly  beside  the  senseless  men  of  blood, 
With  vengeful  arm,  the  wretched  mother  stood ; 
She  hears  her  groaning,  dying  lord  expire, 
Her  woman's  heart  nerves  up  with  maddening  fire. 
She  sees  her  infant  dashed  against  the  tree, — 
'Tis  done ! — the  red  men  sleep  eternally,      [now. 

Such  were  thy  wrongs,  sweet  Lancaster !  but 
No  spot  so  peaceful  and  serene  as  thou ; 
Thy  hills  and  fields  in  checker'd  richness  stand. 
The  glory  and  the  beauty  of  the  land. 

From  calm  repose,  while  glow'd  the  eastern  sky, 
And  the  firesh  breeze  went  fraught  with  fragrance  by. 
Waked  by  the  noisy  woodbird,  free  from  care, 
"What  joy  was  mine  to  drink  the  morning  air ! 
Not  all  the  bliss  maturer  life  can  bring, 
When  ripen'd  manhood  soars  with  strengthen'd 

wing,— 
Not  all  the  rapture  Fancy  ever  wove. 
Nor  less  than  that  which  springs  from  mutual  love. 
Could  challenge  mine,  when  to  the  ravish'd  sense 
The  sunrise  painted  God's  magnificence ! 
George-hill,  thou  pride  of  Nashaway,  for  thee, — 
Thyself  the  garden  of  fertility, — 
Nature  has  hung  a  picture  to  the  eye. 
Where  Beauty  smiles  at  sombre  Majesty. 
The  river  winding  in  its  course  below,        [grow. 
Through  fertile  fields  where  yellowing  harvests 
The  bowering  elms  that  so  majestic  grew, 
A  green  arcade  for  waves  to  wander  through ; 
The  deep,  broad  valley,  where  the  new-mown  hay 
Loads  the  fresh  breezes  of  the  rising  day, 
And,  distant  far,  Wachusett's  towering  height. 
Blue  in  the  lingering  shadows  of  the  night, 
Have  power  to  move  the  sternest  heart  to  love. 
That  Nature's  loveliness  could  ever  move. 

Ye  who  can  slumber  when  the  starlight  fades, 

And  clouds  break  purpling  through  the  eastern 

shades, 

Whose  care-worn  spirits  cannot  wake  at  mom, 

To  lead  your  buoyant  footsteps  o'er  the  lawn, 

Can  never  know  what  joy  the  ravish'd  sense 

Feels  in  that  moment's  sacred  influence. 

I  will  not  ask  the  meed  of  fortune's  smile. 

The  flatterer's  praise,  that  masks  his  heart  of  guile, 

So  I  can  walk  beneath  the  ample  sky, 

And  hear  the  birds'  discordant  melody, 

z3 
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And  floe  rcvivinir  ^prinf^.  and  Summrr*!  gloom. 
And  Autumn  liendinf;  oVr  hifl  iry  tiimh. 
And  hoary  Winter  pile  his  snowy  driftii; 
For  the«e  to  nu*  nn*  Fortune*!  hii^heat  giftii; 
And  [  have  found  in  (Mior,  neglected  Hovi-ers, 
('onijmnioniihip  for  many  weary  houni ; 
And  hitrh  ahovr  the  niountain*8  crpid  of  mow, 
Coniinunrd  with  Httirni-eloudii  in  their  wrath  lielow; 
And  whi-n*  the  vuult  of  heavrn,  from  aonie  vaiit 

height 
(■n'w  hlark.  QM  fell  the  nhailowa  of  the  nicht. 
Where  tlic  nlan«  mi'in  to  rome  to  vou,  I've  woo*d 
'I'hc  irnindrur  of  the  fearful  wilitude. 
Frmn  hucIi  rtim  in  union,  feelinint  often  riiie, 
Til  iruiinl  the  lieart  inid«t  life*8  |»eq>lexitieK, 
liiuhtint!  a  heiivi>n  within,  whtwc  dWii-felt  joy 
CoiniN-nfmtes  well  tor  S)m>w'H  dark  alloy, 
'i'hen.  thnush  the  worliliy  rhide,  ami  wealth  deny, 
And  pnssion  r<in(|u<T  when*  it  fain  would  fly, 
Thoui;h  friend  i*  x  i>u  lovr  N't  ray .  while  thew:  are  left. 
The  heart  ran  ne\er  wh(»llv  l>e  lM*n'ft. 

IlanI  hy  yon  iriant  elm,  whoHe  branchea  a]iread 
A  ruKtIinff  rob«»  of  teavm  alnive  your  head ; 
Where  wfnri'  travel  ler<,  from  noonday  heat, 
Heneath  the  ho^ipitahle  Hhade  retreat, 
'I'he  «rhool-hou!«e  nM*t  the  utrantrer'a  huay  eye, 
Who  turned  to  fraze  asain.  he  knew  not  whv. 
Thrice  lovely  n\Ml !  where,  in  the  clajwic  upring. 
My  younq:  ambition  dippM  her  fever'd  winf:. 
And  drank  unt«een  the  xinion  and  the  fire 
'I^hnt  lin^uk  with  quench teiM  ^lory  from  the  lyre ! 
Ainidrtt  thv  wealth  of  art,  fair  Italv  f 
While  (leniuR  warmit  heneath  thv  cloudletw  aky, 
Art  oNt  the  wakinc:  marble**  polinheil  mould 
The  Hculptor  brrathea  I'TnMALion*4  prayer  of  old, 
MiH  heart  nhall  iteml  a  frei]uent  aiich  to  rove, 
A  pil;;rim  to  the  birth-place  of  hia  love ! 

And  can  I  e'er  fonn-t  that  halloweil  apot. 
Whence  uprincru  a  charm  that  may  not  he  forgot ; 
When*,  in  a  emve  of  elm  and  iiycamore, 
The  iKiMtor  show'd  hix  hiMpitable  doi>r. 
And  kinilncfrt  «hone  mo  constantly  to  bleaa 
1'hat  Nweel  iifioile  of  |H*ace  and  liappineaH  ? 

The  imken  bucket — where  I  atoiip'd  to  drink 
Tin*  cry«.t.d  water,  tremblimr  it  the  brink, 
Wliirh  through  the  luilid  rock  in  c<ildne«a  flow'd. 
While  rreukeil  the  ponderou*  lever  with  ita  load; 
The  diiry — where  m>  nnny  moinenln  flew. 
With  half  the  d:iintie<i  of  the  M>il  in  view;    [care, 
Wiien'  the  liroail  pan*  npn-atl  out  the  milkmaid'a 
To  fet>d  the  busy  churn  that  laliour'd  there; 
Tlie  i;:ir«len — where  Hiich  nealne**  mi*t  the  eve, 
A  hlriiiiier  couM  n«*t  |M»<i  unhe«ilini;  by  ; 
Thi>  ori'hard — and  the  _\elli>w-mHn(leil  lielda, 
Kacli  in  ill*  turn  wmie  deir  remembrance  yiebU. 

Ve  who  can  minzle  with  the  ffhtlerine  crowd. 
Where  Mamiuitn  ^trul«  in  rival  <piendtiur  proud ; 
Whi>  pa-tH  your  diyn  in  heartier*  fajihion'ii  round, 
Aiiil  In>w  with  hatrctl.  where  ye  (ear  to  wound; 
Aw.iy  !  x\n  flatterer'*  voii-e,  nor  cowanl'a  aneer, 
< '.in  tirul  a  welcome,  or  an  altar  here. 
Hut  ye  who  tiMtk  beyiHid  the  citmm«Hi  ken, 
^*«•lf-llr^elalt^•^l  when  ye  judge  of  men. 
Willi.  ci»n«ciim*  of  defects,  can  hurrv  hr 
Fault*  that  lay  claim  upon  your  rharity ; 


Who  feel  that  thrilling  viaieo  of  llw  sbvI 
Which  looka  ihroufHi  fnth  Keyoad  m  earthly  raai 
And  will  not  vet  rrfuae  the  liororlv  raw 
Which  every  heiriR  Uiarra.  or  oadll  to  rfiafv : 
Appnnich  !  the  home  of  liooilnrMi  w  your  i^n. 
And  fuch  a*  ye  are  worthy,  mteh  atnoe. 

When  fiilence  hunc  u|ion  the  HAMiatb**  ■»:>. 
And  noiM-leo-H  fiHitMe|4i  |ianil  the  aai  ml  ai*^. 
When  heartfl  united  wnke  the  »uppliaiit  Uv . 
And  hnp]>y  fucr*  bleNi'd  the  holy  clay  : 
<>.  Nature!  ri.uld  thy  wor»hi|ipeT  hate  «^an'4 
Hiirli  joy.  a*  then  Ufion  hi»  hoMtm  ihrrvti^ ; 
When  feeling*,  eien  a*  the  pnnllrw  •haw. 
Wen*  harnib'Hit.  cuilele**  aa  a  child  ran  ki»-'W  - 
Or.  if  tliey  ^wer^i^l  from  rifht.  were  pliani  •t:'L 
To  fiilbiw  \  irtiie  from  the  |iath  of  ill  * 
No!  when  the  niornini; 'a  obi.  the  mitfl  will  rue 
To  cliMiil  the  fairi>t  minimi  of  our  eye*; 
A  a  ho|N>i«  tiMi  lirtchtly  formed  in  rainlhw  dyrm. 
A  moment  charm — then  iani*h  in  the  ^kira  * 

Sweet  hour  of  holy  rent,  to  nwrlala  et«ra. 
To  ]»aint  with  lo\e  the  fairr«>t  way  to  brm^e-^ : 
When  from  the  i^acnfl  liook  i  nil  ruction  ram* 
With  fefAiil  eliwpienci*  and  kindhnc  flame. 
No  myotic  ritr*  wen*  there;  to  lion  alntir 
Went  ii]i  the  irrati-ful  ht*art  before  hi*  thn«ff*e 
While  Mileinn  irithem*  from  the  tvrxr^n  pmir'J 
Tliank«ci^ini;  to  the  htch  and  only  l.««i». 

liO !   where  yon  rottape  whileni  ihrooch  t!w 
CTeen. 
The  liixelie^t  feature  of  a  matchleaa  arvoe; 
DeiMMih  itn  chad  In?  elm.  with  faoua  fear. 
An  asrr«|  mother  draw*  her  rhiblnen  near; 
While  from  the  Holy  Word,  with  eariwt  ai". 
She  tenrhe*  them  the  privilexr  of  pfayer. 
L<»<)k  !  how  their  infant  eye*  with  ra|iCiiie  trvii . 
Mark  the  tlii^hM  lily  on  the  dimp'cvl 
Their  henrik  an-  fiileil  with  ffralilude 
Their  h'»pe*  are  renterM  in  a  worid 
Where,  in  a  choir  nf  ansrl*.  faith  portiaya 
The  |i«\ii|.  ilrinrtifl  father  of  their 

He<iide  yon  cruf-irti*  mound,  a 
Tbt-n-  jii^h  no  tear^  V*  MHiihe  the  \mng  he  lr«  «. 
If  it  lii\i'«l.  hi4  !<M.  lie*  cotlin'd  in  the  and. 
W!ioM>  Mini  hat  fmind  a  dwellinr-plare  wiih  l^t ' 
Thouuh  pn**itM  with  anenivh.  mikl  irlifrMD  Akk^i 
III*  achiii7  heart  a  trnlm  for  all  ita  woea: 
And  ho]ie  umile*  ujtwinl.  where  hxa  low  ahai.  ir>' 
A  union  in  eternity  of  mind  ! 

Turn  tlierr  viuir  eye*,  ye  rt^U\,  malicnaal  ■•»«. 
Whi*"!'  ^ile  ambition  dim*  your  leaann'*  «>rw. 
Ve  t';i'tbl*-«*  one«.  who  prrat-h  n*licioa  %am. 
And.  rhiidlike.  chnM*  the  pbanttim*  tif  ^ofar  Y*^ 
'l*htnk  net  to  rrii-h   the   heart  whnv  lr«iifc  '■• 
Itj«  roiifiili-nre  in  heavenly  \o\r  meal'd.        '•»».  - 
Let  ri'M  the  .ithei-il  deem  thai  Fate 
The  jut  of  man  to  mi«ery  or  eaae. 
While  111  the  cimtrite  Aprit  faith  ia 
To  tind  a  hope  on  earth,  a  rmt  in  heaveik 

riirivairdNa*haway  *  wheiv  the  wiltowa 
Tlieir  friMted  beiiity  on  thy  path  heliwp, 
Heneath  the  vcnlant  dra|«ery  nf  the 
Luxuriant  Fancy  woo*  the  aiihioff 
The  reill>rcaiit  tkin^inz  where  the 
lu  iiilken  canopy  of  mulb'fy  kavaa; 
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lelds  of  green,  where  herding  kine 

et  grass,  or  in  the  shade  recline ; 

^  woodbird,  and  the  minstrel  bee, 

l  racing  on  his  moss-grown  tree, 

s  of  pleasant  dreams,  demand  in  vain 

}ught  to  give  them  life  again. 

lere,  glancing  down,  the  eye  surveys 

^  up  the  wreck  of  other  days ; 

of  silent  tribes  upheave  the  sod, 

e  smiles  where  savage  Philip  trod ; 

g'd  the  poisonM  shaft  along  the  skies, 

!r  rings,  the  noisy  shuttle  flies ; 

forests  bow  before  the  blade, 

•ise  up  in  yellow  robes  array'd. 

•alace  nor  imperial  seat 

glad  soil  where  freemen  plant  their 

» 

astle  here  with  ivy  waves, 

}  blush  for  ancestry  of  slaves ; 

mumber'd  dwellings  meet  the  eye, 

I  lie  down  in  native  majesty : 

ig  birds  spring  from  their  leafy  bed, 

1  ploughman  quits  his  happy  shed ; 

Bteel'd  to  toil — his  heart  to  bear 

*  pain,  that  mortals  always  wear ; 

olth  may  never  come,  a  plenteous  board 

le  pampcrM  rich  man's  joyless  hoard ; 

among  his  sires,  no  gilded  heir 

he  fool,  and  damn  himself  to  care, 

y  and  Knowledge  lead  the  way, 

;pendence  braves  the  roughest  day. 

my  country's  infancy,  her  stay 

trials  and  in  danger's  day  ; 

lucation !  \is  to  thee 

5r  mountain-breath  of  Liberty ; 

looks,  through  time's  illusive  gloom, 

r  path,  and  shield  her  from  the  tomb; 

ne  jEgis  tyranny  shall  fail, 

rown  the  traitor's  heart  shall  quail; 

bes  to  liberty  may  wear 

ask,  to  compass  what  they  dare, 

be  thoughtless  nation,  while  they  smile 

'  and  modestly  the  while ; 

alt  rend  the  virtuous-seeming  guise, 

her  from  the  worst  of  enemies. 

ver !  whose  tempted  thunder  sleeps, 

en-eyed  Mercy  turns  away  and  weeps; 

lidst  lead  our  fathers  where  to  send 

evotions  to  their  God  and  friend  ; 

last  swept  a  wilderness  away, 

lay  walk  in  freedom's  cloudless  day ; 

their  trust,  lest  impious  faction  dare 

chain  that  binds  our  birthright  fair ; 

;  views  to  public  good  may  yield, 

men  stand  fearless  in  the  field ! 

re  I  turn  to  thee,  fair  Nashaway ! 

1  tribute  of  my  humble  lay ; 

ay  come,  when  lofty  notes  shall  bear 

s  beauty  to  the  gladden'd  air ; 

lyre  no  daring  hand  aspires, 

ows  cankering  on  its  tuneless  wires. 

are  like  the  fitful  streams  that  flow 

!8s  birds,  that  carol  as  they  go ; 

neath  the  mountain-top  to  sing, 

>uch  Castalia  with  a  wing. 


ANNE  BOLEYN. 

I  wEsp  while  gazing  on  Uiy  modest  face. 
Thou  pictured  history  of  woman's  love ! 
Joy  spreads  his  burning  pinions  on  thy  cheek. 
Shaming  its  whiteness ;  and  thine  eyes  are  full 
Of  conscious  beauty,  as  they  undulate. 
Yet  all  thy  beauty,  poor,  deluded  girl ! 
Served  but  to  light  thy  ruin. — Is  there  not. 
Kind  Heaven  !  some  secret  talisman  of  hearts. 
Whereby  to  find  a  resting-place  for  love  ? 
Unhappy  maiden !  let  thy  story  teach 
The  beautiful  and  young,  that  while  their  path 
Softens  with  roses,— danger  may  be  there ; 
That  Love  may  watch  the  bubbles  of  the  stream, 
But  never  trust  his  image  on  the  wave. 


SUNRISE, 

niOM  MOUNT  WASUINOTON. 


TiTB  laughing  hours  have  chased  away  the  night, 
Plucking  the  stars  out  from  her  diadem  : — 
And  now  the  blue-eyed  Morn,  with  modest  grace. 
Looks  through  her  half-drawn  curtains  in  the  east, 
Blushing  in  smiles  and  glad  as  infancy. 
And  see,  the  foolish  Moon,  but  now  so  vain 
Of  borrow 'd  beauty,  how  she  yields  her  charms, 
And,  pale  with  envy,  steals  herself  away  ! 
The  clouds  have  put  their  gorgeous  livery  on. 
Attendant  on  the  day— -the  mountain-tops 
Have  lit  their  beacons,  and  the  vales  below 
Send  up  a  welcoming ; — ^no  song  of  birds. 
Warbling  to  charm  the  air  with  melody, 
Floats  on  the  frosty  breeze ;  yet  Nature  hath 
The  very  soul  of  music  in  her  looks ! 
The  sunshine  and  the  shade  of  poetry. 

I  stand  upon  thy  lofty  pinnacle, 
Temple  of  Nature !  and  look  down  with  awe 
On  the  wide  world  beneath  me,  dimly  seen ; 
Around  me  crowd  the  giant  sons  of  earth. 
Fixed  on  their  old  foundations,  unsubdued ; 
Firm  as  when  first  rebellion  bade  them  rise 
Unrifled  to  the  Thunderer — now  they  seem 
A  family  of  mountains,  clustering  round 
Their  hoary  patriarch,  emulously  watching 
To  meet  the  partial  glances  of  the  day. 
Far  in  the  glowing  east  the  flickering  light, 
Mellow'd  by  distance,  with  the  blue  sky  blending. 
Questions  the  eye  with  ever-varying  forms. 

The  sun  comes  up !  away  the  shadows  fling 
From  the  broad  hills — and,  hurrying  to  the  west, 
Sport  in  the  sunshine,  till  they  die  away. 
The  many  beauteous  mountain-streams  lec^  down, 
Out-welling  ftom  the  clouds,  and  sparkling  light 
Dances  along  with  their  perennial  flow. 
And  there  is  beauty  in  yon  river's  path. 
The  glad  Connecticut !  I  know  her  well. 
By  the  white  veil  she  mantles  o'er  her  channa : 
At  times,  she  loiters  by  a  ridge  of  hills. 
Sportfully  hiding — ^then  again  with  glee 
Out-rushes  from  her  wild-wood  lurking^lace. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  bound,  the  ocean-waves, 
And  hills  and  rivers,  mountains,  lakes  and  woods. 
And  all  that  hold  the  fisunilty  entranced. 
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Bithi-rl  in  AlliMd  of  glolj,  dwt  in  ur, 
Anil  littp  in  (he  ilcpfi  quirtude  of  joy. 

Thrro  ii  ui  dwrul  adllanw  in  thi*  |ilare, 
A  Pmenre,  ttiiL  fortiiJ)  lo  bimk  tba  apcll. 
Till  thi  hniri  pour  Ju  ajinnjr  in  tttn. 
Diit  I  niULil  drink  llie  viniun  Sihile  it  l.iiU ; 
F«r  pvi'n  now  tlu  curling  (apoun  n«, 
'Wnathinq  their  clouJy  coronaU  <o  jr«o* 
ThiH  lunviing  nimmil*— btdding  me  twwj  ;— 
Hut  uftsn  ahall  Diy  htut  turn  lui'k  a;,"""! 
■niou  iiliirioul -rminHKB !  au<\  wlinn  opiirpM'il, 
Anil  vhing  with  tha  coIiIiiphii  or  llir  wxrid, 
Find  a  Kwii/L  rr»tiiii;-|>l3ec'  uid  lioinv  wilh  lhra> 


srirjT  (IK  iif-;AUTy. 

Tiri;  S|iiril  nf  Bmiily  unfurl-  hef  liiiht. 


Cinn. 


•rb)<dk«k>flb»y>^ 
Thini^ii  nfrmine  lo  thr  •ixhl; 

Anil  Tit  it  4111  dill  linvrr  ihm. 

I.ikr  iioiirlriM  lave  nithnul  ilnfiwr.— 
A  munrHlrop  in  llir  «iii ! 

A  momml  Anfh  «i^b>i«W, 
\\t,  <  l<iit  anl]r  onr. 


ilil  not  hiTC  ihr  mininl  hrut 


Ami 


in  Ibii  1 


At  niiini,  I  know  irhrrr  nhr  n'^tnl  b(  niiht. 
Fur  Ihi-  ruM-i  arr  RUilkiiii!  with  ili'wy  ili'lichl  i 
Tlii'ii  »li>i  in.itinU  a^n,  and  raonJ  hrt  flinty 
A  >ti,m'i'[  of  li'„'hl  fniin  hrr  rriniNin  winz* : 
Till  the  i-pirit  i>  drunk  with  lliv  muiic  uii  hijh, 
Tlwl  »ii.-iiliv  I'dhi  il  with  irr*i-.\'y. 

A I  iiimii  hhr  hiw  lo  ■  (ool  rrlrraU 
Wicn-  iMwi-rlni;  rlnw  ovi-t  wjk-ri  mwl; 
Wii-  <lin]<lM  ibc  w«vi  vWk  Ihi'  imii'ii  \n.in  dip 
A-i  il  aAiiliiulT  -niito  like  b  nuiJi'n'ii  lip, 
Vlii<n  hrr  Dvoulou*  iHMom  woutil  hid>>,  in  rain, 
From  hit  liivpr,  lliv  hop^  that  ihi;  Iovm  again. 


To  iiir*i  Ibi^— •nd  U  \iMf.~- 
I  ivnuld  ii'ii  aluink  '(kma  au  jLil  bcl--«. 
Nor  a-k  l'.>r  niuii'  alotc 


KXTRAf-T  KlUlM  •■  CF.RALniNX" 

To  iiaih<-r  lliiw,-r<i  and  Ti'iil  fur  aiVrthtictf^b 
Va  Uvii  dRiH'  h-iii>'}'  fnnD  llir  niHi's  rrlt. 


•tlva 
'hiiLt  »uhikL<  aniid-l  Itw  pnT& 


At.-.i-shrh;in 


ii'rr  ihr  (vrotrm  nkf 
Bloriou-  faii,.i.v-. 
in<  of  llivir  ilnia-nM  foU 
.'F  of  purpl.-  utiil  k-oM. 

'  una  Imt  Id  otav. 
->'  hai>  paMpJ  awaf . 


,  Andlhrrr 

I       Tlir  rtni  Ini-n  whi')rrM  wkh  iha  ^^Hi  W. 
Anil  niHhini;  rn'r  xiiituml  lo  mIruJ*. 

Hill  hd|<|w  >>ir>k  Hul  rjirolt'il  viUlj  Ihm, 
j  lit  himcy-lailiii  hanrUi'n.  llul  lli  ■> 
I  IIuRiminit  an-jT  l<<  drink  it*  toatkMf  ■)**. 

I   ArKumllhrdiiiirthrlMniTWrUrctiMfaL 
'  I        Ami  Muha-Om  ^Mal  bar  rouiiilrM  ftn. 
I  And  ni'\<'r  nin^ral  Miw  nm  iwi  thi  ani 
RoDtanlw  ai^MV  v  b"*  happniH  wwfmiiK 
f  wii-ti'r  lo  viu*  iKui  itwL  MrhaaUnc  JrIL 
■    Whi-m  l»i;ur-ii^  flMbdrj-  foully  I.>m  tj  JwrC 


-    * 

D<-nrath  a  ni..iiniiin'.  Wi*  iV  roltaiT 

I.OVK 

■N(IIANi;KAItl,E. 

W..-  -kmill  '.■•.    IV  ilMJ-TV    ..f  >  .o..!. 

Vr*-  «liltl 
lIi<Kiu-n.<l 

And  dim-  in 
■n..'  hi-iiri 

>vp  ihiT :— Tiiiip.  who  id* 
«i  my  liniw, 
'linki'it  rvi',  fon-i-ta 
ipri-iildiioiUiT:— 

Tlijllion^.^-l-' 
Wli-r.-  »i1d  ii.'i  r  r.iii<r  »i 

l-riiik. 

For  onr.  I.I.. 

li.li  i-nnnol  iHrtiili.  i^mwa 
thai  litH-  km™. 

Thr  <nwn  rartli  braml  hrr  tUnl  warn 
Wli.-!.-  lliroujh   Ih*  mountaiii   ibu 

Towrr'il  hmrniiiaril  vilhiNM  prtr.  ka  lM>t«*.' 
With  gir,.--M.  .-l.Hid..al  hmM  irf*h«mAI  L<l>. 
Wliil.1  fir  Ii-low.  thr  Ukp.  in  WUU  •■< 
HlriUHiih  lii>3lorioua|*eUi*.Mba(ki«A. 


!■>'  ' 


EDMUND  D.  GRIFFIN. 


t^an,  mc  Dkd,  lisa] 


Edxt75^d  Dorr  Griffiit  was  born  in  the  cele- 
brated valley  of  Wyoming,  in  Pennsylvania,  on 
the  tenth  day  of  September,  1804.  During  his 
infancy  his  parents  removed  to  New  York,  but  on 
account  of  the  delicacy  of  his  constitution,  he  was 
educated,  until  he  was  twelve  years  old,  at  various 
schools  in  the  country.  He  entered  Columbia 
College,  in  New  York,  in  1819,  and  until  he  was 
graduated,  four  years  afterwards,  maintained  the 
highest  rank  in  the  successive  classes.  During 
this  period  most  of  his  Latin  and  English  poems 
were  composed.  He  was  admitted  to  deacon's 
orders,  in  the  Episcopal  Church,  in  1826,  and 


after  spending  two  yean  in  the  active  discharge  of 
the  duties  of  his  profession,  set  out  on  his  travels. 
He  passed  through  France,  Italy,  Switzerland,  Eng- 
land, and  Scotland,  and  returned  to  New  York  in 
the  spring  of  1830.  He  was  then  appointed  an 
associate  professor  in  Columbia  College,  but  re- 
signed the  office  after  a  few  months,  in  consequence 
of  ill  health,  and  closed  a  life  of  successful  devo- 
tion to  learning,  and  remarkable  moral  purity,  on 
the  first  day  of  September,  in  the  same  year.  His 
travels  in  Europe,  sermons,  and  miscellaneous 
writings  were  published  in  two  large  octavo  vo- 
lumes, in  1831. 


LINES  WRITTEN  ON  LEAVING  ITALY. 


(« 


Deh !  foni  tu  men  bella,  o  almen  piu  forte.*'— Filicaia. 


Would  that  thou  wert  more  strong,  at  least  less  fair, 

Land  of  the  orange  grove  and  myrtle  bower ! 
To  hail  whose  strand,  to  breathe  whose  genial  air. 

Is  bliss  to  all  who  feel  of  bliss  the  power ; 
To  look  upon  whose  mountains  in  the  hour 

When  Uiy  sun  sinks  in  glory,  and  a  veil 
Of  purple  flows  around  them,  would  restore 

The  sense  of  beau^  when  all  else  might  fail. 

Would  that  thou  wert  more  strong,  at  least  less  fair. 

Parent  of  fruits,  alas !  no  more  of  men ! 
Where  springs  the  olive  e'en  from  mountains  bare. 

The  yellow  harvests  loads  the  scarce  till'd  plain. 
Spontaneous  shoots  the  vine,  in  rich  festoon 

From  tree  to  tree  depending,  and  the  flowera 
Wreathe  with  their  chaplets,  sweet  though  fieuling 
soon, 

E*en  fallen  columns  and  decaying  towers. 

Would  that  thou  wert  more  strong,  at  least  less  fair. 

Home  of  the  beautiful,  but  not  the  brave ! 
Where  noble  form,  bold  outline,  princely  air. 

Distinguish  e'en  the  peasant  and  the  slave : 
Where,  like  the  goddess  sprung  from  ocean's  wave. 

Her  mortal  sisters  boast  immortal  grace. 
Nor  spoil  those  charms  which  partial  Nature  gave, 

By  art*s  weak  aids  or  fashion's  vain  grimace. 

Would  that  thou  wert  more  strong,  at  least  less  fair. 

Thou  nurse  of  every  art,  save  one  alone. 
The  art  of  self-defence !     Thy  fostering  care 

Brings  out  a  nobler  life  from  senseless  stone. 
And  bids  e'en  canvass  speak ;  thy  magic  tone. 

Infused  in  music,  now  constrains  the  soul 
With  tears  the  power  of  melody  to  own,        [trol. 

And  now  with  passionate  throbs  that  spurn  con- 
Would  that  thou  wert  less  fair,  at  least  more  strong. 

Grave  of  the  mighty  dead,  the  living  mean ! 
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Can  nothing  rouse  ye  both  1  no  tyrant's  wrong. 
No  memory  of  the  brave,  of  what  has  been  ? 

Yon  broken  arch  once  spoke  of  triumph,  then 
That  mouldering  wall  too  spoke  of  brave  defence : 

Shades  of  departed  heroes,  rise  again ! 

Italians,  rise,  and  thrust  the  oppressora  hence ! 

O,  Italy !  my  country,  fare  thee  well ! 

For  art  thou  not  my  country,  at  whose  breast 
Were  nurtured  those  whose  thoughts  within  me 
dwell. 

The  fathers  of  my  mind?  whose  fame  impress'd 
E'en  on  my  infant  fancy,  bade  it  rest 

With  patriot  fondness  on  thy  hills  and  streams. 
E'er  yet  thou  didst  receive  me  as  a  guest. 

Lovelier  than  I  had  seen  thee  in  my  dreams  ? 

Then  fare  thee  well,  my  country,  loved  and  lost : 

Too  early  lost,  alas !  when  once  so  dear ; 
I  turn  in  sorrow  from  thy  glorious  coast. 

And  urge  the  feet  forbid  to  linger  here. 
But  must  I  rove  by  Amo's  current  clear. 

And  hear  the  rush  of  Tiber's  yellow  flood. 
And  wander  on  the  mount,  now  waste  and  drear. 

Where  C asar's  palace  in  its  glory  stood ; 

And  see  again  Parthenope's  loved  bay. 

And  Paestum's  shrines,  and  Baiae's  dassic  shore. 
And  moimt  the  bark,  and  listen  to  the  lay 

That  floats  by  night  through  Venice — never 
Far  off  I  seem  to  hear  the  Atlantic  roar —  [more? 

It  washes  not  thy  feet,  that  envious  sea, 
But  waits,  with  outstretch'd  arms,  to  waft  me  o'er 

To  other  lands,  far,  far,  alas,  firom  thee. 

Fare— fare  thee  well  once  more.    I  love  thee  not 

As  other  things  inanimate.    Thou  art 
The  cherish'd  mistress  of  my  youth ;  forgot 

Thou  never  canst  be  while  I  have  a  heart 
Launch'd  on  those  waters,  wild  with  storm  and  wind, 

I  know  not,  ask  not,  what  may  be  my  lot ; 
For,  torn  from  thee,  no  fiear  can  touch  my  mind. 

Brooding  in  gloom  on  that  one  bitter  Uiou^t 
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DESCRIPTION  OF  LOVE,  BY  VENUS. 

Thouor  old  in  cunning,  as  in  jtan. 

He  ii  so  small,  that  like  a  chiki 
In  hte  and  form,  the  god  appearst 

And  ii|iortive  like  a  Hot,  and  wild ; 
Lightly  he  movn  from  place  to  place, 

In  none  at  rvat,  in  none  content ; 
Driiffhted  Pome  new  toy  to  chaae — 

On  childiwh  purpose  ever  bent 
Beware  !  to  childhood*B  npirit  ^y 

Ih  ailditl  more  than  childhood*t  power ; 

And  you  perchance  may  rue  the  hour 
That  Maw  you  join  his  teeming  phiy. 

He  quirk  in  an:^r*d,  and  as  quick 
II ii*  tihort-liveil  pas«ion*ii  over  past. 

Like  Mummer  lit^htnings,  flashing  thick. 
But  flying  ere  a  bolt  is  cast 

I've  Heen,  myM>lf,  as  'twere  together, 
Now  joy,  now  grief  assume  its  place. 

Shedding  a  w>rt  of  April  weather, 
Sunwhine  and  rain  u|ion  his  fiioe. 

Hirt  curling  hair  floats  on  the  wind. 
Like  Fortune's,  long  and  thick  before, 
And  rich  and  bright  as  golden  ore : 

Like  hers,  bis  head  is  bald  behind. 

His  ruddy  face  is  strangely  bright. 

It  is  the  very  hue  of  Are, 
The  inward  Mpirit's  quenchless  light. 

The  glow  of  many  a  soft  desire. 
Ho  hides  his  eye  that  keenly  flashes. 

But  sometimes  steals  a  thrilling  glance 
From  'neath  his  drooping  silken  lashes, 

And  sometimes  looks  with  eye  askance ; 
But  seldom  ventures  he  to  gaze 

With  looks  direct  and  open  eye ; 

For  well  he  knows^-the  urchin  sly— 
But  one  such  look  his  guile  betrays. 

His  tongue,  that  seems  to  have  left  just  then 
His  mother's  breast,  dincourses  sweet. 

And  forms  his  linping  infant  strain 
In  words  scarce  uttrrM.  half-complete ; 

Yet,  wsftetl  on  a  winged  sigh. 
And  letl  by  Flattery,  gentle  guide, 

Tn^een  into  the  ht>art  thev  flv. 

Its  coldness  melt,  and  tume  its  pride. 

In  Mmiles  that  hide  intende<l  wo. 
His  niddy  lil^  are  alwavM  dressM, 
A 4  flowers  conceal  the  liittening  crest 

Of  the  Ci>ird  snake  that  lurks  lielow. 

In  carriage  courteous,  meek,  ami  mild. 
Humble  in  «pe«vh.  and  soft  in  look. 

He  seems  a  wantlering  oqihan  child. 
And  ask<t  a  shdter  in  siime  nook 

Or  comer  left  unoccupied  : 
But.  once  ailmitted  as  a  guest, 

Bv  kIow  degreei  he  lavs  aside 

That  li>wly  port  and  look  distrewM— 

Then  initolcnt  a^xumes  hin  reign, 
Di^filays  his  cafitious,  high-bml  aira, 
His  cuuM*i«>M  {letji  ami  jealous  fran. 

His  fickle  fancv  and  unquiet  brain. 


EMBLK.MS. 

Yow  rose,  that  bows  her  graceful  heed  to  ha*! 

The  welcome  visitant  thai  brings  the  n>  -n. 
And  spreads  her  leaves  to  gather  from  the  jut 

The  coolness  on  its  early  pinions  borne. 
Listing  tbe  niu»ic  of  its  whisper* J  tale. 

And  giving  i4ores  of  perfume  in  return^ 
Though  fair  she  seem,  full  many  a  thorn  duifa  hak 
Peiiiaps  a  worm  pollutes  her  boaom's  pride. 


Yon  oak,  that  proudly  throws  his  amw  on  L<^ 
Threshing  tlie  air  thai  flies  their  fivquroi  •crate 

An«l  lifts  his  haughty  crrat  lowards  the  Av. 
Daring  the  thunder  that  its  height  prmukr^ 

And  spreails  his  f«iliage  wide,  a  ahrlter  naxh. 
From  noonday  heats  to  guard  the  weerv  floi-k»< 

Though  strong  he  seem,  must  dreed  the  fcn^rrtu 

And  e'en  tlie  malice  of  the  feeble  ^ 


The  moon,  that  sits  so  lightly  on  her  throoe. 

Gliding  majentic  on  her  nilent  way. 
An<l  s<*nds  her  silvorv  bf*am  serenelv  down. 

'Mong  waviiiff  iNiush*  and  frolic  leair*  x.*  pV 
To  sbfp  U{Nm  the  bank  with  moes  o'ergrovin. 

Or  on  the  clear  w:i\e<.  clearer  far  than  lik'v— 
SiTms  purity  itM'lf ;  but  if  again 
We  look,  and  rbinely.  we  perceive  a  sCain. 

Fit  eniblf'ms  all.  uf  thtsie  unworthy  joja 

On  which  uur  pawiuiis  and  our  hopes  Jilaie: 

We  wound  ourM*Ues  t>  neiir  on  Pleesuie's  U**% 
Nor  MTV  thf  ir  worihleMmens  until  loo  lair . 

And  Power,  with  all  its  pomp  and  all  its  twos, 
M(*ets  oft  a  sudiien  and  a  haplese  late ; 

And  Fame  of  gt-ntle  deeds  and  daring  high. 

Is  often  stain'd  bv  blt>ts  of  foulest  dvc. 

Where  then  »ball  man.  by  his  Creetor's  haoJ 
(fifted  with  feelings  that  must  have  an  aim. 

Aspiring  thimghtu  ami  holies,  a  roantWs  heisl; 
Afltvtions  gliiwing  with  a  quenrhleaB 

And  I>a4I(il>nl^  too.  in  dreed  array  that 
Ti>  aid  hii  virtue  or  to  stamp  his 

Where  shall  he  fix  a  luinl  thus  form'd  and  gi«m 

Fix  it  on  God,  ami  it  shall  rise  to  Hi 


--♦■ 


TO  A  LADY. 

Like  target  f>r  the  arrow's  aim. 
Like  puow  bi'neath  the  sunny 

Like  wax  lirfi>re  the  glt>wing  flaar, 
Likf  rliMid  liefiire  the  wind  that  flert^ 

I  am — *t  IH  lovi*  iliai  maile 

And.  laily.  still  tlum  say  si 

T\v*  wiMinil**  inflirteil  by  thti 

Thi>  iiiortjl  wound  to  hope  and  Be» 

M*hii*h  iuu.:ht.  ala«,  can  cicatnar. 
Nor  time,  nor  al*senee,  fiv  fnm  tfMV. 

Thou  art  thf  »un.  the  fire,  the  wind. 

Tlut  make  me  nuch ;  ah,  ihra  be 

My  thoughts  are  dart*,  ray  eeul  to 
Thy  charm<  the  sun,  to  Mind  vy 

My  winhes^ne'er  di<i  paawon  light 
A  flaini*  mt>re  pure  ttf  man  inl 

I«ove  all  theur  arms  el  once  enpleji^ 

And  wounds,  and  darilei,  and 
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Jo!f  ATHAir  HuiTTrirGTOir  Bright  was  bom  in 
Salem,  Masnchusetts,  in  1804.  At  an  early  age 
he  went  to  New  York,  where  he  resided  several 
years,  after  which  he  removed  to  Albany,  and  sub- 
sequently to  Richmond,  in  Virginia,  where  he  was 
married.  In  the  autumn  of  1836  he  sailed  for 
New  Orleans,  and  soon  after  his  arrival  in  that 


city  was  induced  to  ascend  the  MiBaissippi,  to  take 
part  in  a  mercantile  interest  at  Manchester,  where 
he  died,  very  suddenly,  in  the  thirty-third  year  of 
his  age.  He  was  for  several  years  a  writer  for  the 
public  journals  and  literary  magazines,  under  the 
signature  of  "  Viator.*'  His  poetry  has  never  been 
published  collectively. 


<Miiit~M''M^<*"-*"i-*'i'*i-*^^^'""^irvir^ 


THE  VISION  OF  DEATH. 


The  moon  vrzs  high  in  the  autunm  sky, 

The  stars  waned  cold  and  dim, 
Where  hoarsely  the  migh^  Oregon 

Peals  his  eternal  hymn ; 
And  the  prairie-grass  bent  its  seedy  heads 

Far  over  the  river's  brim. 

An  impulse  I  might  not  defy, 

Consb^nM  my  footsteps  there. 
When  through  the  gloom  a  red  eye  bum'd 

With  fix*d  and  steady  glare ; 
And  a  huge,  misshapen  form  of  mist 

LoomM  in  the  midnight  air. 

Then  out  it  spake :  **  My  name  is  Death !" 
Thick  grew  my  blood,  and  chill — 

A  sense  of  fear  weigh'd  down  my  breath, 
And  held  my  pulses  still ; 

And  a  voice  from  that  unnatural  shade 
Compeird  me  to  its  will. 

"  Dig  me  a  grave !  dig  me  a  grave !" 

The  gloomy  monster  said, 
*<  And  make  it  deep,  and  long,  and  wide, 

And  bury  me  my  dead.** 
A  corpse  without  sheet  or  shroud,  at  my  feet, 

And  rusted  mattock  laid. 

With  trembling  hand  the  tool  I  spanned, 
*T  was  wet  with  blood,  and  cold, 

And  from  its  slimy  handle  hung 
The  gray  and  ropy  mould ; 

And  I  sought  to  detach  my  stifien*d  grasp. 
But  could  not  loose  my  hold. 

"  Now  cautiously  turn  up  the  sod  ; 

God's  image  once  it  bore. 
And  time  shall  be  when  each  small  blade 

To  life  He  will  restore. 
And  the  separate  particles  shall  take 

The  shape  which  first  they  wore." 

Deeply  my  spade  the  soft  earth  pierced, 

It  touch'd  the  festering  dead ; 
Tier  above  tier  the  corpses  lay, 

As  leaves  in  autumn  shed ; 
The  vulhire  circled,  and  flapp'd  his  wings, 

And  scream'd,  above  my  head. 


O,  then  I  sought  to  rest  my  brow, 

The  spade  I  held,  its  prop ; 
"  Toil  on !  toil  on  \"  scream'd  the  ugly  fiend, 

<*  My  servants  never  stop ! 
Toil  on !  toil  on !  at  the  judgment^ay 

Ye '11  have  a  glorious  crop !" 

Now,  wheresoe'er  I  tum'd  my  eyes, 

'Twas  horrible  to  see 
How  the  grave  made  bare  her  secret  work. 

And  disclosed  her  depths  to  me ; 
While  the  ground  beneath  me  heaved  and  roll'd 

Like  the  billows  of  the  sea. 

The  spectre  skinn'd  his  yellow  teeth — 

«<  Ye  like  not  this,  I  trow : 
Six  thousand  years  your  fellow-man 

Has  counted  me  bis  foe. 
And  ever  when  he  cursed  I  laugh'd, 

And  drew  my  fatal  bow. 

**  And  generations  all  untold 

In  this  dark  spot  Pve  laid — 
The  forest  ruler  and  the  young 

And  tender  Indian  maid ; 
And  moulders  with  their  carcasses 

Behemoth  of  the  glade. 

**  Yet  here  they  may  no  more  remain ; 

I  fain  would  have  this  room : 
And  they  must  seek  another  rest, 

Of  deeper,  lonelier  gloom ; 
Long  ages  since  I  mark'd  this  spot 

To  be  the  white  man's  tomb. 

"  Already  his  coming  steps  I  hear. 

From  the  east's  remotest  line, 
White  over  his  advancing  hosts 

The  forward  banners  shine : 
And  where  he  builds  his  cities  and  towns, 

I  ever  must  build  mine." 

Anon  a  pale  and  silvery  mist 

Was  girdled  round  the  moon : 
Slowly  the  dead  unclosed  their  eyes. 

On  midnight's  solemn  noon. 
«  Ha !"  mutter'd  the  mocking  sprite,  « I  fear 

We've  waken'd  them  too  soon ! 


M  Now  marshal  all  the  nmneroos  host 
In  one  concentred  bond, 
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And  harry  them  to  the  weet,**  etid  he, 

M  Where  oGcen  meeto  the  land : 
They  shall  regard  thy  bidding  Toioe, 

Aiid  move  at  thy  oommand.'' 

Then  fimt  I  apake— the  sullen  corpae 

Stood  on  the  gloomy  tod, 
Like  the  dry  bones  the  prophet  nuaed. 

When  bidden  by  his  God  ; 
A  might  company,  so  Tact, 

Earh  on  the  other  trod. 

Tiipy  KtulkM  erect  as  if  alive, 

Vet  not  to  lifr  allied, 
But  like  thp  |)CMtilciice  that  walks. 

Anil  wnstrth  at  noontide, 
rorruptioii  aiiimatrd.  or 

Thi*  jjravc  i>or!tt>nifiod. 

The  earth-worm  drew  his  slimy  trail 

ArroM  the  liloodless  rherk. 
And  the  carrion  bird  in  hot  haste  came 

Tu  gorge  his  thimty  lieak  ; 
But,  ncannl  by  the  living  banquet,  fled. 

Another  prf7  to  seek. 

While  ever  as  on  their  way  they  moTed, 

No  voice  they  cave,  nor  sound. 
And  before  and  behind,  and  about  their  aides. 

Their  withered  arms  they  bound ; 
As  the  benar  daflpa  his  skinny  handa 

Hin  tatter'd  garments  round. 

On.  on  we  went  through  the  livelong  night. 

Death  and  his  troop,  and  I ; 
We  turn'd  not  aside  for  forest  or  stream 

Or  mountain  towering  high. 
But  Htmight  and  swift  as  the  hurricane  sweeps 

Athwart  the  stormy  sky. 

Once,  onre  I  stopp'd,  where  aomething  gleam'd. 

With  a  bright  and  star-like  ray. 
And  I  stonjiM  to  take  the  diumond  np 

From  the  gnuw  in  which  it  lay ; 
*Twas  an  eve  that  from  itd  socket  fell, 

As  some  wretch  toil'd  on  his  wav. 

m 

At  length  our  army  reachM  the  verge 

Of  the  far-ofl*  weiiteni  iihore ; 
Death  drovf  them  into  the  sea,  and  said, 

"  Ye  Mhall  remove  no  more." 
The  ot'i'Tin  hymiiM  their  snjemn  dirge, 

And  his  waters  Kwept  them  o\t. 

The  itam  went  out.  the  morning  smiled 

Willi  roHv  tint!  «if  hijhi. 
The  binl  l»egan  bit*  early  by  run. 

Anil  phiuKHl  his  winiri*  f<>r  flight: 
Ami  the  virion  of  death  was  broken  with 

The  breaking  up  of  nicht. 


HR  WEDDED  Af^AIN. 

Erk  death  had  quite  stricken  the  bloom  from  her 
cheek. 
Or  worn  off  the  smoothneas  and  gkMsof  her  brow. 
When  our  (quivering  lips  her  drmr  name  could  not 
s|irak. 
And  our  hearts  Tminly  strove  to  Ooa'a  judgment 
to  bow; 


I 


He  estranged  himself  fram  ua,  and  chetifunv  i^% 
Sought  out  a  new  object,  and  wedded  agau. 

The  dust  had  scairc  settled  ilaelf  on  ker  Urv. 

A  nd  its  soA,melting  tones  still  held  ra|iCA v«  ihr  nr. 
While  we  look'd  for  her  fingrii  to  glide  owa  Ibr  «  lx 

And  waited  in  fancy  her  sweet  voire  U^  tw^ir. 
He  tum'd  from  her  harp  and  its  melody  tbm. 
Sought  out  a  new  minaiicl  and  wedded  ^nux 

The  turf  hufl  not  vet  br  a  stranirer  Kern  trad. 

Nor  the  pun^v  a  sin;rle  leaf  phed  on  her  cn«e. 
The  cy  prenA  hail  mrt  taken  mot  in  the  and,        'ei*e; 

Nor  the  stone  b >iit  the  fre^hneiM  the  sralpb-^  £r^ 
He  tuniM  from  thrjM*  monrnful  rrmembraiKvv  tL#a. 
Wove  a  new  liridjl  ehaplet,  and  wnVlrd  acaia. 


Hi*  dwelling  to  u*.  O,  how  bmely  and  sad? 

When  wv  thought  of  the  light  death  h^  *\,  * 
away. 
Of  the  warm  hearts  u  bich  once  in  its  keepinc  i:  hal 

Anil  that  one  wait  mm-  wid«>w*d  and  UiCh  m  oeca^: 
But  its  deep  deii< il.it itin  had  fird  e^en 
He  sought  a  new  idol,  and  wrdded 

But  ran  sh^  iHMjuite  ble«t  who  pteatdea  at  lushoaed  * 
Will  notroubleiu>me  viiqon  her  happy  honeibadr. 

Of  n  future  lovp  Inrinsr  and  rbarming  hrr  kiri. 
When  slie  with  our  lo^t  one  forgotten  ia  Uii ' 

She  nni*it  kni»wliewill  womhipMmie 

Seek  out  a  new  love,  and  tie  wedded 


SONG. 

Pa  or  LP  sorrow  oVr  thy  hraw 

It<*  dnrkenM  shadows  6ing, 
And  bnpe*  that  cheer  thee 

Die  in  their  early  spring ; 
Should  pieaxure  at  its  birth 

Faile  like  the  hues  of  even. 
Turn  thou  away  from 

Tlu-re'tt  rcfit  for  tliec  iu  I 

If  ever  life  shall  seem 

To  iher  a  toil«iHiie  way. 
Anil  frlailnewi  ceaur  to  bean 

I'lmn  it4  cloudisl  day; 
If.  like  the  ^^caried  dove, 

O'er  *Jior»li'«»«  tvrun  dri% 
Rail**  thou  thine  eve  above, 

There'*  re*t  f»r  thee  in 


But.  O  !  if  alwsy*  flowers 

Tbniughout  thy  pathway 
And  i;-.i\ly  pii^  the  hoars, 

ruilnnuM  by  ejnitly  z\ 
SiiM  Irt  n-'t  r\iTy  thought 

To  thit  |Minr  worM  he  given, 
N'^t  si  wax  *  be  fonrnC 

Tbv  lirttrr  rest  in  heaven  ! 


When  sirkneiM  pale*  thy  cl 

And  dim*  thv  histnHis  ere. 
And  pulses  low  and  wenk 

Tell  of  a  time  to  dk^— 
Sweet  hope  shall  whisper  thni. 

**  7*liou«h  thou  fron  twtk  kt 
There**  Miss  bevond  thy 

There's  reat  for  Ihw  in 
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THE  CLOSING  YEAR. 

'Tis  midnight's  holy  hour — and  silence  now 
Is  brooding,  like  a  gentle  spirit,  o'er 
The  still  and  pulseless  world.  Hark !  on  the  winds 
The  bell's  deep  tones  are  swelling ;  'tis  the  knell 
Of  the  departed  year.     No  funeral  train 
Is  sweeping  past ;  yet,  on  the  stream  and  wood, 
With  melancholy  light,  the  moonbeams  rest. 
Like  a  pale,  spotless  shroud ;  the  air  is  stirr'd, 
As  by  a  mourner's  sigh ;  and  on  yon  cloud, 
That  floats  so  still  and  placidly  through  heaven, 
The  spirits  of  the  seasons  seem  to  stand,     [form, 
Young  Spring,  bright  Summer,  Autumn's  solemn 
And  Winter  with  his  aged  locks,  and  breathe 
In  mournful  cadences,  that  come  abroad 
Like  the  far  wind-harp's  wild  and  touching  w^, 
A  melancholy  dirge  o'er  the  dead  year. 
Gone  from  the  earth  forever.     'T  Lb  a  time 
For  memory  and  for  tears.     Within  the  deep, 
Still  chambers  of  the  heart,  a  spectre  dim, 
W^hose  tones  are  like  the  wizard  voice  of  Time, 
Heard  from  the  tomb  of  ages,  points  its  cold 
And  solenm  finger  to  the  beautiful 
And  holy  viaons  that  have  pass'd  away, 
A  nd  left  no  shadow  of  their  loveliness 
On  the  dead  waste  of  life.     That  spectre  lifts 
The  cofEn-lid  of  hope,  and  joy,  and  love. 
And,  bending  mournfully  above  the  pale 
Sweet  forms  that  slumber  there,  scatters  dead  flowers 
O'er  what  has  pass*d  to  nothingness.     The  year 
Has  GTone.  and,  with  it,  many  a  glorious  throng 
Of  happy  dreams.     Its  mark  is  on  each  brow. 
Its  shadow  in  each  heart     In  its  swift  course, 
It  waved  its  sceptre  o'er  the  beautiful. 
And  they  are  not     It  laid  its  pallid  hand 
Upon  the  strong  man,  and  the  haughty  form 
Is  fallen,  and  the  flashing  eye  is  dim. 
It  trod  the  hall  of  revelry,  where  throng'd 
The  bright  and  joyous,  and  the  tearful  wail 
Of  stricken  ones  is  heard,  where  erst  the  song 
And  reckless  shout  resounded.     It  pass'd  o'er 
The  battle-plain,  where  sword  and  spear  and  shield 
Flash'd  in  the  light  of  midday — ^and  the  strength 
Of  serried  hosts  is  shiver'd,  and  the  grass. 
Green  from  the  soil  of  carnage,  waves  above 
The  cnish'd  and  mouldering  skeleton.     It  came 
And  faded  like  a  wreath  of  mist  at  eve ; 
Yet,  ere  it  melted  in  the  viewless  air, 
It  heralded  its  millions  to  their  home 


In  the  dim  land  of  dreams.    Remorseless  Time- 
Fierce  spirit  of  the  glass  and  scythe— what  power 
Can  stay  him  in  Ms  silent  course,  or  melt 
His  iron  heart  to  pity  ?     On,  still  on 
He  presses,  and  forever.     The  proud  bird, 
The  condor  of  the  Andes,  that  can  soar 
Through  heaven's  unfathomable  depths,  or  brave 
The  fury  of  the  northern  hurricane. 
And  baUie  his  plumage  in  the  thunder's  home, 
Furls  his  broad  wings  at  nightfiill,  and  sinks  down 
To  rest  upon  his  mountain-cragr--but  Time 
Knows  not  the  weight  of  sleep  or  weariness. 
And  night's  deep  darkness  has  no  diain  to  bind 
His  rushing  pinion.    Revolutions  sweep 
O'er  earth,  like^oubled  visions  o'er  the  breast 
Of  dreaming  sorrow ;  cities  rise  and  sink, 
Like  bubbles  on  the  water ;  fiery  isles 
Spring,  blazing,  firom  the  ocean,  and  go  back 
To  their  mysterious  caverns ;  mountains  rear 
To  heaven  their  bald  and  blacken'd  clifis,  and  bow 
Their  tall  heads  to  the  plain ;  new  empires  rise, 
Grathering  the  strength  of  hoary  centuries, 
And  rush  down  like  the  Alpine  avalanche. 
Startling  the  nations ;  and  the  very  stars. 
Yon  bright  and  burning  blazonry  of  God, 
Glitter  a  while  in  their  eternal  depths, 
And,  like  the  Pleiad,  loveliest  of  their  train. 
Shoot  from  their  glorious  spheres,  and  pass  away. 
To  darkle  in  the  trackless  void : — ^yet  Time — 
Time,  the  tomb-builder,  holds  his  fierce  career. 
Dark,  stem,  all-pitiless,  and  pauses  not 
Amid  the  mighty  wrecks  that  strew  his  path. 
To  sit  and  muse,  like  other  conquerors. 
Upon  the  fearful  ruin  he  has  wrought 


LINES  TO  A  LADY. 


Ladt,  I  love,  at  eventide. 

When  stars,  as  now,  are  on  Uie  wave, 
To  stray  in  loneliness,  and  muse 

Upon  the,  one  dear  form  that  gave 
Its  sunlight  to  my  boyhood ;  oft 
That  same  sweet  look  sinks,  still  and  soft. 
Upon  my  spirit,  and  appears 
As  lovely  as  in  by-gone  years. 

Eve's  low,  fiunt  wind  is  breathing  now. 
With  deep  and  soul-like  murmuring. 

Through  the  dark  pines ;  and  thy  sweet  words 
Seem  borne  on  its  mysterious  wing ; 

«A  2n 
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And  oft,  mid  miiainfi  md  and  lone. 
At  nigfat'i  deep  noon,  that  thrilling  tone 
Swells  in  the  wind,  low,  wild,  end  clear, 
Like  munc  in  the  draaming  air. 

When  deep's  calm  wing  is  on  my  brow, 

And  dreams  of  peace  my  spirit  lull. 
Before  me,  like  a  misty  star. 

That  form  floats  dim  and  beautiful ; 
And,  when  the  gentle  moonbeam  smiles 
On  the  blue  streams  and  dark-green  itHm, 
In  every  ray  pour'd  down  the  sky. 
That  same  light  form  seems  stealing  bj. 

It  is  a  blcMed  picture,  shrined 

In  memory *s  urn ;  the  wing  of  yean 

Can  change  it  not,  for  there  it  glows, 
Undimm'd  by  **  weaknesses  and  tears  ;** 

Deep-hidden  in  its  still  recess. 

It  Iteams  with  love  and  holiness, 

0*er  hours  of  being,  dark  and  dull, 

Till  life  seems  almost  beautifuL 

The  vision  cannot  fade  away  ; 

*T  is  in  the  stillness  of  my  heart. 
And  o'er  its  brightness  I  have  mused 

In  solitude ;  it  is  a  part 
Of  my  existence ;  a  dear  flower 
Breathed  on  by  Heaven :  mom's  earliest  boor 
That  flower  bedews,  and  its  blue  eye 
At  eve  still  rests  upon  tlie  sky. 

Latly,  like  thine,  my  visions  cling 

To  the  dear  shrine  of  buried  yean ; 
The  past,  the  past !  it  is  too  bright. 

Too  deeply  beautiful  for  tean ; 
We  have  been  bless'd ;  though  life  is  made 
A  tear,  a  silence,  and  a  shade. 
And  yeara  have  lefl  the  vacant  breast 
To  loneliness — we  have  been  bless*d ! 


r 


TIiosc  still,  those  soft,  those  summer  eyes. 

When  by  our  favourite  stream  we  stood. 
And  watchM  our  mingling  shadows  there, 

Sofl-pictured  in  the  drep-biuc  flood, 
^H*m'd  one  enchantment     O !  we  felt. 
As  there,  at  love's  pure  shrine,  we  knelt, 
Thit  life  was  sweet,  and  all  its  boura 
A  glorious  dream  of  love  and  flowers. 

Aii'l  ttill  \i*  sweet.     Our  hoprs  went  by 

Like  sounds  u|ion  the  unbroken  sea ; 
Yet  memory  winipi  the  Hpirit  back 

To  deep,  undying  melody ; 
Aiul  Htill,  around  hvr  rarly  ithrine, 
Krt'Mh  flowers  their  dewy  chapivlji  twine, 
Voiinti  Love  his  brightest  garlsjul  wreathea, 
And  E Jen's  richest  incense  breathes. 

Our  ho(H>ti  are  flown — yet  parted  houn 
Still  ill  the  depths  of  memory  lie. 

Like  iii:;ht-gi>ms  in  the  silent  blue 
( >f  Hummer's  deep  and  brilliant  sky ; 

Ami  Love's  bright  flashes  seem  again 

Til  (aW  uptm  the  glowing  chain 

Of  «Mir  existence.     (*an  it  ha 

TiiJt  all  is  but  a  mockery  ? 


Lady,  adieu !  to  other  efinwi 

I  go,  from  joy,  and  hope,  and 
A  weed  on  Time's  dark  wat 

A  wreck  on  life's  wild-hcftvinf 
I  go ;  but  O,  the  past,  thte  past ! 
Its  spell  is  o'er  my  being  fail. 
And  still,  to  Lovers  remembcrM 
With  all  but  hope,  ny  spirit 


Adieu !  adieu !     Mv  farewell 

Are  on  my  lyre,  and  their  wild 
Is  faintly  dying  on  the  chorda. 

Broken  and  tuneless.     Be  iC  aD  ! 
Thy  name — O,  may  it  never  swell 
My  strain  again — yet  long  *t  will  dw«0 
Shrined  in  my  heart,  anhcealhed, 
A  treasured  word— a  chcrish'd 


THE  DEAD  MARINER. 


Slkkp  on.  sleep  on  !  above  thy 

The  winds  their  SaMoth  keep; 
The  waves  sre  round  thee,  and  thy 

Heaves  with  the  heading  dcrpb 
0*er  thee  mild  eve  her  In^auly  flio^^ 
And  there  the  white  gull  Ufts  her 
And  the  blue  halcvon  loves  to  lave 
Her  plumage  in  the  deep  blue 


Sleep  on ;  no  willow  o*er  thee 

With  melancholy  air. 
No  violet  springs,  nor  dewy 

Its  soul  of  love  lavs  hare ; 
But  there  the  sea-flower,  bright  and  j< 
Is  sweetly  o'er  thy  slumben  fluag. 
And,  like  a  weeping  mourner  fair. 
The  pale  flag  hangs  its 


Sleep  on.  sleep  on ;  the  ghttering  dtfgha 

Of  ocean's  coral  raves 
Are  thy  bright  nm — thy  requiem 

The  music  of  its  waves ; 
The  puqile  irems  forever  bum 
In  fsfleiess  lieauty  riiuiul  thy  am. 
Anil,  pure  and  deep  as  inftnl  lovai. 
The  blue  sea  rolls  its  waves  abovau 


Sleep  on.  »Ieep  on  ;  the  fearful 
Of  minffiin?  rlouil  and  deep 
May  lf.-i%e  its  wild  and  «tiirmy 

A  love  thy  place  of  sleep; 
But.  when  the  wsve  Ii4s  sunk  to 
A*  now.  'twill  niunuur  o'er  thy 
Aiiil  the  briifht  victims  uf  the  aea 
Perchance  will  make  their 


SjiN'p  on ;  thy  cnnie  i«  far  awaj. 

But  Io\e  liewaiU  thee  vet; 
For  thee  the  heart-wning  sigfa  m 

And  lovely  eyes  are  wel : 
Ami  Phe.  thy  young  and  beai 
Her  thou  eh  t«  are  hovering  by  ttiy 
A«  oft  ikhe  turns  to  view,  with 
The  Eden  of  departed  yi 
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SABBATH  EVENING. 

How  calmly  sinks  the  parting  son ! 

Yet  twilight  lingers  still ; 
And  beautiful  as  dream  of  Heaven 

It  slumbers  on  the  hill ; 
Earth  sleeps,  with  all  her  glorious  things, 
Beneath  the  Holy  Spirit's  wings, 
And,  rendering  back  the  hues  above, 
Seems  resting  in  a  trance  of  love. 

Round  yonder  rocks  the  forest^trees 

In  shadowy  groups  recline, 
Like  saints  at  evening  bow*d  in  prayer 

Around  their  holy  shrine ; 
And  through  their  leaves  the  night-winds  blow 
So  calm  and  still,  their  music  low 
Seems  the  mysterious  voice  of  prayer. 
Soft  echoM  on  the  evening  air. 

And  yonder  western  throng  of  cloodt, 

Retiring  from  the  sky, 
So  calmly  move,  so  sofUy  glow, 

They  seem  to  fancy's  eye 
Bright  creatures  of  a  better  sphere, 
Come  down  at  noon  to  worship  here, 
And,  from  their  sacrifice  of  love, 
Returning  to  their  home  above. 

The  blue  isles  of  the  golden  sea. 

The  night«rch  floating  by, 
The  flowers  that  gaze  upon  ^e  heavens^ 

The  bright  streams  leaping  by, 
Are  living  with  religion— deep 
On  earth  and  sea  its  glories  sleep, 
And  mingle  with  the  starlight  rays. 
Like  the  soft  light  of  parted  days. 

The  spirit  of  the  holy  eve 

Comes  through  the  silent  air 
To  feeling's  hidden  spring,  and  wakes 

A  gush  of  music  there ! 
And  the  far  depths  of  ether  beam 
So  passing  fair,  we  almost  dream 
That  we  can  rise,  and  wander  through 
Their  open  paths  of  trackless  blue. 

Each  soul  is  fiU'd  with  glorious  dreams, 

Each  pulse  is  beating  wild ; 
And  thought  is  soaring  to  the  shrine 

Of  glory  undefiled ! 
And  holy  aspirations  start. 
Like  blessed  angels,  from  the  heart, 
And  bind — for  earth's  dark  ties  are  riven— 
Our  spirits  to  the  gates  of  heaven. 


TO  A  LADY. 


I  THixK  of  thee  when  morning  springs 
From  sleep,  with  plumage  bathed  in  dew, 

And,  like  a  young  bird,  lifts  her  wings 
Of  gladness  on  the  welkin  blue. 

And  when,  at  noon,  the  breath  of  love 
O'er  flower  and  stream  is  wandering  free. 

And  sent  in  music  from  the  grove, 
I  think  of  thee — ^I  think  of  thee. 


I  think  of  thee,  when,  soft  and  wide. 
The  evening  spreads  her  robes  of  light. 

And,  like  a  young  and  timid  bride. 
Sits  blushing  in  the  arms  of  night 

And  when  the  moon's  sweet  crescent  springs 
In  light  o'er  heaven's  deep,  waveless  sea, 

And  stars  are  forth,  like  blessed  things, 
I  think  of  thee — ^I  think  of  thee. 

I  think  of  thee ; — that  eye  of  flame, 
Those  tresses,  falling  bright  and  free. 

That  brow^  where  *<  Beauty  writes  her  name,** 
I  think  if  thee— I  think  of  thee. 


WRITTEN  AT  MY  MOTHER'S  GRAVE. 


Thb  trembling  dew-drops  fall 
Upon  the  shutting  flowers ;  like  souls  at  rest 
The  stars  shine  gloriously :  and  all 
Save  me,  are  blest 

Mother,  I  love  thy  grave ! 
The  violet,  with  its  blossoms  blue  and  mild. 
Waves  o'er  thy  head ;  when  shall  it  wave 
Above  thy  child? 

T  is  a  sweet  flower,  yet  must 
Its  bright  leaves  to  the  coming  tempest  bow; 
Dear  mother,  'tis  thine  emblem;  dost 
Is  on  thy  brow. 

And  I  could  love  to  die: 
To  leave  untasted  life's  dark,  bitter  streams— 
By  thee,  as  erst  in  childhood,  lie. 

And  share  thy  dreams. 

And  I  must  linger  here, 
To  stain  the  plumage  of  my  sinless  years. 
And  mourn  the  hopes  to  childhood  dear 
With  bitter  tears. 

Ay,  I  must  linger  here, 
A  lonely  branch  upon  a  withered  tree. 
Whose  last  fhdl  leaf,  untimely  sere, 
Went  down  with  thee ! 

Oft,  from  life's  withered  bower. 
In  still  communion  with  the  past,  I  turn. 
And  muse  on  thee,  the  only  flower 
In  memory's  urn. 

And,  when  the  evening  pale 
Bows,  like  a  mourner,  on  the  dim,  blue  wave, 
I  stray  to  hear  the  night-winds  wail 
Around  thy  grave. 

Where  is  thy  spirit  flown  1 
I  gaze  above— thy  look  is  imaged  there; 
I  listen — and  thy  gentle  tone 
Is  on  Uie  air. 

O,  come,  while  here  I  press 
My  brow  upon  thy  grave ;  and,  in  those  mild 
And  thrilling  tones  of  tenderness. 

Bless,  bless  thy  child! 

Yes,  bless  your  weeping  child ; 
And  o'er  thine  urn — religion's  holiest  shiine— 
O,  give  his  spirit,  undefiled. 

To  blend  witL  thins. 
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THE   SAILOR. 


A  nil  LOR  ever  loven  to  lie  in  nuition, 

Koainini;  aNnit  he  Hcarre  kiinwn  where  or  why; 
He  JiMiksi  uiMMi  the  dim  and  HlmdMu-y  orean 

Am  homi>,  altlion*  the  land ;  and  e'en  the  nky, 
DouHiIli^M  nnd  U*nutiful,  haii  naniiht  to  pk^ane, 
K\ivpt  Kome  cUnuls  which  prouuM*  him  a  hreexe. 

He  is  a  child  of  mere  impulw  aiu!  pamiion, 
Iii>vin<j:  hi>i  friendi^  and  Ki*mTiHii4  to  hin  foea, 

And  lickle  tk*  the  moHt  ephemeral  ItiMhion, 
Sii\i>  ill  the  cut  an<l  colmir  of  hin  clotUea, 

Anil  in  a  m-t  of  phranes  wluch,  on  land, 

Tlie  wiiiCKt  head  could  never  uiulervtand. 

}{e  think*  Win  di:di*et  the  verv  heitt 
That  ever  How'd  from  any  human  lip. 

Anil  whether  in  hiii  prayent,  or  at  a  jent, 
Chcm  the  (ernii*  for  manaG:inv  a  fhip; 

Ami  cM-n  in  dtnith  would  order  up  the  helm, 

In  lin|»e  to  ch*ar  the  •*  undi<K'nvi>r'd  realm.** 

He  in.ikiNi  a  frimd  where'er  he  niit'tft  a  idiore. 
One  whiMii  he  cheriMhes  witii  huim'  afli*ction; 

Diit  leiniiiLT  p«irt.  he  thinki*  of  her  no  in<in\ 
I*nle:»«  it  In*,  fterchance,  in  hniiie  reflectiiin 

rpiin  hit  wii-ked  wuvh,  then,  with  a  M(;hy 

Ke^MiKe-*  i»!i  n'fornmtion— 4*re  he  die. 

In  r.111114.  he  tzufA^*  at  the  »Ii-t'|iiim  mm. 

Or  m-fk-  hi-*  lines,  tiiid  m-Th  liiiiiM-lf  to  anclinir. 
Or  t.ikes  to  )NiIilii-ft,  :iiid.  U-iim  free 

Of  f.iftr>  niiii  full  of  feelihL'.  f.ilU  to  wran(;Iinf{: 
Then  r«*<*oliei-t]4  :i  diivtjnt  eye  ami  lip. 
Ami  met  the  d.iy  on  whiih  he  ••.tw  a  Hhip: 

Then  lo<»k««  up  to  tlie  ».ky  to  wateh  earlj  cloud, 
Ari  it  (Ii«|tla\fl  its  faint  and  llittiri:;  form; 

Then  nrr  t!ie  calm  lN*t;ini*  t>i  miitti  r  louil. 

And  Kwear^  he  wnuld  e\e)i.iii.'e  it  f.ir  a  uttirm, 

Torii.iilo,  any  thine-^to  put  u  cliMe 

To  thirt  miMt  dead.  moni4«>nim<«  r«'[ii»4e. 

An  onler  ci^en.  aikl  he  oliey*.  of  rotir«e. 

Though  'twere  to  run  hi*  ^hip  u)M»n  the  rock* — 

Capture  a  mjuailron  with  a  Imat'it-crew  fiirce — 
Or  batter  down  the  inaMnivp  tfranite  liloeka 

Of  iioine  huKt*  fortn>fM  with  a  i*wivrl.  pike, 

l*iifto',  BU^lit  that  will  throw  a  ball,  or  »tnke. 


He  never  ihrinkii,  whatever  may  beijdr  : 
Hin  weapon  may  he  nhivrr'd  in  hia  hand. 

Hit  la^  compuniim  nhot  down  at  hU  iklr. 
Still  he  maintains  hia  firm  and  dr#firratr 

Ble«'dini;  and  Itattline— with  hi*  rnkiuri  fiuC 

A*t  nail  cun  bind  thrm  to  hi«  ahattrr'd 


I  love  the  Kiili>r~hifi  eventful  hCt^* 

His  generou*  Kpirit-— hia  ccntempi  ofdaiurr^ 
Hix  t*irmne»<s  in  the  ir.de.  the  wrrck.  and  ttrtsr . 

And  thituch  a  wild  and  rrrkIrA«  oreaiwrancvf. 
(■Ill)  (mint  he  make  that  fHWl.  when  hir  i«  o'rr 
Where  atormM  are  hui4i*d.  and  Inllowa  bfvak  no  sy.'v. 


.MY  FIRST  LOVE.  AND   MY  LAST 

(*ATHAW*,  when  the  many  ailent  trmn 

Of  Ivjiity.  luMulinq:  o'er  thy  bnl, 
Be^fMike  the  chanin*  familiar  to  our 

I  ciiukl  ni>t  think  thy  npirit  yet  had 
So  like  to  life  llie  idumU>r  death  had 
On  tliv  hweet  faii\  m\  firM  love  and  rav  h0L 

I  WHtrh'd  III  Ace  thoM*  lit  hi  their  li^rht  anliiid. 

Fur  ittdl  thy  fun>head  rix«*  nrrene  and  bir, 
Aiiwhen  thiw  m^en  riniElet^  richly  roird 

( )'ir  life,  w  hirli  ilw  elt  in  th(»ut{ht  and  heanfj  t&r;* 
'/'hv  clu-ek  tlte  whik*  wa«  nw  with  the 
Th.it  tliixlt'd  ii\ou^  the  ii|iirit*«  my«l 

Tli\  li|i«  were  circli>il  i«iih  that  ■ilml 

Wliirh  ot)  u roll  nil  thi-ir  Amtr  frrthnttm  mek*. 

m 

When  •Mifiif  more  happy  thoucht  or  harailrw  w« 

I'l<iiri  th\  warm  and  wanik*nnr  tmac%  hrok^ 
Vnr  tlioii  wert  Nature'*  child,  and  took  th«  lct» 
Of  «>\iTy  puli«.  an  if  it  were  thinr  own. 

I  w  ili-M'fl.  iri'l  !>till  U*lii>\Ml  that  thnu  woulte  wiir. 

Wlirii  iii!iiT«  iMMie  tit  {litce  t!ire  in  the  «hn^ 
I  th-iUjht  1-1  M'l-  iliji  icrminc  iJumlwT  brv-^ 

A)*  I  U.iw  <Mi  II  a  hjht.  tran«puvnt  cUntd 
Ih«|«'r*^.  uhich  o*cr  a  iifar'a  wwrrl  fmc*  had  thr.wv 
A  ihailow  hki-  to  ilut  which  veil'd  ihaae  ova. 

Hill,  no:  then*  wax  no  token,  lotik,  or  Tmalk  : 
The  tetin>  of  thiM-  anmrkl.  the  tkilUnc  brtl 

Anil  heir««*  told  u«  ai  I414  that  thM  a  m  iWaifc ' 
I  know  not  if  I  lirejthrvl  a  last  famvB; 

Rut  •>iii>'f  t'ut  ilay  my  vwertral  koiiia  ha«r  pa*'^ 

In  thoui;:lit  of  thav,  my  firat  lofw  and  my  IvL 


WILLIAM   CROSWELL. 


(Bofi^UOi.] 


Thb  Rererend  Williix  Cboswxll  is  a  Mm  of 
e  Reverend  Doctor  Cboswell,  of  New  Haven, 
(d  was  educated  at  Yale  College,  where  he  was 
aduated  in  the  summer  of  1824.  He  was  suhse- 
lently,  for  two  years,  associated  with  Doctor 
OAITK,  now  Bishop  of  New  Jersey,  in  the  editor- 
ip  of  the  **  Episcopal  Watchman,"  at  Hartford, 
ter  which  he  removed  to  Boston,  and  was  for 


several  years  minister  of  Christ*s  Church,  in  that 
city.  He  is  now  rector  of  8t  Peter's,  in  the  beau- 
tiful village  of  Auburn,  in  the  western  part  of  the 
state  of  New  York.  His  poems  are  nearly  all 
religious.  Bishop  Doafx,  in  a  note  to  his  edition 
of  Kbblk's  «<  Christian  Year,**  remarks  that  **  he 
has  more  unwritten  poetry  in  him**  than  any  man 
he  knows. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^0^0^0^^^^^ 


THE  SYNAGOGUE. 

**Bat  even  onto  thia  day,  whan  Moses  is  read,  the  veil 
upon  their  heart.  Nevertheless,  when  It  shall  tarn  to 
e  Lord,  the  veil  shall  be  taken  away.*'— 8t.  Paou 

I  SAW  them  in  their  synagogue, 

As  in  their  ancient  day, 
And  never  from  my  memory 

The  scene  will  fade  away. 
For,  dazzling  on  my  vision,  still 

The  latticed  galleries  shine 
With  Israel's  loveliest  daughters, 

In  their  beauty  half-divine ! 

It  is  the  holy  Sabbath  eve, — 

The  solitary  Ught 
Sheds,  mingled  with  the  hues  of  day, 

A  lustre  nothing  bright ; 
On  swarthy  brow  and  piercing  glance 

It  falls  with  saddening  tin^. 
And  dimly  gilds  the  Pharisee's 

Phylacteries  and  fringe. 

The  two-leaved  doors  slide  slow  apart 

Before  the  eastern  screen, 
As  rise  the  Hebrew  harmonies. 

With  chanted  prayers  between. 
And  mid  the  tissued  vails  disclosed. 

Of  many  a  gorgeous  dye, 
Enveloped  in  their  jewell'd  scarft^ 

The  sacred  recoils  lie. 

Robed  in  his  sacerdotal  vest, 

A  silvery-headed  man 
With  voice  of  solemn  cadence  o'er 

The  backward  letters  ran, 
And  oflen  yet  methinks  I  see 

The  glow  and  power  that  sate 
Upon  his  face,  as  forth  he  spread 

The  roll  immaculate. 

And  fervently  that  hour  I  pray'd, 

That  from  the  mighty  scroll 
Its  light,  in  burning  characters. 

Might  break  on  every  soul, 
That  on  their  harden'd  hearts  the  veil 

Might  be  no  longer  dark, 
But  be  forever  rent  in  twain 

Like  that  before  the  ark. 


For  yet  the  tenfoU  fUm  shall  fiOI, 

O,  Judah !  from  thy  sight. 
And  every  eye  be  purged  to  read 

Thy  testimonies  right. 
When  thou,  with  all  Mxssiab's  signs 

In  Chbist  distinctly  seen. 
Shall,  by  Jkbovab's  nameless  name. 

Invoke  the  Nazarene. 


THE  CLOUDS. 
**  Cloud  land !   Gorfeous  land !"— Colbbidos. 

I  cABBot  look  above  and  see 

Yon  high-piled,  pillowy  mass 
Of  evening  clouds,  so  swimmingly 

In  gold  and  purple  pass. 
And  think  not,  Lobd,  how  thou  wast  seen 

On  Israel's  desert  way. 
Before  them,  in  thy  shadowy  screen, 

Pavilion'd  all  the  day  ! 

Or,  of  those  robes  of  gorgeous  hue 

Which  the  Redeemer  wore, 
When,  ravish'd  from  his  followers'  view. 

Aloft  his  flight  he  bore. 
When  lifted,  as  on  mighty  wing, 

He  curtained  his  ascent. 
And,  wrapt  in  clouds,  went  triumphing 

Above  the  firmament 

Is  it  a  trail  of  that  same  pall 

Of  many-colour'd  dyes, 
That  high  above,  o'ermantling  all. 

Hangs  midway  down  the  skies — 
Or  borders  of  those  sweeping  folds 

Which  shall  be  all  unfiirl'd 
About  the  Saviour,  when  he  holds 

His  judgment  on  the  world  ? 

For  in  like  maimer  as  he  went, — 

My  soul,  hast  thou  forgot  t — 
Shall  be  his  terrible  descent, 

When  man  ezpecteth  not ! 
Strength,  Son  of  man,  against  that  hour. 

Be  to  our  spirits  given. 
When  thou  shalt  come  again  with  power. 

Upon  the  clouds  of  heaven ' 
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THE  ORDINAL. 


A  LAI  for  me  if  I  forget 

The  memory  of  that  day 
'Which  fiiU  my  waking  thoughts,  nor  yvt 

E'en  sleep  can  take  away  ! 
In  drcami  I  itili  renew  the  ritea 

Whose  strong  but  mystic  chain 
The  spirit  to  iu  Gon  unites, 

And  none  can  part  again. 


How  oft  the  bishop*!  form  I 

And  hear  that  thrillinjr  tone 
Demanding  with  authority 

The  heart  fur  Goii  alone ; 
Again  I  kneel  as  then  I  knelt. 

While  he  above  me  stands, 
And  M'cm  to  f«H*I.  as  then  I  felt. 

The  pressure  of  his  hands. 

Again  the  priests  in  meet  array, 

Ah  my  weak  spirit  fails. 
Beside  me  l>end  them  down  to  pray 

Before  the  chancel-rails ; 
As  then,  the  sarmmrntal  host 

Of  OoD*s  elect  are  bv. 
When  many  a  voice  its  utterance  lost. 

And  tears  dimm'd  many  an  eye. 

As  then  they  on  my  vision  roae. 

The  vaulted  aisles  I  see. 
And  desk  and  cushioned  book  repoae 

In  solemn  sanctity, — 
The  mitre  oVr  the  marble  niche. 

The  broken  crook  and  key, 
That  from  a  bishop^s  tomb  shone  rich 

With  polished  tracery ; 

The  hangings,  the  baptismal  font, 

All.  all,  save  me  unchanged. 
The  holy  tal>ie,  as  was  wont. 

With  decency  arranged ; 
The  linen  cloth,  the  plate^  the  cup, 

Beneath  tlieir  covering  shine. 
Ere  pricittly  hands  are  hfted  up 

To  bless  the  bread  and  wine. 

The  solemn  ceremonial  past. 

And  I  am  S4*t  apart 
To  serve  the  Lorii.  from  first  to  last. 

With  undividt*d  heart ; 
And  I  huvp  sworn,  with  pledges  dire, 

Which  (r<in  and  man  liave  heard. 
To  speak  the  holy  truth  entire. 

In  action  and  in  won!. 

O  l*hou,  who  in  thy  holy  plaee 

Huj«t  set  thine  orders  three. 
Grant  me,  thy  meanest  servant,  gnoe 

To  win  a  good  degree ; 
That  so,  replenishM  from  above. 

And  in  my  oflfice  tried. 
Thou  mavst  be  honoured,  and  in  lof* 

Thy  church  be  edified! 


CHRISTMAS  EVE. 


Tbr  thickly-woven  boughs  tbcj 

Through  every  haUow'd  fane 
A  soft,  reviving  odour  breathe 

Of  summer's  gentle  reign ; 
Ami  rich  the  ray  of  mild  grem  lifbt 

Which,  like  an  emerald's  gknr. 
Comes  struggling  through  the  laltiM 

Upon  the  crowds  below. 

O,  let  the  stn*anis  of  oolemn  though! 

Which  in  those  temples  riae. 
From  deeper  sources  spring 

Dependent  on  the  skies : 
Then,  though  the  sumnicr*s 

And  winter's  withering  chill 
ResU  on  the  cheerless  woods,  our  henrts 

8hall  be  unchanging  stilL 


THE  DEATH  OF  STEPHEN. 

Wits  awful  drrad  his  mnideitfs  shook* 

As,  radiant  and  serene. 
The  lustre  of  his  dying  look 

Was  like  an  angel's  seen ; 
Or  M<MK«*  fsce  of  paly  light. 

When  down  the  moant  he  trod. 
All  glowing  from  the  glorioos  aght 

And  presence  of  his  Go  a. 

To  us,  with  all  his  consUnrj, 

Be  his  rapt  vision  given. 
To  look  aliove  by  faith,  and  see 

Revealments  bright  of  ben* 
And  power  to  speak  our  triu 

As  our  last  hour  draws 
While  neither  clouds  of  fcor 

Before  our  view  appear. 


THE  CHRISTMAS  OFFERIXG. 


Wr  come  not  with  a  costly 

O  Lord,  like  them  of  old. 
The  masters  of  the  starry  lofe, 

Fn>ni  Ojihir's  shore  of  gold: 
No  weeping*  uf  the  incense  Ino 

Are  with  the  sifts  we  bring. 
No  o  lorou«  mvrrh  of  Arahr 

Blends  with  our  oflering. 

But  still  our  love  would  brinf  ili  basL 

A  spirit  keenly  tried 
Bv  fierce  affliction's  fienr  teat. 

And  seven  times  purified : 
The  fragrsnl  graces  of  the  aiad. 

The  virtues  that  delight 
To  give  their  perfume  oat,  will  ial 

Acceptance  in  thy  sight. 


WILLIAM   PITT   PALMER. 


[Bora,  1806.] 


Palxsb  u  descended  from  a  Puritan  an- 
ho  came  to  America  in  the  next  ship  after 
r  Flower.  His  father  was  a  youthful  aol- 
the  Revolution,  and  one  of  the  latest,  if 

last,  of  the  survivors  of  the  Jersey  prison 
laving  acquired  a  competency  as  the  cap- 
&  New  York  merchantman,  he  retired  from 

early  in  the  present  century,  to  Stock- 
Berkshire  county,  Massachusetts,  where  he 
e  remainder  of  his  days,  in  that  sunshine 
md  respect  which  has  gilded  the  declining 

so  many  men  of  our  heroic  age.  There, 
twenty-second  of  February,  1805,  our  poet 
ti,  and  named  in  honour  of  the  great  orator 
laims  to  gratitude  are  recognised  among  us 
>u8and  living  monuments  which  bear  the 
■  WiLUAX  Pitt. 


In  his  native  county,  Mr.  Palxsb  has  told  me,  the 
first  and  happiest  half  of  his  life  was  spent  on  the 
farm,  in  the  desultoiy  acquisition  of  such  know- 
ledge as  could  then  be  obtained  from  a  New  Eng- 
land common  school,  and  a  ^  college*'  with  a  single 
professor.  The  other  half  has  been  chiefly  passed 
in  New  Tork,  as  a  medical  student,  teacher,  writer 
for  the  gazettes,  and,  for  several  years,  clerk  in  a 
public  office. 

Mr.  Palmkr  is  a  man  of  warm  affections,  who 
finds  a  heaven  in  a  quiet  home.  He  is  a  lover 
of  nature,  too,  and  like  most  inhabitants  of  the 
pent-up  city,  whose  early  days  have  been  passed 
in  the  country,  he  delights  in  recollections  of  rural 
life.  8ome  of  his  poems  have  much  tenderness 
and  delicacy,  and  they  are  generally  very  complete 
and  polished. 


LIGHT. 


le  quicken'd  womb  of  the  primal  gloom 
e  8im  rolled  black  and  bare, 
ove  him  a  vest  for  his  Ethiop  breast, 
the  threads  of  my  golden  hair ; 
en  the  broad  tent  of  the  firmament 
yse  OQ  its  airy  spars, 
'd  the  hue  of  its  matchless  blue, 
d  spangled  it  round  with  stars. 

1  the  flowers  of  the  Eden  bowers, 

d  their  leaves  of  living  green, 

le  were  the  dyes  in  the  sinless  eyes 

Eden's  virgin  queen ; 

en  the  fiend's  art,  on  her  trustful  heart, 

d  fastcn'd  its  mortal  spell, 

Jvery  sphere  of  the  first-bom  tear 

the  trembling  earth  I  fell. 

be  waves  that  burst  o'er  a  world  accursed 
eir  work  of  wrath  hath  sped, 
Ark's  lone  few,  the  triod  and  true, 
nc  forth  among  the  dead ; 
e  wondrous  gleams  of  my  braided  beams 
ide  their  terrors  cease ; 
>tc  on  the  roll  of  the  storm's  dark  scroll 
d's  covenant  of  peace. 

«all  at  rest  on  a  pulseless  breast, 

fht's  funeral  shadow  slept, 

shepherd  swains  on  the  Bethlehem  plains 

eir  lonely  vigils  kept ; 

flash'd  on  their  sight  the  heralds  bright 

heaven's  redeeming  plan, 

chanted  the  mom  of  a  Saviour  bom — 

,  joy  to  the  outcast  man ! 


Equal  favour  I  show  to  the  lofty  and  low, 

On  the  just  and  unjust  I  descend ; 
E'en  the  blind,  whose  vain  spheres  roll  in  daikoess 
and  tears, 

Feel  my  smile  the  best  smile  of  a  firiend : 
Nay,  the  flower  of  the  waste  by  my  love  is  embraced. 

As  the  rose  in  the  garden  of  kings ; 
As  the  chrysalis  bier  of  the  worm  I  appear, 

And  lo!  the  gay  butterfly's  wings! 

The  desolate  Mom,  Like  a  mourner  forlorn, 

Conceals  all  the  pride  of  her  charms. 
Till  I  bid  the  bright  Hours  chase  the  Night  firom 
her  bowers. 

And  lead  the  young  Day  to  her  arms ; 
And  when  the  gay  rover  seeks  Eve  for  his  lover, 

And  sinks  to  her  balmy  repose, 
I  wrap  their  soft  rest  by  the  zephyr-fium'd  west, 

In  curtains  of  amber  and  rose. 

From  my  sentinel  steep,  by  the  night-brooded  deep, 

I  gaze  with  unslumbering  eye. 
When  the  cynosure  star  of  the  marine 

Is  blotted  from  the  sky; 
And  guided  by  me  through  the  merciless  sea. 

Though  sped  by  the  hurricane's  wings. 
His  compassless  bark,  lone,  weltering,  dariL, 

To  the  haven-home  safely  he  brings. 

I  waken  the  flowers  in  their  dew-«pangled  bowe^^ 

The  birds  in  their  chambera  of  green. 
And  mountain  and  plain  glow  with  beauty  again, 

As  they  bask  in  my  matinal  sheen. 
O,  if  such  the  glad  worth  of  my  presence  to  mtfa, 

Though  fitful  and  fleeting  the  while. 
What  glories  must  rest  on  the  home  of  the  bleMi'd, 

Ever  bright  with  the  Dsitt's  smile ! 
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LINES  TO   A  CHRYSAU3. 

Mcaixo  Ion;  I  ariud  me  Ihii^ 

Chrjialu, 
Lying  hclplra  in  mv  path, 
Obvioui  lo  mortal  Kath 
From  >  cw«le«  pUMf  hj, 
Whal  ihy  life  nuy  H^ni^ ! 
Why,  fram  bopr  anil  jov  ■t"'!. 

Thui  tbu'u  ull 
Nature  nirrly  iliil  am  in*, 

Whea  ahr  U*bih'il  Ibw  >nd  winiEi 
NrrTci]  witli  ninwt  niDiitiE-apriiitfi, 
On  the  mntc  miil  mariripon, 
Wbrrewitlial  to  nruu-flraoMi 
Anil  iliauciMcil  K>  ninicanllj 
Lulo  lliec. 


□  Ulf!' 


jrjwor 


THE  HOME  VALENTIN'K. 

HTtLL  KhiiI  and  Hue.  Oh^  whAM 

Tlir1»nl.Bl*MMM. 
8el  ■nilins  o'er  th*  ^^^d  iNif 

Hi*  lione'e  terHM  ^farf: 

A  kk;  linr  &Da  hb  taiArfbav. 


AihI  may  ruck  him  lu  uhI  Ira 
An  ihp  «c{d)7n  •oftlf  bbnr; 
WIlilA  thou  Ivrt  <lHri(  and  raid 

IPniW  mould. 
(Juoth  ilur  ChrjwlU.  «ir  Bud, 

Not  no  had 
Ii  my  munilnl  ilmliny 
In  the  m^M  Emninuy : 
Niy,  hy  hurnhb'  rrann  Tint'd, 
Thfrr  ii  roiirh  fiir  mtilurle 
In  the  ihajHiig  and  uinhal 

Uf  myloL 
Though  1  Bcrni  of  all  thinqa  bam 

Moid  rorJuni, 

NrtI  of  kin  lo  IrR]<nlrnrr. 
Say,  to  Dnth  himiir;  vfl  ne'ei 
Priatf  at  jaigtut,  ••■•  or  •ecr, 
Mejr  lubliinBr  inial«m  tnrh 

Than  I  |irvsdi. 
From  my  pulpit  of  ihr  k 


I|<i 


l.ikr  .  gad. 


FanlK'Ht  ni?'  i:>  i].'.in">l  y<iuth, 
Smniit  i;Ti>ry'ii  naUt  |»iirh. 
Whi-w  with  jBilf.  invninl  imrh, 
Di-ath  lj|{ht«  il.nrnwanl  In  the  icet 

or  Ihr  bl>«L 
Mark  von  aitj'  l"i"rrtlv'» 

K.,i.,t-.-.,K.--r 
VrWnlav  that  »!ia]ir  iliiiiin 
Wa'  B4  d.irklv  h":>r>v.l  ax  mint; 
But  td-miimi«  I  .hidt  Iv 
Fnf  wid  iH'antiful  a«  Ae, 
Alkl  iwrep  iiMlh  on  «rini«  of  light. 

Like  aniritB, 


He  pauiHl,  and  with  i  ouanAd  ■ 
Tlu-  -a.1  mrmrnla  nivd. 

Anrl  lent  upM  ile^Trrr  itiHB 
In  psnara  mltaiK  BH^ : 

And  tf  a  Ni-h  raraunl  him  Uhd. 


Th^  «an  n>y  bwi  ud  haU. 

1.0 '.  -     I  "  •*         WlllMll  i 

Tarui-biAl  wA  thiiH-  om. 

A  Jaim  D^  ahny  h«ru*  mocfci 
Tbr  niidiiifbt  Aej  ^m  kDowni 

Bui  liiae  U>  tdi^blvd  rbrrit  a^  k« 

Vi't  >hait  ih->u  M  ■  ■ymw 

>«  rhill  of  wantBf  t^ttmmK^ 

>'awinl<-><ir  thrhnil! 

Korih'r  tnr.  dnrnt  Bntrira  t 
Tfar  RTalrM  hard  ir|ilvdL 

A ^rir  ai.a  with  IniJem  Un 

III'  iirriwnf  hi-t  In  hi*  mJc: 


CHARLES  FENNO  HOFFMAN. 


(BofB,  ifloe.] 
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Th«  author  of  «« Greyslacr,"  «« Wild  Scenes  in 
the  Forest  and  the  Prairie,"  etc^  is  a  brother  of 
the  Honourable  Oeosiv  Hoffman,  and  a  son  of 
the  late  eminent  lawyer  of  the  same  name.*  He 
is  the  child  of  a  second  marriage.  His  maternal 
grandfather  was  John  Fen  no,  of  Philadelphia, 
one  of  the  ablest  political  writers  of  the  old  Fede- 
ral party,  during  the  administration  of  Wishing- 
TON.  The  family,  which  is  a  numerous  one  in 
the  state  of  New  York,  planted  themselves,  at  an 
early  day,  in  the  valley  of  the  Hudson,  as  appears 
from  the  Dutch  records  of  Pktkr  Stutyesant's 
stoned  reign. 

Mr.  Hoffman  was  bom  in  New  York,  in  the 
year  1806.  He  was  sent  to  a  Latin  grammar- 
school  in  that  city,  when  six  years  old,  from  which, 
at  the  age  of  nine,  he  was  transferred  to  the 
Poughkeepsie  academy,  a  seminary  upon  the 
Hudson,  about  eighty  miles  from  New  York,  which 
at  that  time  enjoyed  great  reputation.  The  harsh 
treatment  he  received  here  induced  him  to  run 
away,  and  his  father,  finding  that  he  had  not  im- 
proved under  a  course  of  severi^,  did  not  insist 
upon  his  return,  but  placed  him  under  the  care  of 
an  accomplished  Scottish  gentleman  in  one  of 
the  rural  villages  of  New  Jersey.  During  a  visit 
home  from  this  place,  and  when  about  twelve 
years  of  age,  he  met  with  an  injury  which  in- 
volved the  necessity  of  the  immediate  amputa- 
tion of  the  right  leg,  above  the  knee.  The  pain- 
ful circumstances  are  minutely  detailed  in  the 
New  York  "Evening  Post,"  of  the  twenty-fifth 
of  October,  1817,  from  which  it  appears,  that 
while,  with  other  lads,  attempting  the  dangerous 
fi»t  of  leaping  aboard  a  steamer  as  she  passed  a  pier, 
under  full  way,  he  was  caught  between  the  verael 
and  the  wharf.  The  steamer  swept  by,  and  left 
him  clinging  by  his  hands  to  the  pier,  crushed  in 
a  manner  too  frightful  for  description.  This  de- 
privation, instead  of  acting  as  a  disqualification 
for  the  manly  sports  of  youth,  and  thus  turning 
the  subject  of  it  into  a  retired  student,  seems  rather 
to  have  given  young  Hoffman  an  especial  ambi- 
tion to  excel  in  swimming,  riding,  etc,  to  the  still 
farther  neglect  of  perhaps  more  useful  acquire- 
ments. 

When  fifteen  years  old,  he  entered  Columbia 
College,  and  here,  as  at  preparatory  schools,  was 
noted   rather  for  success  in  gymnastic  exercises 

*  JiidKe  Hoffman  wa«,  in  early  life,  one  of  the  moit 
diatinfiiished  advocates  at  the  American  bar.  He  won 
hi*  fimt  cause  in  New  Jersey  at  the  age  of  aeventeen  ;  the 
illness  of  counsel  or  the  indulgence  of  the  court  flvlnf 
him  the  opportunity  to  speak.  At  twenty-on«  be  sue* 
ceeded  bis  father  as  representative,  from  New  York,  ia 
the  ffiate  lefialatnre.  At  twenty-six  be  filled  the  offiee 
of  attorney-general;  and  thenceforth  the  still  yoathfbl 
pleader  was  often  the  successAil  competitor  of  Hamil- 
Tow,  Buaa,  Pihknbt,  and  other  professional  giants,  for 
the  highest  honours  of  the  legal  forum. 


than  in  those  of  a  more  intelloctual  character. 
His  reputation,  judging  from  his  low  position  in 
his  class,  contrasted  with  the  honours  that  were 
awarded  him  by  the  coUege-societies  at  their  anni- 
versary exhibitions,  was  greater  with  the  students 
than  with  the  faculty,  though  the  honorary  degree 
of  Master  of  Arts,  conferred  upon  him  under  pe- 
culiarly gratifying  circumstances,  after  leaving  the 
institution  in  his  third  or  junior  year,  without 
having  graduated,  clearly  implies  that  he  was  still 
a  favourite  with  his  alma  mater,* 

Immediately  after  leaving  college — being  then 
eighteen  years  old — he  commenced  the  study  of  the 
law  with  the  Honourable  Habmanus  Blkscksr, 
of  Albany,  now  Chwge  d* Affaires  of  the  United 
States  at  the  Hague.  When  twenty-one,  he  was 
admitted  to  the  bar,  and  in  the  succeeding  three 
years  he  practised  in  the  courts  of  the  city  of  New 
York.  During  this  period  he  wrote  anonymously 
for  the  New  York  American — having  made  his 
first  essay  as  a  writer  for  the  gazettes  while  in  Al- 
bany— and  I  believe  finally  became  associated  with 
Mr.  Charles  Kino  in  the  editorship  of  that 
paper.  Certainly  he  gave  up  the  legal  profession, 
for  the  successful  prosecution  of  which  he  appears 
to  have  been  unfitted  by  his  love  of  books,  society, 
and  the  rod  and  gun.  His  feelings  at  this  period 
are  described  in  some  rhymes,  entitled  "Forest 
Musings,"  from  which  the  following  stanzas  are 
quoted,  to  show  the  fine  relish  for  forest-life  and 
scenery  which  has  thrown  a  peculiar  charm  around 
every  production  from  his  pen : — 
The  hunt  Is  up — 
The  merry  woodland  shout, 
That  rung  these  echoing  glades  about 

An  hour  agone. 
Hath  swept  beyond  the  eastern  hills, 

Where,  pale  and  lone, 
The  moon  her  mystic  circle  fills ; 
A  while  across  the  setting  sun's  broad  disc 
The  dusky  larch. 

As  if  to  pierce  the  blue  o'erhangtog  arch. 
Lifts  its  tall  obelisk. 
And  now  from  thicket  dark. 

Where,  by  the  mist-wreathed  river, 
The  flre-fly's  spark 
Will  fltfal  quiver, 
And  bubbles  round  the  lily's  cup 
From  lurking  trout  come  coursing  up. 
The  doe  bath  led  her  Ikwn  to  drink ; 

While,  scared  by  step  so  near. 
Uprising  f^om  the  sedgy  brink 
The  lonely  bittern's  cry  will  sink 

Upon  the  startled  ear. 
And  thus  upon  my  dreaming  youth. 

When  boyhood's  gambols  pleased  no  more. 
And  young  Romance,  in  guise  of  Truth, 
Usurp'd  the  heart  all  theirs  before ; 

*  At  the  first  semi-centennial  anniversary  of  tlia  is- 
corporation  of  Columbia  OoUega,  tlie  iKmorary  degree 
Master  of  Arts  was  conferred  upon  Fm43BBBNS  Hai^ 
LBCK,  William  Cullbn  BaTAirr,  and  Chablis  Fktho 
Hoffman. 
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••I 


Thus  broke  ainbiilon'a  tramprt*iiot« 

On  Vmiiiiiri  Willi, 
Yi'l  blith4*iionie  an  tbia  rivpr 
On  whirh  thi*  imilinK  mtmii-beimt  float. 
That  ihii«  have  Ihfrr  rtiragea  aniiled, 
And  will  thuM  miiiii*  fnri'vt'r. 
And  nnw  no  morn  ih«»  frt-nh  green- woodi 

The  forfrt'a  fretted  autlea 
And  leafy  donira  above  ihem  bent. 
And  »«ilitude 
So  elitqiicnl '. 
Morkins  thr  v:iri«'d  skill  that*a  blent 

In  nrt'ii  niont  e'^refoua  pileti — 
No  more  ran  «o<itho  my  im»uI  to  alevp 
Than  th«'y  can  awe  tlH*  miund*  tliat  sweep 
To  buntt-r'n  Iwirn  and  merriment 
Their  vrrdnnl  iMnne*  ihrouRh, 
When  frr-h  the  diin-dfrr  leaves  hit  aceal 

l!|>on  the  OMirninK  drw. 
Thi>  KHnieV  afiMit!— and  let  the  rhlM 

I^ad  on,  whateVr  my  deatiny — 
Thiiuih  fate  her  funeral  drum  nay  brace 

Fnll  scHm  f«>r  me : 
And  wave  dealh'a  |Kiffeanl  o'er  ne-^ 
Yet  now  the  new  and  untried  world 
Like  maiden  banner  fiml  unfiirl'd, 

la  RianrinR  brifhl  before  ni«! 
The  quarry  ii'>ara.'  and  mine  la  now  the  aky, 
Where,  **at  whnt  bird  I  pleaae,  my  hawk  ahall  fly : 
Vet  somelhinff  whiapera  through  Ibe  wood 

A  voice  like  th:il  |ierchince 
Whlrh  laufhl  the  hunnter  <if  EoKtu*t  grove 
To  tame  the  Roman'a  dummatinc  mood 

And  litwrr,  fnr  awhile,  hia  mnqnenng  lance 
Before  the  imafea  of  Ijiw  and  l.ove — 
t$ome  myatic  voire  that  ever  ainre  hith  dwelt 

Alone  with  Kcho  in  lier  dim  retreat, 
A  voire  wh<iae  infliienre  all,  at  limea,  hare  felt 
Ry  wimkI,  or  clen,  nr  where  on  ailver  straod 
The  claapini  wave^  of  (kean'a  belt 
Do  claahlne  meet 
Around  thi;  land: 
It  whia(iera  me  thai  aiMtn— to«isooii 
The  piilaea  which  now  beat  ao  high 
Impatient  with  the  world  to  cope 
Will,  like  the  huea  of  autumn  akyt 
B<*  chanred  and  fallen  ere  life 'a  noon 
HiMiuld  tame  iia  HMrning  hope. 
It  tella  me  not  of  h^nrt  betra)  'd 
Of  hehlth  ini|tair*d. 
Of  fniitleaa  ti>il, 

And  ilia  alike  by  thoiuinda  shared. 
Of  which  each  >ear  Mune  link  ia  made 
To  add  to  **  mnrtal  end  :** 
And  >el  ila  alrange  prophetic  tone 
80  faintly  miiriniir«tti  iiii  aoul 
The  file  til  h-  iiiv  i»wn, 
Thnt  all  nf  iheito  may  be 
Reiiervi'd  fi>r  me 
Kre  manhnoiI'M  e.irty  \ejra  ran  o'er  me  roll. 

Yet  why. 
While  llii:»e  *••  jiM-iind  «inffeth 
And  Willi  her  iihiniei  the  gray  beard's  arrow  wingeth, 

Hhiiiil.l  1 
Think  iinti-  nf  Ih"  hirb  it  hrinrethl 
Timiich  every  dre,iiii  %\,'Ct  l\r 

Thtt  til  my  yo'ilh  h  deareal, 
I'ntil  mv  h>*trt  tliei  lenvp 

l.ike  fiirrat  le:if  w  hen  arirest— > 
\rt  •■till,  mul  fiirral  Ir'ivrs, 

Will" re  now 
Ita  ti«*iii  ll.u*  my  idle  finry  weaves, 
Still  with  hiMrl  new-hliiaa<iming 
While  |rave«,  and  bud*,  and  wild  flowers  spring. 

At  Naiure'a  nhnnr  I  '11  bow ; 
Nnr  ■•••'k  in  tain  that  Irulh  in  her 
Hhe  kee|M  fur  her  idolater. 


I 


Since  that  time  Mr.  HorrMAV  haa  drvatad  k 
attention  almoNt  constantly  to  UteraCurr.  ^  ^ 
connected  with  the  ••  Americsa,'*  he  puKi^w^S 
seriea  of  brilliant  articlea  in  that  paficr.  ntkUr  s 
signature  of  a  ittnr  f  *),  whirh  alCfartnl  Bora  ■ 
tention.  In  1^33.  lor  the  benefit  of  hia  h^t 
he  left  Nenr  York  on  a  travelbiif  tour  for  ite  -  & 
wmt.'*  an«l  hilt  Irttcni,  written  during  hia 
nverp  aliM)  tiri«t  {uibhshed  in  that  popqiar  ^ 
Thrv  wrro  ui'trrward  inrluilcd  in  hia  -Wuitrr  1 
the  Wfftl.'*  iif  uhii-h  thr  linrt  impeeaaion  aff 
in  New  York,  in  1834.  and  the  arraiKi.  *ol« 
in  Lundiin.  Thii*  wurk  has  paaaej  ihmuA 
etiitionii.  ami  it  Mill  rmitinueto  be  po|iiilar«».  >.c 
ari  (^mphii*  deicrripliuita  i»f  scrnefy  and  rha.-W' 
and  rirhm-M  and  purity  of  at\  le.  are  adnurcd.  H: 
next  vriirk.  rntiiUil  »  Wild  Srenea  in  thr  Fwf*^ 
and  thi'  Pmirii',*'  waa  first  prinlrd  in  1^37.  u^ 
hkr  iti*  |in-<l«'ri*MM)r,  it  nintaina  many  »i2i-m:« 
pirturen  uf  M-ener>',  inwo%rn  with  IrirfMia  i4  Vj 
wotrrn  run  11  try.  nnii  dewnjitjie  prteCrr.  Tii 
wujt  fidlowiil  liy  a  ntmanrr,  entitled  •■(■maLaf*.' 
fouiidiHl  u{*«)n  the  f.inioua  rnininal  tr&al  of  liitr 
cHtMP,  for  the  inunliT  of  (*olonel  Ha«Bpi,  U)#  n^ 
rn'itiir-((fiit'ril  of  Kentucky,— thr  partjrula.-*  J 
wliirh.  Miftrnfd  awav  in  the  noveU  are  a*i-.uv  1 
dftiiiU-tl  in  th«*  ap|ieiidix  to  his  ••  WinifT  m  ai 
Writl,"     ••(irrvKlarr*'   waa  a  aurreiaafu!  n^i*  — 


:  two  iilitioria  h:i\ ini;  afiprarrd  in  thr  nuth^Va  aa:.^! 

.  rity.  one  in  rhil.iili-lphia.  ami  a  (oufth  in  Ixoi.c 

I  in  till'  same  y<':ir.    1 1  plam!  htm  in  the  Cruni  rvj 

I  of  Amrrirnn  noveliabt.     He  dmrribea  ia  H.  «4 

ri'ihArkublr  fi-!irity.   Anirriran  furret-hCp.  arii  a» 

vu^r  wurfarr.  aiul  sivrs  a  tnirr  idra  of  thr  S\*»f 

rontrntji  of  the  KrV(iluti>>n  than  any   lurtiMl  L» 

tory  of  the  {irriiiil  that  ban  batrn  publtabnL 

The   KiiirkiTlNirkrr  inJipuine  waa  fiivt  mmti 

•  umlrr  thr   eilil* trial    au«|>ice«  of  Mr.   Harrvis. 

.   Hr    liiiltwipirnlly  lirranie    the   proprwtfdr  at  :k 

.\rni'rir.in  Monthly  Miiipaziiie.  (one  of  the  aiwrt 

litvniry  |M*hoilimla  rvrr  puhlidic^  in  thia  eoaflin 

■  mill  duriiiir  thr  lontf  trrm  of  which  he  was  tls 
rhiff  (ilitor  of  thi«  jotimal.  he  alao.  Cor  one  ^rsr. 
roriiliirtitl  the  N«'w  S'^irk  Mirror,  for  ita  peapmajr. 
ami  wrotr  a  mtii-^  uf  7i-atou«  paprra  in  fc««t«r  ^ 

■  intiTMiitiiinjI  ro[i\rii!lit.  for  the  New  Yoriar.  tks 
(*or!^iir.  aiitl  otIuT  juiirnala. 

Mr.  IliiriM  1^  |iiiMiohn|  in  1^43  •  T\tf  \tr-  ^ 
F.iiih.  :i  Irf'iiiMi-l  I  if  I  hi-  .\riiliri*f>ilark  Mosinlam^  »"■: 
ntdi  r  r.««-ii^;"iit  HM.-  H..miwnJ  Nn«»|^Hj» 
C'lrriit.tii'Mi."  ^l!:f  tit!i>  of  wliu-h  waa 
iiti  iirtii-!i'  iifi  ■•  'l"i>'  Piw  ?*  iiml  Ptipinr  at  Ai 
in  ••  Thr  Kon'i^ii  ijiiirtrrly  Rririrw,~>  a 
till-  r|ii«4'  of  1  ••  1*1.  thniiii^h  thr  houar  of  llafpiT  »M 
Hroihi-rii,  of  Nrw  York,  thr  nkiat  otMn|4r4r  ft«j>^- 
tioit  lh.it  li.-i«  Uvn  jTiiili  d  of  hia  portiral  wrc»^ 

Thr  |)ortr\*  nf  Mr.  HnrrniS  ia  KiatsfaJ  aait 
fiiirilul.  No  Amrnr^n  ia  compaiaMe  t»«  hra  » 
a  «4iiit;-writrr.  Althoush  aome  of  hia  paaraa  *« 
riiiiii4itrlv  fiiiii>hril.  thev  hare  aU  eviiralh  ^rrt 

■  ■  ■ 

thnm-ri  ntrwithiMit  labour,  in  momenta  af  frri:*4 
'  A  frw  of  hi«  {litvea.  in  which  he  haa  copied  1^ 
I  atylr  of  » the  old  and  antique   aooc"  aiv  ^an 

to  thr  hclirnt  mclodiea  of  Iha  lint  of  Hisat'> 
'  and  WaLLia. 
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MOONLIGHT  ON  THE  HUDSON. 

WRIJTEN  AT  WEST  POIITT. 


I'x  not  romantic,  but,  upon  my  word. 

There  are  some  moments  when  one  can't  help 
feeling 

As  if  his  heart's  chords  were  so  strongly  stirr'd 
By  things  around  him,  that  'tis  vain  concealing 

A  little  music  in  his  soul  still  lingers, 

Whene'er  its  keys  are  touch'd  by  Nature's  fingers: 

And  even  here,  upon  this  settee  lying, 

With  many  a  sleepy  traveller  near  me  snoozing, 

Thoughts  warm  and  wild  are  through  my  bosom 
flying, 
Like  founts  when  first  into  the  sunshine  oozing: 

For  who  can  look  on  mountain,  sky,  and  river, 

Like  these,  and  then  be  cold  and  calm  as  ever  1 

Bright  Dian,  who,  Camilla-like,  dost  skim  yon 
A  zure  fields — ^thou  who,  once  earthward  bending, 

Didst  loose  thy  virgin  zone  to  young  Erdtxioit 
On  dewy  Latmos  to  his  arms  descending— 

Thou  whom  the  world  of  old  on  every  shore. 

Type  of  thy  sex,  Triformis,  did  adore : 

Tell  me~>where'er  thy  silver  bark  be  steering, 
By  bright  Italian  or  soil  Persian  lands. 

Or  o'er  those  island-studded  seas  careering, 
Whose  pearl-charged  waves  dissolve  on  coral 
strands; 

Tell  if  thou  visitest,  thou  heavenly  rover, 

A  lovelier  stream  than  this  the  wide  world  over? 

Doth  Achelous  or  Araxes,  flowing 

Twin-bom    from    Pindus,    but    ne'er-meeting 
brothers — 
Doth  Tagus,  o'er  his  golden  pavement  glowing, 
Or   cradle-freighted  Ganges,  the   reproach   of 
mothers. 
The  storied  Rhine,  or  far-famed  Guadalquiver— 
Match  they  in  beauty  my  own  glorious  river  1 

What  though  no  cloister  gray  nor  ivied  column 
Along  these  clifis  their  sombre  ruins  rear  ? 

What  though  no  frowning  tower  nor  temple  solemn 
Of  despots  tell  and  superstition  here — 

What  though  that  mouldering  fort's  fast-crumbling 
walls 

Did  ne'er  enclose  a  baron's  banner'd  halls — 

Its  sinking  arches  once  gave  back  as  proud 
An  echo  to  the  war-blown  clarion's  peal — 

As  gallant  hearts  its  battlements  did  crowd 
As  ever  beat  beneath  a  vest  of  steel, 

When  herald's  trump  on  knighthood's  haughtiest 
day 

Call'd  forth  chlvalric  host  to  battle-fi^y : 

For  here  amid  these  woods  did  he  keep  court, 
Before  whose  mighty  soul  the  common  crowd 

Of  heroes,  who  alone  for  fame  have  fought. 
Are  like  the  patriarch's  sheaves  to  Heaven's 
chosen  bow'd — 

Hb  who  his  country's  eagle  taught  to  soar, 

And  fired  those  stars  which  shine  o'er  every  shore. 


And  sights  and  sounds  at  which  the  world  have 
wonder'd 
Within  these  wild  ravines  have  had  their  birth ; 
Young  Freedom's  cannon  firom  these  glens  have 
thunder'd, 
And  sent  their  startling  echoes  o'er  the  earth ; 
And  not  a  verdant  glade  nor  mountain  hoary 
But  treasures  up  within  the  glorious  story. 

And  yet  not  ricli  in  high-soui'd  memories  only. 
Is     every     moon-kiss'd   headland   round     me 
gleaming. 

Each  cavem'd  glen  and  leafy  valley  lonely. 

And  silver  torrent  o'er  the  bald  rock  streaming: 

But  such  soft  fancies  here  may  breathe  around. 

As  make  Vaucluse  and  Clarens  hallow'd  ground. 

Where,  tell  me  where,  pale  watcher  of  the  night — 
Thou  that  to  love  so  oft  has  lent  its  soul. 

Since  the  lorn  Lesbian  languish'd  'ncath  thy  light. 
Or  fiery  Romko  to  his  Juliet  stole — 

Where  dost  thou  find  a  fitter  place  on  earth 

To  nurse  young  love  in  hearts  like  theirs  to  birth  ? 

O,  loiter  not  upon  that  fairy  shore, 

To  watch  the  lazy  barks  in  distance  glide, 

When  sunset  brightens  on  their  sails  no  more. 
And  stem-lights  twinkle  in  the  dusky  tide — 

Loiter  not  there,  young  heart,  at  that  soft  hour, 

What  time  the  bird  of  night  proclaims  love's  power. 

0 

Even  as  I  gaze  upon  my  memory's  track. 
Bright  as  that  coil  of  light  along  the  deep, 

A  scene  of  early  youth  comes  dream-like  back, 
Where  two  stand  gazing  firom  yon  tide-wash'd 
steep — 

A  sanguine  stripling,  just  toward  manhood  flushing, 

A  girl  scarce  yet  in  ripen'd  beauty  blushing. 

The  hour  is  his — and,  while  his  hopes  are  soaring, 
Doubts  ho  that  maiden  will  become  his  bride  ? 

Can  she  resist  that  gush  of  wild  adoring. 
Fresh  from  a  heart  full-volumed  as  the  tide  ? 

Tremulous,  but  radiant  is  that  peerless  daughter 

Of  loveUness — as  is  the  star-paved  water ! 

The  moist  leaves  glimmer  as  they  glimmePd  then — 
Alas !  how  oft  have  they  been  since  renew'd ! 

How  ofl  the  whip-poor-will  from  yonder  glen 
Each  year  has  whistled  to  her  callow  brood ! 

How  oft  have  lovers  by  yon  star's  same  beam 

Dream'd  here  of  bliss — and  waken'd  from  their 
dream! 

But  now,  bright  Peri  of  the  skies,  descending, 
Thy  pearly  car  hangs  o'er  yon  mountain's  crest. 

And  Night,  more  nearly  now  each  step  attending. 
As  if  to  hide  thy  envied  place  of  rest. 

Closes  at  last  thy  very  couch  beside, 

A  matron  curtaining  a  virgin  bride. 

Farewell !  Though  tears  on  every  leaf  are  starting : 
While  through  the  shadowy  boughs  thy  glances 
quiver, 

As  of  the  good  when  heavenward  hence  departing. 
Shines  thy  last  smile  upon  the  placid  river. 

So— could  I  fling  o'er  glory's  tide  one  ray — 

Would  I  too  steal  from  this  dark  world  away. 
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THE  FOREST  CEMETERY. 

Wild  T^wahitctha  !•  in  ihy  lirook-'acftl  slen 

'I'lic  (]it4*  no  lori'^cr  liiitii  lirr  Imit  fawn*ii  Meatinff. 
Ak  p.intini:  tlu'iv.  or*ra|H-il  fntiii  IihmIit**  ki  a. 

Sho  lirarrt  the  rhiine  iiVr  liiitjint  hilU  rftrralini; ; 
N«>  morp.  upri>ini;  froni  th»*  ft>rn  nnMiml  hrr, 

'fill*  Indiiiii  iirrliiT.  fro-ii  hi*  "  mill-hunt"  hiir. 
\Vin:;s  lli«>  i1iMth->h:ii't  \%liich  h:ilii  thut  m<>mpnt 
foil  lid  hrr 

When Fatr xirinM foilM  ui^m Iut fnot-tp;* l!ipre : 

Willi  TstwuK'ntlm !  on  thy  nmc-Htrpw'd  i«oiI. 

OVr  which  yon  I'inr  his  uiiuit  irni  i*  k'ndinir. 
Ni>  more  the  Miiliawk  nitirkx  iU  ihirk  rrown  u*x\ 

AuHinxt  tlip  htin's  broml  iiii*k  toward  niislit  dc- 

Thf*n  crourhiim  ihiwn  lH"»i«U*  the  hrantU  that  roddcu 
Tiic  coluntn'd  trunkii  wliii-h  rear  tliy  le.it'y  dome, 

F«ir^rti«  hi«  l>iils  ni  hunter'n  ithniiU-rii  leuiloii, 
Or  vihitinrt  of  th«'  rttl  ui:ih*N  i»|iirit  h>'Ui«: : 

Dut  where  hin  raliiinet  liy  th.it  i>>ne  fire. 
At   hinht   Ifiicalh   tlll■^e  clm^tiT'd  l'(>iii:ha  wnn 
h^hte.]. 
The  ('hiixlMn  ur;  han  will  in  pruyer  n-pire, 
'J'lie   (MiriMi.m   p.iient   n>i>nrn   hi.4    jir  mi-I   h-i{v 
liliuhtiil ; 
Aiiil  ill  lli\   >h.iiie  the  inufher'n  henrt  will  listen 

'J'he  vjiirit-rrx  ol  haU-  <hi'  rla-p"  iii>  in- re. 
AimI   whrre   lh\    riliN   thrtui^h   hi-iu!i>ek-!>rjiic!K''< 

uU-h-ll. 

Thrr«-  iii.inx  a  niaiil  licr  hi\er  will  de]>!ore. 

Here  chililriMi  link'd  in  live  and  ipurt  tin;elher. 

W  h«i  (heck  thfir  nnrlh  a.4 ereak^  tlip  Khiw  lu-sir^e 
hy. 
M'ill  toiler  lonely  in  life'ii  autumn  weather. 

'J\»  ]Hii|iliT  whi're  \\U'\  Nprinu-tirne  hli>«Mimii  he; 
Aiiil  wht-re  tlie  \irjin  inil  wu«  ne^rr  liiiited 

H\  ihe  null"  pl-uiL'h'-h.iri'  -inee  rriMlion's  !»irl!j, 
V«'ir  atriT  \i;ir  Irrnh  !urrow«4  wil!  U-  j  riiitnl 

I  j-iMi  till-  >ai!  «-!trrk  of  llie  urii-%iit;^  Karlh. 

Von  Miin  retiiiiiinu  in  uiiwearii'il  ^t.ll;eA, 

\V  lil  ui.it  thi'  leimtapli'ii  a<H-i-iii!ifi;;  ""pire. 
O'er  II  iiiiio  tMi  iii-loi\*rt  \et  unxvntlt-ii  (Mi'i^eii 

Th.il  iiiiii'  ni  riiiiiiU  will.  wor-!iippiit:{.  admire; 
Ma-jii-h  ih.it  -h.dl  hn;:hten  throu;;!!  mv  eouiilr\*4 
-Nirv 

Like  it.i  ir>ir  hMi^  lh.it  fire  h«'r  nutuinn  wihhI<, 
Kiii'irrliiii:  li.'h  In-r  niiwMri!  I'liur-"!'  of  yliiry 

Like  the  Srijl.t  I'ow  whh'li   hp:i]i4  her  Mi<>u.'it.iin- 

liere  where  tlie  t1i»wert  ha\e  IihhmuM  and  died  f>ir 
ii^i'* — 
ir.Miin'd  ill!  uiiM'en  and  |N'ri-h*d  nil  uukiiiu — 
(hi   \oiith*-«  creeii  Kra\e,  traced   out   lN>Hde   llie 
!»ai:e''i. 
Will  uarlaliil.'i  now  hy  votivp  heart <  U*  tluni{ ; 
And  M-iilptur'd  nmrhle  and  funen-al  urn. 
O'er  which  irrav  birchen  to  the  ni.:ht  air  wa«e. 


•  'I'hmii«i  t:ih»- -mfMiijie  in  M«ih«wk,  "  1  hr  p'Mvof  t1  f* 
niNi.\  •;•  M  I'  !■  tiii>  hii'-ly  Miiiiriiiniair  riHim-  ■  i  ihi>  in  m 
^  ■  i>  -t  I  •  iiM  Uty  uii  Um:  btUikJ  of  llu*  llw:t>  i>.  it  iMit  ii 
A.liiiiiy  aiiJ  Truy. 


>   Will  whiten  throa^h  thy  gUas  at  •wtv  u 
And  woo  the  moonbeam  to  ooow  poec^e  ftaw  ? 


Thu«  Imek  to  Nature,  faithfol.  do  wr 

When  Art  hath  tauisht  at  all  hrr  he«t  I 
Thu«  hienil  their  miniatnr  artmiKl  Ihe 

m 

\\  hen'.  iMtiritini;  afiward.  i<ill  aitf  Natine 
Ami  ne«er.  Nature'a  baUow'd  p|iiiU  adnrvmc. 

Unl!i  Art.  wii*i  her  a  aunabrr  garden  drrm'd, 
Wil  t  Tawa-«-iilha!  in  thi*  «aV  uf 

With  nuire  to  connecrale  thrtr  rhildrrn'a 


A:iil  "lil  1^1  at  -I  ream  will  hoK!  :t«  wirii 

Sp.i.-kliiu*  .I-*  I.  iw  uf>«in  the  fru«lY  air. 
\\  hi'U  al!  Ill  lurii  nha'!  triip  in  pa  r  arrar 

'J'o  th.il  linn  l.iinl  tor  which  fk«  Irw  prri«re. 
Still  wi  I  \oii  •  .ik.  which  now  a  «a{<hnff  iii«pii 

Each  yvAT  ri-m  wM.  with  haniT  Ti^nur  sriw. 
Kipamhii^  "li  I  tii  nh.idr  the  nam'*'!-**  cri*rf 

Of  nufiirlf—  nii-ii  ti;al  haply  atrep  Ivlnw. 

Nanii-ifNH  af>  lhe\ — til  one  dear  mefii'inr  b>r«c 

How  truii'pnl  ill  tht-M*  phaiittmi-(«-i|4fl!xl  i« 
CouM  I  here  wait  the  |«niirr  of  ni«  mt 

III  iM*Mii-  uri  t  :i  iiiMik  that  phuu-J  iir  tm  t 

m 

I'lidiT  III!  Iniu^Iiji.  where  oiin»C  tlir  iivriun^ 
iner 

Thr  iji»—  i-  >:»«n  and  *pririirr  to  th.'  IrrmL 
When  thou  III',  i  iiMiil.  i>houl>Ut  he  an  ••Rm  rma 

'J'o  pii-rrr  tin-  lliickft.  M*ekinc  for  my  l«d 

For  t!iii'ki-l«  l.i  .i\\   ail  around  khi^uM  ^^-rirn  tf 

KriMsi  i-.in!  '-  j.i/ir  l!.al  iiii^ht  wjni!cr  nrf; 
.\i>r  e'rii  lo  h:  .,  who  \n  MUiif  rhAiK*r  La-:  tr^n  t 

\V'i-uld  I  ha«e  uiicht  to  catt*h  hi«  ryr.  Ai»fe»i 
i  hie  liii.i  \\  ^t•  111 — .1  trunk  thine  old  hMi.h*  '  :lx 

.^lii'uld  lii.iik  the  i>|>ol :  and.  ha|il«.  new  ihn.1.-«i 
To  that  whic!;  upwjid  thfoQiih  iU  aap  wan  ir.'^aai 

From  wh.it  l.i\  nitiiilderiiiie  rouud  il«  ruuto  'warn 

The  wooiUiuck  there  her  eloan-thrivtnl  braal 
.^h>Mil-I  iiiiiiio  i--|p«l  ualher  to  her  winc«; 

The  M-hiNi|Ui\ .  .iWfil.  a«  near  thai  moaikf  he  tfind 
Sliou'd  «parr  ihi-  riiKtart**  nr*l  that  it'er  it  «w:^ 

And  llirili  whin  there,  to  hear  thcca 

Of  lioiii(ii.iii*«  horn  upnn  the  di«(ant  nver. 
lU"  I  unto  dill  III  liint!-hnk'd  eriloea  bindutc — 
Like  fir-utf  retpiieni.  duating  on  ftir  e««T. 


There  iii\  frectl  -pint  with  thr  dawn*a  6i>tS 

W  oiiM  riii;ie  !>•  rt-^el  rouii  1  thr  dai^eio^  ^ri«  . 
Till  rr  WiMili)  ,1  I:;i.:tr  with  ihe  d«y*«  1a«f  ^^^r.ai$ 

To  w:itih  '.h\  r«it*tr|M  ihithrr  Irark  tbrtf  «•«- 
'J'l  r  iiuixi  ;ii.^    I  af  ^h  iiiM  whi»|irT  m  that  ^fnr 

T!  iti.'o  tint  l'>r  ther  nlnne  would  have  a 
Ari>!  pir'n..*  !--ii.'h4  my  *pinf-cli 

III  cleaiii-  lit  -uhl  u}4Hi  the 


Till  rf.  wi.i-n  loi.i;  yean  and  all  thr  joni 

ll*lT  — 

I.  N  <.4-!  tr.iTii  1*1 1«  world  thyaelf  lo 
Till  Ml  too  w  tultUi  roRie  to  real 

tit  that  ••wert  n-ll  iieneath  oar  try 
W  hi-re  f.irlii  -t  hirds  aKive  our  na 

>ti<iiilit  p!|H>  thi-ir  nialin«  aa  thr 
A  fill  wooilljiid  .\mphoniea  m 

In  nudiiii;ht  anibcni,  haUoir  our 


thff^ 
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THE  BOB-O-UNKUM. 


Thou  vocal  sprite — thou  feathered  troabadour! 

In  pilgrim  weeds  through  many  a  clime  a  ranger, 
Com'st  thou  to  doff  thy  russet  suit  once  more, 

And  play  in  foppish  trim  the  masquing  stranger! 
Philosophers  may  teadi  thy  whereabouts  and  nature, 

But  wise,  as  all  of  us,  perforce,  must  think  *em, 
fhe  school-boy  best  hath  fii'd  thy  nomenclature. 

And  poets,  too,  must  call  thee  Bob-O-Linkum. 

Say !  art  thou,  long  mid  forest  glooms  benighted, 

So  glad  to  skim  our  laughing  meadows  over — 
With  our  gay  orchards  here  so  much  delighted. 

It  makes  thee  musical,  thou  airy  rover  1 
Or  arc  those  buoyant  notes  the  pilfer'd  treasure 

Of  fairy  isles,  which  thou  hast  Icam'd  to  ravish 
Of  all  their  sweetest  minstrelsy  at  pleasure, 

And,  Ariel-like,  again  on  men  to  lavish  1 

They  tell  sad  stories  of  thy  mad-cap  freaks 

Wherever  o'er  the  land  thy  pathway  ranges; 
And  even  in  a  brace  of  wandering  weeks. 

They  say,  alike  thy  song  and  plumage  changes ; 
Here  both  ar»  gay ;  and  when  the  buds  put  forth. 

And  leafy  June  is  shading  rock  and  river. 
Thou  art  unmatched,  blithe  warbler  of  the  North, 

While   through  the  balmy  air  thy  clear  not^ 
quiver. 

Joyous,  yet  tender — was  that  gush  of  song 

Caught  from  the  brooks,  where  mid  its  wild  flowers 
The  sUcnt  prairie  listens  all  day  long,  [smiling 

The  only  captive  to  such  sweet  beguiling; 
Or  didst  thou,  flitting  through  the  verdurous  halls 

And  column'd  isles  of  western  groves  sj'mphoni- 
Learn  from  the  tuneful  woods,  rare  madrigals,  [ous. 

To  make  our  flowering  pastures  here  harmonious? 

Caught'st  thou  thy  carol  from  Otawa  maid,      [ing, 

Where,  through  the  liquid  fields  of  wild  rice  plash- 
Brushing  the  ears  from  off  the  burden'd  blade. 

Her  birch  canoe  o'er  some  lone  lake  is  flashing  ? 
Or  did  the  reeds  of  some  savannah  South, 

Detain  thee  while  thy  northern  flight  pursuing, 
To  place  those  melodies  in  thy  sweet  mouth. 

The  spice-fed  winds  had  taught  tliem  in  their 
wooing  1 

Unthrifty  prodigal ! — is  no  thought  of  ill 

Thy  ceaseless  roundelay  disturbing  ever? 
Or  doth  each  pulse  in  choiring  cadence  still 

Throb  on  in  music  till  at  rest  for  cverl 
Yet  now  in  wilder'd  maze  of  concord  floating, 

*T  would  seem  that  glorious  hymning  to  prolong, 
Old  Time  in  hearing  thee  might  fall  a-doating 

And  pause  to  listen  to  thy  rapturous  song ! 


THE   REMONSTRANCE. 


I 


You  give  up  the  worid !  why,  as  well  might  the  sun, 
When  tired  of  drinking  the  dew  from  the  flowers, 

While  his  rays,  like  young  hopes,  stealing  off  one 
by  one, 
Die  away  with  the  muezzin's  last  note  from  the 

towers, 
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Declare  that  he  never  would  gladden  again, 
With  one  rosy  smile,  the  young  mom  in  its  birth ; 

But  leave  weeping  Day,  with  her  sorrowful  train 
Of  hours,  to  grope  o'er  a  pall-cover'd  eajth. 

The  light  of  that  aoul  once  so  brilliant  and  steady, 

So  far  can  the  incense  of  flattery  smother, 
That,  at  thought  of  the  world  of  hearts  conquer*d 
already. 

Like  Macedon's  madman,  you  weep  for  another  1 
O !  if  sated  with  this,  you  would  seek  worlds  untried. 

And  fresh  as  was  ours,  when  first  we  began  it, 
Let  me  know  but  the  sphere  where  you  next  will 
abide, 

And  that  instant,  for  one,  I  am  off  for  that  planet 


PRIMEVAL   WOODS. 


Yes  !  even  here,  not  less  than  in  the  crowd. 
Here,  where  yon  vault  in  formal  sweep  seems  piled 
Upon  the  pines,  monotonously  proud. 
Fit  dome  for  fane,  within  whose  hoary  veil 
No  ribald  voice  an  echo  hath  deiiled — 
Where  Silence  seems  articulate ;  up-stealing 
Like  a  low  anthem's  heavenward  wail : — 
.pppressive  on  my  bosom  weighs  the  feeling 
Of  thoughts  that  language  cannot  shape  aloud; 
For  song  too  solemn,  and  for  prayer  too  wild, — 
Thoughts,  which  beneath  no  human  power  could 

quail. 
For  lack  of  utterance,  in  abasement  bow'd, — 
The  cavem'd  waves  that  struggle  for  revealing. 
Upon  whose  idle  foam  alone  God's  light  hath  smiled. 

Ere  long  thine  every  stream  shall  find  a  tongue. 
Land  of  the  Many  Waters !     But  the  sound 
Of  human  music,  these  wild  hills  among. 
Hath  no  one  save  the  Indian  mother  flung 
Its  spell  of  tenderness  ?     Oh,  o'er  this  ground 
So  redolent  of  Leant y^  hath  there  play'd  no  breath 
Of  human  poesy — none  beside  the  word 
Of  Love,  as,  murmur'd  these  old  boughs  beneath. 
Some  fierce  and  savage  suitor  it  hath  stirr'd 
To  gentle  issues — none  but  these  been  heard  T 
No  mind,  no  soul  here  kindled  but  my  own  1 
Doth  not  one  hollow  trunk  about  resound 
With  the  faint  echoes  of  a  song  long  flown. 
By  shadows  like  itself  now  haply  heard  alone  ? 

And  Ye,  with  all  this  primal  growth  must  go ! 
And  loiterers  beneath  some  lowly  spreading  shade, 
Where  pasture-kissing  breezes  shall,  ere  then,  have 

play'd, 
A  century  hence,  will  doubt  that  there  could  grow 
From  that  meek  land  such  Titans  of  the  glade ! 
Yet  wherefore  primal  ?  when  beneath  my  tread 
Are  roots  whose  thrifty  growth,  perchance,  hath 

arm'd 
The  Anak  spearman  when  his  trump  alarm'd ! 
Roots  that  the  Deluge  wave  hath  plunged  below ; 
Seeds  that  the  Deluge  wind  hath  scattered ; 
Berries  that  Eden's  warblers  may  have  fed ; 
Safe  in  the  slime  of  earlier  worlds  embalm'd  : 
Again  to  quicken,  germinate  and  blow,    [chann\L 
Again  to  charm  the  land  as  erst  the  knd  they 

2B 
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RIO  BRAVO. 

A  MF.XK'A^r  T.«Mr\T    ■  f.r-    K..iri-'o*<i'W«. 

Rio  Bravo  *  Riu  Bnivo! — mw  iikmi  ever  such  m 

sii;tit 
Siiiro  tli(>  tl<*!(l  of  Riiiirosvalli^  M*a!*J  the  futo  of 

innriy  a  kiiiultt! 
Dark  is  l*iilo  Alto'ri  htory — Mail  K<*<iaca  Putiiia'a 

n-ut — 
Ah  me !  iijioii  thiMo  fii'-J't  ho  gory  how  many  a 

milliiiit  lito  Wfiit  out. 
Tlicrc  orir  lN><«t  ami  hruvcrtt  iiiiircK  hhivrrM  'gninnl 

iho  \i»rll»rrn  nl«»I. 
liifi  thf  v:ili;irit  iu-jrtfi  tli.il  rourh'J  thcrn  *iirath 

thi*  MorthtTii  cliMruMT*ji  lii-el. 
Rii>  Bravo !  Kio  Bravo!  liia%t'  hi'.trtM  iieVr  mituniM 

such  u  Ni^ht. 
Siiuv  tlic  iioMi'Ht  loHt  thrir  hfi-liliNid  in  thr  Ron- 

ri'svatlcM  tiuilit. 

Tlirn*  Arkta,  1m>i  and  I>rav«»*t — Vactc  Rini'KXA, 

trinl  nnd  tnu'. 
Oil  the  fatal  tii'ld  lliou  la^i'M,  noMy  did  all  men 

roiiiti  d«>; 
Vairilv  tht>re  lli«>'<e  hertM'H  rnllv,  Castile  on  Mox- 

T».7.!M.i'H  shiirr. 
Vuiiily  llifre  hIioiii'  Aztec  valour  hrightly  ai  it 

Klioiie  of  yon*. 
Rio  Br.i\o!   Rio  Bravo!  wiw  men   ever  burh  a 

sii;ht. 
Since  the  dewii  of  RonceHVallra  wept  for  paladin   ' 

and  knii;ht ! 

Hean!  ye  not  the  woumled  cournem  iihriekiiii;  on 

\oii  truiiipled  li.iiik**. 
Ah  tile  .Northern  \\in;;M  artil'erv  thniider'd  on  our 

biiatter'd  raiiku  ! 
On   they   came — t)ii>M*   Northern   hornemen — on 

like  eaislen  tnward  the  »>nh ; 
Follow'd  then  the  NorlluTii  liayoiiet,  and  the  field 

wait  loot  and  w«in. 
Rio  Bravo  !   Rio  Briivo !   iiiinHtrel  iteVr  Humi  i^urh 

a  fi^lit, 
iSince  the  lay  i>f  R«inc(*<»\a:ie4  linni;  the  fame  of 

martyr*d  khii*ht. 

Rio  Bravo !   fatal  river !   iiaw  ve  not,  while  red 

w 

with  tfore. 
One  cavalier  all  headle-t  i|iiiver,  a  niimrleiM  trunk 

U[Hin  thy  hill  ill-  ? 
Other  i-haiiipioiir»  iii't  lrM«  noted  rtji-ep  Iteiieath  thy 

Miileii  ua\i' :  i 

Sullen  uati'r.  tlioii  ha^l  jlitattil  armit«  to  an  ocean 

cravf. 
Rio  Bra\i>!   Rio  Bra\o!  lady  m-'er  x«rpt  ^ueh  a 

i»i^ht. 
Since  lhi>  innon  of  RiMire«\a1li'!«  ki^i'd    in  dea:h 

hrr  nun  |ii\i>t1  kiii'^ht. 

Weepi-^l  thou.  I<irn  LaiK  Nlz,  f>r  thy  Io«it  mid 

till'  •*lain  ! 
Brave  I<i  ViLii4*«  trenchant  Mhre  cleft  hi*  «la«er 

to  till*  lirain— 
Brave  Lt  Vr.irA,  who,  all  lonelv,  hT  m  littut  of  f.iei 

iH'M't, 

Yielded  up  hiii  falchion  only  when  hineiiual  thfrc 
hr  iiieL 


Oh,  for  RuLJi!rB*alionilonlly  hMpaladuiab;  thu 

■ad  whore  f 
Rio  Bravo.  Ronceavallra,  ye  ■rr  niiiiiM  liai'd  cw 

more. 

Sullen  nver!  tiullen  river!  m! lure* drink  Ai  ran 

wave. 
But  they  hlur  not  thom*  loved  frvtnrra.  whw^  am 

Love  hirii«e!f  coii'd  cav^. 
Rio  Bravo,  ihon  wilt  name  ni»l  thai  lone  rarm 

u\Mm  thy  »hore. 
But  in  prayer  Had  In».z  riamen  him— nauw«  Um 

prayini;  evermore. 
Rio  Rravo!  Rji>  Bravo!  Zadj  urVr  noora'd  fart 

a  khiijlit, 
^»ince  llio  fiiii.lr-t  liiMrt*  were  liruken  bv  ihc  tLm 

m 

ceitvaili'B  fultL 


LOVES  MEMORIES. 

To-vinnr  !  to-iiii;hl!  what  niem<»rie«  ffwnii^.l 
C.*aine  ihronuiiiLr  i>*fr  utr  at  I  ^v*ml  ur*r  :b«v ! 
Thy  form  of  lo«eliiM*iNi.  thy  brow  uf  li^L^ 

Thv  Viiicc'i*  thnliiit'  fl>iw  — 
.Ml.  all  were  tht-re ;  to  me—  to  me  m»  l<ri^ht 
.\«  whi-n  thi'\  claiiii'd  iii\  aoul'*  kluialrv 
Vearit,  loiu{  veam  a^n. 


ThiitKulfofyearrt!  Oli.fiinl!  hadM  thou  %wra  r  -vr. 
Would  a'l  that'll  pr«viou«  have  licrn  ■««..».■■  4 
thi-re  ! 
Youth's  Mii-ti-iir  ho|ie.  ainl  iiitnh-KhTa  hub  ^m^x 

Liwl,  li**t.  Iine\er  li»^t  — 
Loit  with  thr  li>\f  that  with  thrm  aJl  wou'J  t«jtf. 
'J'he  lovi-  that  hTt  mi  hanrof  bul  dr*pair — 
I'liwuii  at  ■•ui'h  a  cunL 

\Va4  it  iiifuf,  that  wiiil.  wild  luve  I  bore  thf«  * 
( h  thim  th\  M-lf  -  diiUt  thiiu  m\  ■i>ul  rnlh^i^  * 
Siieit  H4  thou  art  t-i-ui;*!)!  diil  I  adore  ihce. 

A\,  iil«ilix4*—  in  vain! 
Siirh  im  thiiu  art  ti>-m:;hl   -could  Ki.*n«  fiifcwt  ■* 
That  wrahh  **(  Utw.wi     t^hiMi!  1-t  thou  have  tf  a.^ 
'I\i  wa-le  pt'.'i'haii-'e  ajjin  T 

.Nil!     ThiMi  did^t  hreak  l.'ie  coArra  of  my  brv^ 

Anil  M't  Ml  lijhtly  hy  t:ie  h<iard  withm. 
That  I  tiMi  It-arnM  at  !j«t  the  •quandetvr'a 

Went  idU  hrn*  anil  there, 
I'Mini;  my  mujI.  uihI  Ini^hims  >  |iart 
On  rarh,  \r-*%  rolil  than  thmj.  who 
.\iiil  M^'.n'd  to  pr.ie  a  ihare. 

N«>!    Thi»u  didt»t  witlirr  up  my  flaweni^  y< 

It'  hlamclrfoA.  uti.l  the  Ivarer  uf  •  Uvbl; 
Thf  uiiriiri*t'i-iu«  aklciil  *\t  thr  draJliraC  ruA 

That  hiiiiian  lirarl  l.atb  nven  ; 
TiMihiut;  nil'  <M-om  of  i;ty  own  ftpArit'a  ImCb; 
liiildiiij.  ii>it  io<*,  hut  that  f'tml  worahip  h^ 
W  hirh  liitk'd  niT  buuI  to  Heaven. 


No.  n<i' — Fur  me  the  wrake*!  heart 

OiM-  "^i  untiiuch'i!  hy  teiidrni 
.\n4el11  have  enti'r'd  through  tht  frail  Ml 

That  pa««  the  |ulace  now— 
A  nil  1 1  h  w  ho  «pakr  the  wonla.  ■■  Goi,  Mi  mm 
.Mid  human  iwimitNia  aaw  the 
But  not  in  auch  as  thov ! 
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1!01 


ROSALIE  CLARE. 


•wns  not  she  *b  peerless,  who  calls  her  not  fiiir, 
luestions  the  beauty  of  Rosalie  Clark  1 
n  saddle  his  courser  and  spur  to  the  field, 
iough  harness'd  in  proof,  he  must  perish  or 
yield ; 

•  gallant  can  splinter,  no  charger  may  dare 
ice  that  is  couchM  foryoungRosALi  e  Clark. 

goblets  are  flowing,  and  wit  at  the  board 
es  high,  while  the  blood  of  the  red  grape  is 

pour'd, 

•nd  wishes  for  fciir  ones  around  offer*d  up 
sach  lip  that  is  wet  with  the  dew  of  the  cup, 
name  on  the  brimmer  floats  oftener  there, 
hisperM  more  warmly,  than  Ros ali £  Clark? 

nay  talk  of  the  land  of  the  olive  and  vine, 
maids  of  the  Ebro,  the  Amo,  or  Rhine ; 

houris  that  gladden  the  East  with  their 
smiles,  [isles; 

the  sea's  studded  over  with  green  summer 
lat  flower  of  far-away  clime  can  compare 
he  blossom  of  ours — brightRosALiE  ClareI 

wns  iy)t  she 's  peerless,  who  calls  her  not  fair? 
n  meet  but  the  glances  of  Rosalie  Clare  ! 
n  list  to  her  voice,  let  him  gaze  on  her  form, 
seeing  and  hearing,  his  soul  do  not  warm, 
n  go  breathe  it  out  in  some  less  happy  air 
tiat  which  is  bless'd  by  sweet  RosalieClark. 


WE  PARTED  IN  SADNESS. 


THINK  OF  ME,  DEAREST. 


of  me,  dearest,  when  day  is  breaking 
y  from  the  sable  chains  of  night, 
the  sun,  his  ocean-couch  forsaking, 
giant  first  in  his  strength  awaking, 
nging  abroad  his  limbs  of  light ; 
breeze  that  first  travels  with  morning  forth, 
life  to  her  steps  o'er  the  quickening  earth — 
dream  that  has  cheated  my  soul  through  the 
night, 

in  thy  thoughts  come  fresh  with  the  light 

of  me,  dearest,  when  day  is  sinking 
le  soft  embrace  of  twilight  gray, 
the  starry  eyes  of  heaven  are  winking, 
e  weary  flowers  their  tears  are  drinking, 
ley  start  like  gems  on  the  moon-touch'd  spray, 
come  warm  in  thy  thoughts  at  eve, 
glowing  track  which  the  sunbeams  leave, 
they,  bluf«hing,  tremble  along  the  deep, 
stealing  away  to  their  place  of  sleep. 

of  me,  dearest,  when  round  thee  smiling 
eyes  that  melt  while  they  gaze  on  thee ; 
words  are  winning  and  looks  are  wiling, 
ose  words  and  looks,  of  others^  beguiling 
fluttering  heart  from  love  and  me. 
come  true  in  thy  thoughts  in  that  hour ; 
r  trust  and  my  faith — my  devotion — have 
power, 

ill  that  can  lure  to  thy  young  soul  is  nearest, 
mon  each  truant  thought  back  to  me,  dearest 


Wx  parted  in  sadneaa,  but  spoke  not  of  parting ; 

We  talk*d  not  of  hopes  that  we  both  must  resign, 
I  saw  not  her  eyes,  and  but  one  tear-drop  starting. 

Fell  down  on  her  hand  as  it  trembled  in  mine : 
Each  felt  that  the  past  we  could  never  recover. 

Each  felt  that  the  future  no  hope  could  restore ; 
She  shudder'd  at  wringing  the  heart  of  her  lover, 

I  dared  not  to  say  I  must  meet  her  no  more. 

Long  years  have  gone  by,  and  the  spring-time  smiles 
ever 

As  o*er  our  young  loves  it  first  smiled  in  their  birth. 
Long  years  have  gone  by,  yet  that  parting.  O!  never 

Can  it  be  forgotten  by  either  on  earth.  [vcn. 
The  note  of  each  wild  bird  that  carols  toward  hca- 

Musttell  her  of  swift- winged  hopes  thatweremine, 
And  the  dew  that  steals  over  each  blossom  at  even 

Tells  me  of  the  tear-drop  that  wept  their  decline. 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  MINT  JULEPS. 

And  firit  behold  this  cordial  Julep  here. 
That  flamei  and  dances  in  its  crystal  bounds, 
With  spirits  of  bnim  and  fragrant  syrups  mixed; 
Not  that  Nepenthes  which  the  wife  of  Thome 
In  Efrypt  gave  to  Jove-born  Helena, 
Is  of  such  power  to  stir  up  Joy  as  this, 
To  life  so  friendly,  or  so  cool  to  thirst. 

Mivrov—CoiHMt. 

*T  IS  said  that  the  gods,  on  Olympus  of  old, 
(And  who  the  bnght  legend  profanes  with  a 
doubt?) 

One  night,  'mid  their  revels,  by  Bacchus  were  told 
That  his  last  butt  of  nectar  had  somehow  run  out ! 

But,  determined  to  send  round  the  goblet  once  more. 
They  sued  to  the  fairer  immortals  for  aid      [o'er. 

In  composing  a  draught,  which,  till  drinking  were 
Should  cast  every  wine  ever  drank  in  the  shade. 

Grave  Ckrss  herself  blithely  yielded  her  com. 
And  the  spirit  that  lives  in  each  amber  hued  grain. 

And  which  first  had  its  birth  from  the  dews  of  the 
mom. 
Was  taught  to  steal  out  in  bright  dew-drops  again. 

•Pom  ox  A,  whose  choicest  of  fmits  on  the  board 
Were  scatter'd  profusely  in  every  one's  reach. 
When  called  on  a  tribute  to  cull  from  the  hoard, 
Express'd  the  mild  juice  of  the  delicate  peach. 

The  liquids  were  mingled,  while  Venus  looked  on. 

With  glances  so  fraught  with  sweet  magical 

power. 

That  the  honey  of  Hybla,  e'en  when  they  were  gone. 

Has  never  been  missed  in  the  draught  from  that 

hour. 

Floha  then,  from  her  bosom  of  fragrancy,  shook. 
And  with  roseate  fingers press'd  down  in  the  bowl. 

All  dripping  and  fresh  as  it  came  from  the  brook. 
The  herb  whose  aroma  should  flavour  the  whole. 

The  draught  was  delicious,  each  god  did  exclaim. 
Though  something  yet  wanting  they  all  did  be- 
But  juleps  the  drink  of  immortals  became,    [wail ; 
When  Jots  himself  added  a  handful  of  hail. 
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L  E    F  A  INK  A  N  T .  With  t)  M'i> — wiih  ihrr.  whrrr  «rouU  I  noi  a*i  r  5 

Ihit  n  Ml  111  i  MM'  thi-c  tfnft  U{M>n  thr  vhi-f*-. 

<  Now  amuHC  thro.  Sir  Kiiii;)tt,  from  thine  indolent  ^  'iikn«*Miim  <irift  u}tMi  n  ^mitp,  unknuwn  * 

«-iiM>,  N  <*^  cjII  il  FritMKivhip.  aimI  Irt  no  nr«ralifi* 

Fliiiu  1h>1(1Iv  thv  h:inniT  ahniatl  in  ihf  hnvzi*  irimj-  N>  tht-rf.  *»Vr  nnkr  |ii*r'»  wifai  n«iTw  i 

Striki"  lioiiii'  fur  thy  huly — -ilrivf  hanl  fir  the  \>un\  J*  ^i"  '»•'*  •'"'.  if  it  ^  w«»rth  ronrr^b'ts* 

Ami  thy  mii-nloii  kIiuII  U'ain  from  hiT  lnvi-Iijhlril  **i»"  >•  tfi'"H  Fruii-l-hiji— hut  >A\,  Itt  li^  »  r. 

ry»»f*I"  S|»-.ik  !iiit  fur  me — ftir  ni^.  a  (Itv)^r  ifvLi.j 

r    I    •   I        ..1     .  ■  I  ".1    » 1 1   rt.1    •  I .        II  'J'hari  »'\iT  vi't  a  Ii**vr'*  liufcMn  rtirr'J  I 
••  1  -hritik  iiiit  till"  tri:il.    tli.it  tihitrKrn^lit  mphnl — 

•'  Hilt  I  h.ittii' — iii»l  / — f«»r  uii  nnwilliii'^  hriih* ; 

^^'»lt  n*  ihi'  l»'ili!i".t  iiia\  %riiliirr  t«»  lio  »nil  ti>  <I.irt*, 

M\  jji-nii'Ui  ^llitll  lliittrr — inv  lui^N*  |M-a]  ihrn'I  .    rul'TP  VIT 

•■  I  ijii.til  not  i»t  mr^hl  in  thr  ittnic:>Ii>  of  lifi*,  

I*Mi  iii't  iilt  nti|iri>M-ii  fM>n  now  in  tin*  Htrili-,  N'»t  I»»t«*  thi*  r!i.inn«  uhii-h  Laun*«  !  i.- 

1!iit  tlir  wriMth  th.it  I  Miri.  ull  un:iiili-(l— »loiii>,  Or  'J'i:ijrr»  |i-iiril  on  thr  (Mii\.i«  l^rrt«  : 

K*  )iinil  a  tiitliTin:;  brow  it  hh.ill  nrvrr  U'  tliniMn!**  .N<i  •mujI  rul^itiil!*  iI  !fii>-.ith  -"ii^S'rTi  -«.'- 

t'luw'il  (in  hi-r  I'liii  k  niiil  •|urlLitil  m  iy  r  »-.  ■- 

;;,^'-^"  * "  «•'>■  '"••"''•"-I-  «•'  ''••••"»  it  a  ''i"  N..  prur:.  -it  .lu.r,-,.  ^t  otT  h.r  .1.  nJ  r  !  ■ 

I  liiit  .}.,.  |..^,■lh  Ihr  :;'..r^  thy  f..!.-!non  inij!.t  win;  XV:?!,  .«.H  n.-Iu;-!,,  -i-  a:..!  «:th  .■,.-.!...,.  ■.  .- 

!..ltl,-,i..l.Ki!.t.i|  I'ly  |.rmi-...i-,.l  tortun*' no  niT.-;  Wh.!-  ,  ,  ■»,  ]■r..}^r!.  oi  «  1.  »■!   N  »!.•.   v     . 

I  |.:  Mr  Knii^hr.lorthv  US-..n.l  ,lo  thy  tlrv.ur  I"  j.,  ,...,:,,..,  |,..,„„',  „,_,  v^itrhmj  t:   ■ 

.■>;.y  h:ilh  shrnnk  from  mv  .i.!-.  ^.hr  h..!h  faiiM  in    "    [!'■-»'";'*"■'  5-'"'**^  >'■■«->  r>!i,.r.:  •:.-      ■ 
lirr  ti«i-t  '  ;iir.i\  ilwifh  au^li!  ••:  f.irth — \mU-  j-  .1  <*-  •^'  . 

Not  r.  linl  .,1,  in'v  LLmIo.  h„t  rnn.  luNiM  it^  m^  ;  ^•'■'  •' ''  "  '"''  '■  ''^■'''"  '"  '  '>'  *'■  ■' 

[r  .',  »H  hrijhirn'on.v  ni..r»-  in  thr  ti.  I<l  U  it,  f.i.i,...  "*  '^■"""^  •*''*  •*■"•'■'  ""   ^'•"^"  **  ** "  ""  " 

lint  II  is  n..t  lor  h.r  I  wonM  now  wni  a  n  in.r."  ,\  ''•"■  '■'  "'  »'"'»'''"--  ^*:'  ^>  -'>■«■  '■  '^  *        • 

I  fi.it  Wiirnaii  th>  n*   i<*  ui  H  .i«  arr^rl  •c«k* 

r'l-  kiii/!u  fivh-  jiiviy.  ioii]  thi-  Lilly  ^hf  ••i-.'hM.  V-  '  «•  !1  *h  t?  «\i-  i-  u'  \  I?  i-h  r»  ■»  r*  rw:  r  •  -i*. 

W'h'-n  hi*  fratly  a-*  r\iT  hi'*  -»!i'.  i|  v\>in!ii  Ih-^lrjiji-.       ,   I  ir.  i.ron.Ux  .*,-.iri  !".;I.  i-St  .-k  *.h*-  *■■'■?•*;   -i*r 

\\'ii!!(-  thf  niiiuiil  fnnn  l!u'  Iijnru  r  In-  -hi>ok  tti  thi-  <''•[!!  '-iir-ioiir  iii«>i>>'i  u  r*i  1  1  .i!rri  ■!.*•!  f  :■. 

wind  '   i)'  v  I*':  -.III-  i:I  i?i.r  ^t■^■r^  •!•■  :!   iji-n. 

Si-i»iril  to  fall  on  th»'  hriMs!  In*  loft  iirhiiij  U-'iinil.    '    K'-r  jh-mj*'! — Hh  !  i.i'.t'  !a-  im  it    n  ti'T 

1,    .  .,  .        1  ■       I  •  I  .1  .1-1  Niir  \\ii*ii.i!i'»  hiH  h  ilf  !i*i  alhiriii;  \ft  . 

V»i\\  the  rust  on  hK  ulaixi*  ariit  t!)f  riiM  in  Iii«  luMrt  ..  ,  '     ,    ,  ,     •  , 

,,    1  11.1  1.1         .1         .  t  "f  r.nmi]  ;.i-r  i;i-iul!i  I'     ri   :■.  i\  .1.  j!  :       ■  '^    i  • 
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I  4  iw  iMir  hark  wa;*  hiirrMinr  hlin<ll\  on.  In  i!M*ri-i.  wln'.f  -!u'  il.ii  1  »-|i  i;Jt  iii>|wit 
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SYMl'Aliil. 

Wi  iL !  rail  il  FrimrffAip .'  htf*  I  ••kM  for  moir, 
Kvrri  in  th<ii«'  momenlm  whm  I  five  thw  mo*  • 
*'rwR4  lull  for  thrr.  I  loiikM  h>  far  hrfnrv! 
I  luw  our  bark  wan  hurrbinf  blimllf  on. 
A  guiilrtcOT  thing  uimhi  a  ilani^'roiii 


•  ■••••-■-  , 

TliaU  like  the  prinrrM  m  tbe 
So  anA  tmeaoim  orald  har 
For  Natnrrv— Uut  Aliada 
For  wounda  her  eye*  ir=-*-t  _ 
In  mnrr.  while  aha  dta  i  k^ 
Of  raieaieieeUnwM       Ml 


-^■:.    Te®I£5PlRiyr^, 
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INDIAN  SUMMER,  1828. 


Light  as  love's  smiles,  the  silvery  mist  at  mom 
Floats  in  loose  flakes  along  the  limpid  river ; 
The  blue  bird's  notes  upon  the  soft  breeze  borne, 
As  high  in  air  he  carols,  faintly  quiver ; 
The  weeping  birch,  like  banners  idly  waving. 
Bends  to  the  stream,  its  spicy  branches  laving ; 
Beaded  with  dew,  the  witch-elm's  tassels  shiver ; 
The  timid  rabbit  from  the  furxe  is  peeping. 
And  from  the  springy  spray  the  squirrel's  gayly 
leaping. 

I  love  thee,  Autumn,  for  thy  scenery  ere 
TTie  blasts  of  winter  chase  the  varied  dyes 
That  richly  deck  the  slow-declining  year ; 
I  love  the  splendour  of  thy  sunset  skies, 
The  gorgeous  hues  that  tinge  each  failing  leaf, 
Lovely  as  beauty's  cheek,  as  woman's  love  too, 
I  love  the  note  of  each  wild  bird  that  flies,  [brief; 
As  on  the  wind  he  pours  his  parting  lay, 
And  wings  his   loitering  flight  to  summer  climefl 
away. 

O,  Nature !  still  I  fondly  turn  to  thee. 
With  feelings  fresh  as  e'er  my  childhood's  were ; — 
Though  wild  and  passion-toss*d  my  youth  may  be, 
Toward  thee  I  still  the  same  devotion  bear ; 
To  thee — to  thee — though  health  and  hope  no  more 
Life's  wasted  verdure  may  to  me  restore — 
I  still  can,  child-like,  come  as  when  in  prayer 
I  bow'd  my  head  upon  a  mother's  knee. 
And  deem'd  the  world,  like  her,  all  truth  and  purity. 


TOWN  REPININGS. 


RivKR  !  O,  river!  Uiou  rovest  free. 
From  the  mountain  height  to  the  firesh  blue 
Free  thyself,  but  with  silver  chain. 
Linking  each  charm  of  land  and  main, 
From  the  splinter'd  crag  thou  leap'st  below, 
Through  leafy  glades  at  will  to  flow- 
Lingering  now,  by  the  steep's  mossed  edge— > 
Loitering  now  mid  the  dallying  sedge: 
And  pausing  ever,  to  call  thy  waves 
From  grassy  meadows  and  fem-clad  caves— 
And  then,  with  a  prouder  tide  to  break 
From  wooded  valley,  to  breezy  lake : 
Yet  all  of  these  scenes,  though  fair  they  be, 
River !  O,  river !  are  bann*d  to  me. 

River !  O,  river !  upon  thy  tide 
Full  many  a  freighted  bark  doth  glide ; 
Would  that  thou  thus  couldst  bear  away 
The  thoutjhts  that  burthen  my  weary  day ! 
Or  that  I,  from  all  save  them  made  free, 
Thou;^h  laden  still,  might  rove  with  thee ! 
True  that  thy  waves  brief  lifetime  find, 
And  live  at  the  will  of  the  wanton  wind- 
True  that  thou  seekest  the  ocean's  flow. 
To  be  lost  therein  for  evermoe. 
Yet  the  slave  who  worships  at  Glory's  shrine, 
But  toils  for  a  bubble  as  frail  as  thine : 
But  loses  his  freedom  here,  to  be 
Forgotten  as  soon  as  in  death  set  free. 


TO  A  LADY  BLUSHING. 


Ths  lilies  faintly  to  the  roses  yield, 

As  on  thy  lovely  cheek  they  struggling  vie, 

(Who  would  not  strive  upon  so  sweet  a  field 
To  win  the  mastery?) 

And  thoughts  are  in  thy  speaking  eyes  reveaVd, 

Pure  as  the  fount  the  prophet's  rod  unseai'd. 

I  could  not  wish  that  in  thy  bosom  aught 

Should  e*er  one  moment's  transient  pain  awaken, 

Yet  can't  regret  that  thou — forgive  the  thoughtr^ 
As  flowers  when  shaken 

Will  yield  their  sweetest  fragrance  to  the  wind. 

Should,  rafiied  thus,  betray  thy  heavenly  mind. 


THE  FAREWELL. 


The  conflict  is  over,  the  struggle  is  past, 

I  have  look'd — I  have  loved — I  have  worshipp'd 

nly  last, 
And  now  back  to  the  world,  and  let  Fate  do  her 

worst 
On  the  heart  that  for  thee  such  devotion  hath  nursed : 
To  thee  its  best  fecUngs  were  trusted  away, 
And  life  hath  hereafter  not  one  to  betray. 

Yet  not  in  resentment  thy  love  I  resign ; 
I  blame  not — upbraid  not^— one  motive  of  thine ; 
I  ask  not  what  change  has  come  over  thy  heart, 
I  reck  not  what  chances  have  doom'd  us  to  part ; 
I  but  know  thou  hast  told  me  to  love  thee  no  more. 
And  I  still  must  obey  where  I  once  did  adore. 

Farewell,  then,  thou  loved  one — O !  loved  but  too 

well. 
Too  deeply,  too  blindly,  for  language  to  tell — 
Farewell !  thou  hast  trampled  love's  faith  in  the  dust, 
Thou  hast  torn  from  my  bosom  its  hope  and  its  trust ! 
Yet,  if  thy  life's  current  with  blira  it  would  swell, 
I  would  pour  out  my  own  in  this  last  fond  farewell ! 


I  WILL  LOVE  HER  NO  MORE. 


I  WILL  love  her  no  more  — 't  is  a  waste  of  the  heart. 
This  lavish  of  feeling — a  prodigafs  part : 
Who,  heedless  the  treasure  a  life  could  not  earn. 
Squanders  forth  where  he  vainly  may  look  for  return. 

I  will  love  her  no  more ;  it  is  folly  to  give 
Our  best  years  to  one,  when  for  many  we  live. 
And  he  who  the  world  will  thus  barter  for  one, 
I  ween  by  such  traffic  must  soon  be  undone. 

I  will  love  her  no  more ;  it  is  heathenish  thus 
To  bow  to  an  idol  which  bends  not  to  us ; 
Which  heeds  not,  which  hears  not,  which  re<  kb 

not  for  aught 
That  the  worship  of  years  to  its  altar  hath  brought. 

I  will  love  her  no  more ;  for  no  love  is  without 
Its  limit  in  measure,  and  mme  hath  run  out ; 
She  engrosseth  it  all,  and,  till  some  she  restore, 
Than  this  moment  I  love  hei,  how  can  I  love  more  f 

3b2 


204 


CHARL£8   FENNO    HOFFMAN. 


THEY  AUK   MOCKKRY  ALL. 

Til  It  T  nit'  iiuvkorv  all — thour  Mkicis  thow  iikics— 

Tht'ir  iiiitriiiiMril  drptli;*  of  blui^— 
*r\v\'  an*  niivkrry  nil — thrjn-  cvok,  thrw  vyvA, 

\Vliii'!i  H'ciii  s<>  wunn  ami  tru«', 
Karh  traiitjuil  Htar  in  tho  our  that  lu*ii, 
Eurli  niotror  ^laiirr  that  at  raiuloiu  flic* 

Till'  oIImt'h  lu>hi'H  thn)U;;li ; 
l^iv-v  are  nuM-kiTy  ail,  tlicM'  flowcn  uf  H|>riiig[, 

Whirh  hiT  aiM  m>  iMirtIv  vtoo— 
Ami  thi*  lo\e  to  which  Wf  would  luatlly  cling. 

Ay  !  it  is*  iiuK-krry  ttio ; 
The  winds  arc  IuIm*  which  the  prrfunu*  stir. 

And  the  ltH>k't  di'ivivo  to  which  we  mic, 
And  li>\i<  t>ut  IraiU  tt>  tlie  w|>ulchn\ 

Wiiicli  the  tinkers  Hprin^  to  litrew. 


MKLODY. 

WiiK^  the  flowers  of  rriend»<hi[»  or  Love  have  di^ 

ravM, 
In  tlic  heart  that  ha**  tniNti'd  ami  once  lieon  Ivtmy'd, 
Mo  snn<>!iine  ol'  kindne^•<  thtir  Mmini  can  n-^^tore; 
For  till-  \enlnre  of  fct'lin^  \%ill  <)iiickfn  ni)  uion*! 

Hii;h>  I'licatitl  too  ofti'n  whi*n  life'A  in  itn  Kprinff, 
Kr-t':!  (lie  iMwoni  that  nurxil  it  fur  r\rr  t-ikt's  win:;! 
And  Mrniory  comes,  as  it<4  pioMiii<ii's  fade, 
'J'u  hriMMJ  o'er  tlie  havtn*  tliat  ]*:L<vion  hiui  maile. 

A?«  *tii4  said  that  tlie  Kwallow  the  tenement  leaves 
WIhtc  ruin  endaiiirerM  her  nest  in  the  euv(>H, 
While  the  ticMilate  owl  taki^n  lu>r  plaiv  on  the  wall, 
And  ImiliU  in  the  nianfion  tliat  nodi  to  its  fall. 


MnRNINTr  HYMN. 


"  Lft  Tiii:nr.  sr.  liuiit  !"    The  Ktemal  fptiko, 

Anil  fri>m  the  ahysM  where  d.irkneitrt  rode 
I'lii*  c  trlicM  tl.iwn  of  nature  hmki'. 

And  Ii4:ht  around  cn'ation  fluwM. 
'J*!i<'  vilail  e.irth  Minli'il  to  hcc  the  tiay. 

The  tir*t-lNirn  il.iy,  come  hlii>!iin-^  in  ; 
Till*  \>>no-4  d  IV  •«inili*4l  to  ••lied  itn  rav 

l'|i-in  a  wiHtd  untiiuch'd  hy  i>in. 

"  Lrt  I'li'fe  W  liv:ht !"  O'lT  hiMxrn  and  earth. 

Tin*  <iiiii  wh'»  fir"**  the  ilay-UMin  pourM, 
!'•     r".|  .i,':iin  hix  llal  fiirlli. 

Ai:l  s'lcl  i!n'  ijo-jM'!'!*  lijht  aSnvid, 
AM.  i.'*i   I  ill'  •!.!'.%  n.  il"»  I'lu'i-rin.:  r.i\  •« 

I  t  I  I  .'!i  anil  |Hi.ir  \%eri'  mr.i:it  (n  fall, 
I'l       .    i;  t'lnr  l{i'i!i"i':ni'r*«t  pr.ii-***, 

I  ]  '.  lAiV  11  »t  aiitl  lordlv  hall. 


•]■  .   I. 

r: 
(* .  . 

:i 


•  111'.  V.  !jrM  in  the  iirii'iil  Ii'-t 
■'.•  -  I'l-'  -ijii  il-Ii'iht  fir  pr.i;.  rr; 

■  ■.  :'..•  •■.irlir^l  Imm'ji-  ih  it  Sur-Jt 
.J  'J.iii'.*  ''-i^lit  thriMie  of  ^I.irv  l'i«"i\ 
A  I  ■  !  <  •  Hi  n  whi»  t*troii^!i  thi*  ni^ht 
it   !i'i   iIhim*  thv  >iei'piiti;  i*iuil, 

I"  ■  K.    I   ..  ■    ii.  fi  ir«i.  like  hi- lutil. 

\  •    •*..*•[  a!iii>.id  If'i  o  |>t>[c  til  jKdc. 


THE  WESTERN  HUNTER  TO  HI- 
MLSTRESS. 

Wkxu,  love,  with  mr,  U>  the  <krp  wood*.  * 

Wherv  far  iu  the  forrrt  iho  ivild  Aomm  kn^^ 
Wilt- re  no  watch  in  j;  ryr  ahall  o%n  um  bend. 

Ni\e  the  hloHNonu  liial  into  thy  Ufwrr  (^vv- 
Th'tii  iihalt  isalhef  fruiu  liuda  uf  Chr  onuir'*  i.-^. 

W'h-tM-  llaniini;  wiii:*<i  round  iHir  |*aih«ia}  tJL 
Knun  the  ^alfrnn  orchi!*  and  lupiii  blur, 

.\nd  ihiiM-  like  the  foam  uii  Diy  cuunirr**  ::L 

Oni'  stfitl  and  one  •'jildle  ii«  bt»lh  »hall  ^ra.*. 

One  haipl  of  ca-'h  mi  the  liriilie  mrrt ; 
An>l  U'lii-ath  the  wri^l  that  rntwiiir«  mr  i}^-*. 

An  a'lfiweriii.;  pnlM*  !>>>m  ni\  hr^rt  »h»h  t««L 
I  will  •iiiii;  ihrr  ni.iii%   ai>«%<iu»  la%, 

A>:  we  I'liaM-  th>'  di  i-r  \>\  tlir  hlu^  '.Akr-^Miif, 
While  the  wind)-  ih.il  o\cr  ihi'  prurir  \ha\ 

SI  1. 1 11  f.iii  thr  cliet'k  of  ni\   Wiaidland  irinie. 

m 

Our  home  Mhall  W  hy  the  ntitl.  hriffhl  finrm.-2«, 

Whi*n'  the  lieaver  rho.hM-*  hrr  19.fr  rrCjraL 
Antl  our  hearth   »hall  liniile  likr  thr  mio'«  mgr^ 
trle.iin*;  Tr^t 

Thriii]i:h  the  hranrheit  aniurid  cMir  kvi^*  vitf 
Thi-ii  Wfiid  with  ine.  in  the  difp  w-hhI*  «»"«:. 

Where  far  in  the  fon"»l  the  wiid  d*j«rr«  krrj^ 
Whi're  no  watching;  eye  -hail  o%«-r  u«  hmJ. 

Save  the  hlo«ik>iiii(  that  inl4>  ihv  Iwrr  prr?- 


THY  NAME 

Ir  rome*  to  mr  when  heallh4  jn  *nanj. 

And  iM'r  the  wine  thrir  ir-irl  ifid-  irriarhi::.^ 
I'lie  tl<iwi*r<  uf  wit,  with  iiiu<iit-  wotirw!. 

Are  fre«hly  frmn  the  ir«t*>lcl  brratlane ; 
FrniM  -parklini;  <ioiiz  and  kiIIv  cay 
II  fiiriir^  (i»  ^teal  niv  hfirt  awjv, 
.-\nil  till  my  luml.  niid  fi-tal  'jW. 
With  ^all,  !*\%eft,  Kilent  ihouirhta  of  thcCL 

It  I'li'iii'i  to  me  n|n»fi  the  nnrt. 

Whrn*  care  in  j<i«lhnir  iT'^wd*  in  nJr; 
Whirr  Av:irire  jrn.rU  thi*  »-inlid  heart. 

Or  ci^ld  Aiii><iti>in  pruiiipt*  thr  sCn!* ; 

II  r«iini"-.  ti»  w!M-|wr.  if  I'm  thrrv. 
'Ti!*  hut  wit!i  i!ii-e  rich  pri7r  to  »harr. 
Fur  F  iriii'  wm*  not  ^ncie*-.  !•>  mr. 
Nor  ric!ie'<  wealth  uni*hared  with  thrr. 

It  i-"!ijr>*  to  fin*  wlii-n  •niil*'^  arr  l^rCsht 
tin  ji-:;'S"  hp-  i?i;ir  riiurinur  r  >'ind  lar. 

All. I  kiii'i'.n-j  l:I  mri-N  i1  i-h  di-lijht 

III  i-vr-  uh<»«e  <.•!•'!  w-MiM  i>ri."r  haTc  S'tcn^' ' 

If  i-  •  .11  ---!iiii  I'  »:!H'«  til  *inn*  al«*nr 

I'l  :.i'  ..I'riii.'t"  iif  H..IIII*  l.N'k  or  t«>nr. 

III  ir>  r  ih  til  aii^lit  I  heir  nr  *er. 

His  .iii-i-  'ivms  iNirn  or  hn-Alh«^l  by  thev 

It  •■••-. ii  «  !  I  nil'  wlierr  r!  ii-Ti  r'd  Si>Uffhfl 

T'p  .r  »h.id>iw«  rA*l  ufmn  thr  ai  J ; 
A  ^^'..1<    i!i  Nnfiire**  fiii«*  my  «*iw4 

Ari   'iiftiil  l'r>i"i  !ii*r  •hniir  to  f  tup; 
It     .1  :i.-«  t.i  ^  II  Ihil  .ill  of  W'lrth 
I  •!'■  1  ji  ni  hi'ivi-n  nr  kn-«w  on  rvth. 
]{•  \.  \.  :  >  '..;'il  or  di-tr  it  W, 
U  .>!i  .1  :•  1  Willi  m\  thought  of  thM. 
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THE  MYRTLE  AND  STEEL- 

OxB  hamper  yet,  gallaiiU,  mt  parting, 

One  toast  ere  we  arm  for  the  fight ; 
Fill  round,  each  to  her  he  loves  dearest-^ 

'T  is  the  last  he  may  pledge  her,  to-night 
Think  of  those  who  of  old  at  the  banquet 

Did  Uieir  weapons  in  garlands  conceal, 
The  patriot  heroes  who  hallowed 

The  entwining  of  myrtle  and  steel ! 

Then  hey  for  the  myrtle  and  steel, 

Then  ho  for  the  myrtle  and  steel, 
Let  every  true  blade  that  e'er  loved  a  fiur  maid, 

Fill  round  to  the  myrtle  and  steel ! 

'T  is  in  moments  like  this,  when  each  bosom 
With  it8  highest^toned  feeling  is  warm. 

Like  the  music  that's  said  from  the  ocean 
To  rise  ere  the  gathering  storm, 

l^hat  her  image  around  us  should  hover. 
Whose  name,  though  our  lips  ne'er  reveal. 

We  may  breathe  mid  the  foam  of  a  bumper. 
As  we  drink  to  the  myrtle  and  steeL 
Then  hey  for  the  myrtle  and  steel. 
Then  ho  for  the  myrtle  and  steel, 

TiCt  every  true  blade  that  e'er  loved  a  fair  maid. 
Fill  round  to  the  myrtle  and  steel ! 

Now  mount,  for  our  bugle  is  ringing 

To  marshal  the  host  for  the  fray. 
Where  proudly  our  banner  is  flinging 

Its  folds  o'er  the  battle-array ; 
Yet  c:allant8— one  moment — remember. 

When  your  sabres  the  death-blow  would  deal. 
That  Merct  wears  ktr  shape  who's  cherish'd 

By  lads  of  the  myrtle  and  steel. 

Then  hey  for  the  myrtle  and  steel. 

Then  ho  for  the  myrtle  and  steel. 
Let  every  true  blade  that  e'er  loved  a  fiur  maid. 

Fill  round  to  the  myrtle  and  steel ! 


Alas !  my  friend,  of  all  of  worth 

That  yean  have  stolen  or  years  yet  leave  me, 
I've  never  known  so  much  on  earth, 

But  that  the  loss  of  thine  must  grieve  me. 


EPITAPH  UPON  A  DOG. 

Ax  ear  that  caught  my  slightest  tone. 

In  kindness  or  in  anger  spoken ; 
An  eye  that  ever  watch'd  my  own. 

In  vigils  death  alone  has  broken  ; 
Its  changeless,  ceaseless,  and  unbought 

Affet-tion  to  the  last  revealing ; 
Beaming  almost  with  human  thought. 

And  more — far  more  than  human  feeling  I 

Can  such  in  endless  sleep  be  chill'd, 

And  mortal  pride  disdain  to  sorrow, 
Because  the  pulse  that  here  was  still'd 

May  wake  to  no  immortal  morrow? 
Can  faith,  devotedness,  and  love. 

That  seem  to  humbler  creatures  given 
To  tell  us  what  we  owe  above, — 

I'he  types  of  what  is  due  to  Heaven,— 

Can  these  be  with  the  things  that  were. 
Things  cherish'd-7-but  no  more  returning, 

And  lenve  behind  no  trace  of  care, 

No  shade  that  speaks  a  moment's  moomingl 


ANACREONTIC. 

Blamx  not  the  bowl — the  fruitful  bowl, 

Whence  wit,  and  mirth,  and  music  spring. 
And  amber  drops  elysian  roll. 

To  bathe  young  Love's  delighted  wing. 
What  like  the  grape  Osiris  gave 

Makes  rigid  age  so  lithe  of  limb  1 
Illumines  memory's  tearful  wave, 

And  teaches  drowning  hope  to  swim? 
Did  ocean  from  his  radiant  arms 

To  earth  another  Vsnus  give, 
He  ne'er  could  match  the  meHow  charms 

That  in  the  breathing  beaker  live. 

Like  burning  thoughts  which  lovers  hoard. 

In  characters  that  mock  Uie  sight, 
Till  some  kind  liquid,  o'er  them  pour'd, 

Brings  all  their  hidden  warmth  to  light — 
Are  feelings  bright,  which,  in  the  cup. 

Though  graveil  deep,  appear  but  dim, 
Till,  fill'd  with  glowing  Bacchus  up. 

They  sparkle  on  the  foaming  brim. 
Each  drop  upon  the  first  you  pour 

Brings  some  new  tender  thought  to  life, 
And,  as  you  fill  it  more  and  more, 

The  last  with  fervid  soul  is  rife. 

The  island  fount,  that  kept  of  old 

Itff  fabled  path  beneath  the  sea. 
And  fresh,  as  first  from  earth  it  roll'd. 

From  earth  again  rose  joyously : 
Bore  not  beneath  the  bitter  brine 

Each  flower  upon  its  limpid  tide. 
More  faithfiilly  than  in  the  wine 

Our  hearts  toward  each  oUier  glide. 
Then  drain  the  cup,  and  let  thy  soul 

Learn,  as  the  draught  delicious  flies, 
Like  pearls  in  the  Egyptian's  bowl. 

Truth  beaming  at  the  bottom  lies. 


A  HUNTER'S  MATIN. 


Up,  comrades,  up!  the  mom's  awake 

Upon  the  mountain  side, 
The  curlew's  wing  hath  swept  the  lake. 
And  the  deer  has  left  the  tangled  brake. 

To  drink  from  the  limpid  tide. 
Up,  comrades,  up !  the  mead-lark's  note 
And  the  plover's  cry  o'er  the  prairie  float ; 
The  squirrel,  he  springs  fix)m  lus  covert  now. 
To  prank  it  away  on  the  chestnut  bough, 
"Where  the  oriole's  pendant  nest,  high  up, 

Is  rock'd  on  the  swaying  trees. 
While  the  humbird  sips  firom  the  harebell's  cap» 

As  it  bends  to  the  morning  breeze. 
Up,  comrades,  up !  our  shallops  graie 

Upon  the  pebbly  strand. 
And  our  stalwart  hounds  impatient  wait 

To  spring  from  the  huntsman's  hand. 


.•"J 
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-.'  vLL'-:n  .;  ANT  BRIGHT. 

>r    :  «  .  ^  ■   UK.  *r.ric  --  ^vjuki  li^ht 
.«%^  ZJ>-  •'.:•■'  :*ir  r  Curt*  xleam  iiif 
•      ■    '  .'    i:»  "r*.   f  '*•'  r.-j   :**! 

■  :.    ?  I  ■••    *■_•■.•"•«€•  i.»  ilrcim  in« 
'■':■  .'-     -^ :«/.::  hcarU  ««  light, 

»•    ■      ..  ^  ■    !-.  -a;-.-.  ,ri  liu"  U-akrr^s brim, 

V  .    ^  .  -.  :!'.«'  '.-.■f'*  while  iDcviiug. 

\:    ..   ...  ^--.  i-x^t  i:w  iluht 

■.»*■•..»• :!.;  now  ttir;:utle 
'  \-     :  ri>  pillion*. 
V  :  «-i  :^M  With  h«\trtc  u  light, 
•  .-•  .1-  ^tv  jiuJ  riiftin^^ 
V"  >*  : :  i:  >w.-n  on  ihi"  leaker's  brim, 

V  .  .:\  iM  ilu'  Ii|«&  while  meeting. 

.'      "  :-.:  iM'i'i  ii*rn|»l  ihe  wight, 

N      ■  ■    "  •••-,:  .?i-!.i\  hi  Ml. 
N.     \  •>.  ^^ .  ".M  .t' r  i!i  htilii  ihi*  rif, 

N       *    XT  r:;«"i.i*!ii|i  !.|.i_v  hi:ii. 

\^    '     .'-.  iW  !<^iiit;ht  Mith  hfartji  as  light, 

r<      <^r<«  :l«  Z'Ay   :iiul  tliftins; 

\.>   -..  ■''!!«  !*;.ii  i»v«iiii  on  thf  UMker**  brioi, 
Vn.l  ^rtak  on  the  11 1>*  while  nieetiiig. 


V»\  N'^TTO  rNPKRSTAND  HER. 


N\"';\  M««'Vk  !ii*r  hi*:irt  !•»  luiilrPitanJ, 

I'  tui:  i*n>Mi!*h  thou  kni>wttit 
r  <  :<:  >«■•  tSii  .ill  thv  love,  like  und, 

r.-M  t!-ir  wiiitl  tliiiu  thniire*t  ? 
r  ..*  '.'.!  tliiMi  iii.ikf4t  out  at  liiKt 
!^   •..  '.   •  ri  :!ivl  I  hi*  hitler  jwut!, 
\*     ..    .til  ih.' ._'•  xi.lt him  liMnieHt  yet, 
1?..:  ■■\  i'm-*  liiT  h.inler  to  fitrKft, 

\\  !ji:  t'.iisri'p*  ill!  the  iioMimhiw 
V.'  ki  h  III  her  hre.iot  rr»iili'lh. 
\u.\  \\  li.it  t!ii'  w  irinlli  mill  t«'fiilemeM 

II.  r  iiiii  ;i  of'  i-ii|iliief^«  hiileth, 
\\  !<iil  in).:i'iieii>ii'i  thmuhlx  |irevuil 
\\'!ii-i|  tlioti  lii>r  Ihi^ini  \%oiilii>t  HMAuil, 
\\  '.nil-  ti'iii|rriii*.«»  :iMil  wiirinth  ilntli  ne*er, 
r>\    ri\   I  !i  tii.'r,  tiiw.iiil  ihi'e  ii|i|N':ir. 

S;!   11   i;|i  I   \.]\  t  '\r:i  thiMI   hll-l  WOll 

tM"  kii..!-i.l  I",  i-liiii;  tliiTi" — 
11  •«  tV^*  l".»r  lli»ji»'.  t.i  hiiilil  ujKin, 

]\.*\\  r\  I'.ix  t'.'f  Pi'-j'.iir  • 
\'.  1  \\  !•'.  r  ".>r.l  i»r  |.»  >k  ili-i'l  ireth 

!     '\,'  .»•    ;p  ■■■-.!  I'l.  »!|l.-!|   *hr  'I'lfi'th, 

\\*'»:li'  i»f  l?ii'  ti'-f.  Mil  (ir-'nr  th"ii  ha«t, 
II  '^^  :ii.iii\   iiri-  l!ii*n-  of  the  l:L<»t ! 

'r!ii'ii  ^lrl\e  ii<t  ini>n'  tii  iiihlenit.iiitl 

tli-r'iiMrl,  of  whiMn  thou  knowent 
l«iiiiu-.:h  t>>  |ir.<%e  thv  lo«c  like  Naml 

r;i>iii  the  wiihl  thiui  thntwimt: 
The  i.l  lliiiii  Ml  ike^t  out  at  latt 
M  idi  hut  n  :li-.t  th-  hitlrr  ptut, 
\\'!iiie  111!  the  c.iikI  thou  Ie;irnei4  yet 
11  111  iiuki'st  her  h.-iitler  lo  forgvC 


A:sK  NOT  WHY  I  SHOULD  LuVE  ilt.K. 

A  UK  lue  not  why  1  ahoukl  luvr  kwr : 

Look  u|M«n  thoMC  auul-luil  ryr»! 
Look  while  mirth  or  fo-iiii4  iuii«r  tk-r, 

Ainl  xci.'  tlu-re  how  awtrilv  n«r 
Tlii>u,;hti*  i;:iy  anJ  identic  I'ruiu  a  Iviaat. 
Wliiiii  If  III'  iniiort-iiiY  iImt  iht^i— 
Whiih.  thou-^h  e.irh  jny  wrn*  (i\*m  it  9Zsr 
liy  truth  wi>uiil  huU  l«  tf  nanuU  ! 

Kv.  t'roni  ihiMO  i(we«*t  wimlow*  (w>;>.i:x. 

KiriiithHin  l<-itilt'r.  hri^St.  Aiid  |Hjrf . 
Aiiil  woiiiii-r  n<il  tlie  fdiih  I 'ui  krv^ii:*; 

K^ery  tn.il  ran  eiiiiiin-  ! 
WiiiiiItT  iiiti  that  liNik^  ixi  winriin; 
Still  tor  me  new  tien  ire  »|>iiiiiiiiK  ; 
WoiifU-r  not  thnt  heart  ah  true 
Kei'^M  mine  from  evrr  changing  loik 


PIIK  LtiVllS.  IM  T'TIS  Niir  MK 


Shi.  li>\i.ii.  hut  'til  not  nie  »he  |ii%r»: 

Nut  me  till  whiim  ••hi"  |».»;i.'i"r«, 
\VhiMi.  Ill  iMifiie  i}re:itn  **(  ti  Tpii-ritrv*, 

IIiT  Irii.itil  fiiir^   w  iii<!i-r<. 
The  furniii  that  flit  hrr  «i»iiiu*  throach 

An-  like  the  «hN|ie<4  itf  nM, 
Whrre  tih**!  nt'  )iriiiit'  aii*l  paladin 

<  hi  ta|N'>.try  are  tiiM. 
Man  may  lint  hiijif  her  he.irt  to  win, 

be  hi»  of  ctminiou  nh^ukl. 

But  I — thiuiffh  vpuni  are  wnn  n.t  inorp 

Where  heraiil'i*  trump  i»  i^'alin;. 
Nor  tlirune^  ear\eil  out  fir  Lnlv  fair 

When*  ftii-I-ehiil  riiik!i  are  whc«ruag- 
I  liNi^*  the  f.ili-iin  of  my  h«»(«*« 

l'|Niii  ii«  pruuil  -A  tlijht 
.\m  tliii^'  whn  hawk'il  at  hiirh  rrnowa. 

In  iMim;-4.|iniilileil  tijhL 
If  t/'irini^,  tlnn.  true  hiie  mar 

My  Iii\e  iihe  niuftt  reifuitr. 


TIIV    SMILKS. 

*T  i«  Inrtl  l.i  hharr  her  umilt-^  with 

A  fill  whih-  ahe  m  4o  drar  1*1  mc. 
To  fi-.ir  that  I,  tar  lf««  than  any. 

('.ill  nil!  hi  r  itpirit'«  witi-liiry  ! 
Til  riifl  iii\   innitMl  heart  wh«n  nrar  hrr 

Tri  tti*'I.ii^  al  t-\i>ri'  ^laiii-e  aiid  \  »nr. 
\t\'\  li  •  I  i'ii>  whilr  r.tcU  rharrii  etiw  drarrr 

'1  !iai  \«iil  Mitt  lirani  for  iiir  ahwir. 

Iliiw  iMii  »'!•■  ihu*.  hwirt  ■}N-rMlthrU^  i^oaaJr? 

Th>-  in-a«iireii  oiir  aloiir  ran  |«i^! 
H><^^  I'aii  III  r  r\e4  to  all  thu*  wandrr, 

Whi  11  I  l<ut  h\e  111  ih'Wf  awrrl  rvf«! 
Th>i^   »\  n-n  tiinrii  ■■»  hifhlly  ■f^4pii 

f 'aiiM.  iiiari\  a  hrtirt  I  know  iti  ihnll; 
Ilul  .mill-,  .iinl  •Mil\  nuiir.  tid  hrttkro. 

In  r\»  i\  pul^'  iiiual  aiiawrr  rtilL 
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LOVE  AND  POLITICS. 

A  BIBTH-DAT  MEDITATION. 

ANOTHER  year !  alas,  how  swift, 
Ali.hda,  do  these  years  flit  by, 
Like  shadows  thrown  by  clouds  that  drift 

In  flakes  along  a  wintry  sky. 
Another  year !  another  leaf 
Is  tum'd  within  life's  volume  brief, 
And  yet  not  one  bright  page  appears 
Of  mine  within  that  book  of  years. 

There  are  some  moments  when  I  feel 

As  if  it  should  not  yet  be  so ; 
As  if  the  years  that  from  me  steal 

Had  not  a  right  alike  to  go, 
And  lose  themselves  in  Time's  dark  sea, 
Unbuoy'd  up  by  aught  from  me ; 
Aught  that  the  future  yet  might  claim 
To  rescue  from  their  wreck  a  name. 

But  it  was  love  that  taught  me  rhyme, 

And  it  was  thou  Uiat  taught  me  love ; 
And  if  I  in  this  idle  chime 

Of  words  a  useless  sluggard  prore, 
It  was  thine  eyes  the  habit  nurs'd, 
And  in  their  light  I  leani'd  it  first 
It  is  thine  eyes  which,  day  by  day, 
Consume  my  time  and  heart  away. 

And  oflen  bitter  thoughts  arise 

Of  what  I  've  lost  in  loving  thee. 
And  in  my  breast  my  spirit  dies, 

The  gloomy  cloud  around  to  see. 
Of  baffled  hopes  and  ruined  powers 
Of  mind,  and  miserable  hour^— 
Of  self-upbraiding,  and  despair — 
Of  heart,  too  strong  and  fierce  to  bear. 

"  Why,  what  a  peasant  slave  am  I," 

To  bow  my  mind  and  bend  my  knee 
To  woman  in  idolatry. 

Who  takes  no  thought  of  mine  or  me. 
O,  Gon  !  that  I  could  breathe  my  life 
On  battle-plain  in  charging  strife — 
In  one  mad  impulse  pour  my  soul 
Far  beyond  passion's  base  controL 

Thus  do  my  jarring  thoughts  revolve 

Their  gather'd  causes  of  offence, 
Until  I  in  my  heart  resolve 

To  dash  thine  angel  image  thence ; 
When  some  bright  look,  some  accent  kind. 
Comes  freshly  in  my  heated  mind. 
And  scares,  like  newly-flushing  day. 
These  brooding  thoughts  like  owls  away. 

And  then  for  hours  and  hours  I  muse 

On  thini^s  that  might,  yet  will  not  be. 

Till,  one  by  one,  my  feelings  lose 

Their  passionate  intensity, 

Af.d  *5tcal  away  in  visions  soft. 

Which  on  wild  wing  those  feelings  waft 

Far,  far  beyond  the  drear  domain 

Of  Reason  and  her  freezing  reign. 
38 


And  now  again  firom  their  gay  track 

I  call,  as  I  despondtot  sit. 
Once  more  tLese  truant  fimcies  back, 

Which  round  my  brain  so  idly  flit ; 
And  some  I  treasure,  some  I  blush 
To  own — and  these  I  try  to  crush — 
And  some,  too  wild  for  reasou'b  reign, 
I  loose  in  idle  rhyme  again. 

And  even  thus  my  moments  fly. 

And  even  thus  my  hours  decay, 
And  even  thus  my  years  slip  by. 

My  life  itself  is  wiled  away ; 
But  distant  still  the  mounting  hope, 
The  burning  wish  with  men  to  cope 
In  aught  that  minds  of  iron  mould 
May  do  or  dare  for  fame  or  gold. 

Another  year !  another  year, 

Alikda,  it  shall  not  be  so ; 
Both  love  and  lays  forswear  I  here, 

As  I've  forsworn  thee  long  ago. 
That  name,  which  thou  wouldst  never  share. 
Proudly  shall  Fame  emblazon  where 
On  pumps  and  comers  posters  stick  it. 
The  highest  on  the  Jacksoit  ticket 


WHAT  IS  SOLITUDE? 

Not  in  the  shadowy  wood, 

Not  in  the  crag-hung  glen. 
Not  where  the  echoes  brood 

In  caves  untrod  by  men ; 
Not  by  the  bleak  sea-shore, 

Where  loitering  surges  break. 
Not  on  the  mountain  hoar, 

Not  by  the  breezeless  lake. 
Not  on  the  desert  plain. 

Where  man  hath  never  stood, 
Whether  on  isle  or  main— 

Not  there  is  solitude ! 

Birds  are  in  woodland  bowers, 

Voices  in  lonely  dells. 
Streams  to  the  listening  honra 

Talk  in  earth's  secret  cells ; 
Over  the  gpray-ribb'd  sand 

Breathe  ocean's  frothing  lips, 
Over  the  still  lake's  strand 

The  flower  toward  it  dips ; 
Pluming  the  mountain's  crest. 

Life  tosses  in  its  pines ; 
Coursing  the  desert's  breast. 

Life  in  the  steed's  mane  shines. 

Leave— if  thou  wouldst  be  lonely- 
Leave  Nature  for  the  crowd; 

Seek  there  for  one — one  only — 
With  kindred  mind  endow'd ! 

There — as  with  Nature  erst 

Closely  thou  wouldst  commune*. 

The  deep  soul-music,  nursed 
In  either  heart,  attune ! 

Heart-wearied,  thou  wilt  own. 
Vainly  that  phantom  woo'd. 

That  thou  at  last  hast  known 
What  is  true  solitude  I 


J.   O.   ROCKWELL. 


[BiirB.lw;.    liir!.  i«Oi.] 


.*  «^i«  «'^T'i«  Km* K WELL  waK  Uirn  in  f«etianoii, 
&  '.  ikC*>'<:t^ra]  :«««!!  in  I'oiiiuvtirut,  in  1N07.  At 
*'.  lA*  *  sc^'  ^o  w;i*  ap[)n*ntii*t>ii  to  a  priiitrr,  ifi 
1  :.-*.  :i..-.  i;;  h:>  ?i\tiN-.ilh  _\«Mr  \w  1n>i;»ii  to  writo 
^  ;■><"*  :'.■:  ::•.!■  i!r«>;Mjvr*,  Two  y<'Mr4  aftfrwurd 
■  «;■-■.: : '  Ni'w  Vi^rk.  aiiil  snl>!*«ijiii'Mtly  li»  noston, 
:.:  lA. '.  .'•:'  whu-Ii  iriXw*  lii*  |.il>i>uri'il  hm  a  jouriiry- 
...:-.**:;.ir.    Hi'  li  ul  ni>w  arquin'il  con-iitli-ra- 

.  '.-.-..'.. it.. >'i  tw  \\i>  piM'iiiMl  wrilifi:r!(i  and  w:i.<« 
I' .^. •.;!.:  ji>  .iv^.K'iuio  filiinr  of  tin*  ••  Stati'fiinan," 
A  1  .  .1  .i:\  i  I'.itltiriiti.kl  jiiiini.il  {uiMishnl  in  Hostnii, 
\y,':\  uliii'h.  I  U*lir>i'.  hi'  t'ontiiiuiil  until  lsU*J, 
\«!<in  III'  Nv.iiiir  tin*  (-•)iiilui*ti>r  ot'  the  Providt'nce 
-  I Vii ::.»:."  \\::'i  wtiirh  lir  waii  roinuvtrd  at  thi- 
:.  ^*  I'l  his  df.ith. 

Ill-  w  I''  iNH^r.  :iiid  ill  hi^  ynulli  hv  h:til  iN'rn  li-tt 
!V'r!\  X.t  lK<i  own  iliri't'tioii.  Wv  rlioM*  to  Iivirn 
Till-  ini^iTii'-^!*  o(  {triiiliiii;,  Ih*imiisi'  hi*  thou^rlit  it 
\\.M;!d  aT.ird  him  oppi>rtiinitii'»  ti>  iinprovi*  his 
I'.rii  i :  iiiiil  his  odiiiMtiiUi  wii*  :tri|iiirf<l  hv  tli]ii;rnt 
>:;i.l\  ilii::iu  thi*  Iri^iirc  h«Mir<«  of  hii  aiipHMitirf- 
>!'.■.;>.  WliiMi  hi"  riMn«»vi*d  to  l*rovii1iMi(*i>.  it  Uvasiic 
iii-.*r>!siry  tor  him  lo  tako  an  active  part  in  tho  di-*- 
t-'.>'«ii<:i  of  |>i»htii'al  qiit'Ktioni*.  Ho  ft*lt  hut  little 
iiitrriM  III  puliho  atfiirrt,  ami  rthnink  iiiMtinctivrly 
t'io;ii  l!u*  strilt*  of  p.irtiA:in>»hip ;  hut  it  Mi-mrd  the 
o:i!\  jxiMiiii'  ti>  «*oini)«'triu*e  and  n'putation.  and  he 
fii'virkod  111  it  with  appanMit  aniour.  JournaliMin. 
Ill  i!ii*  haiuU  i^(  ahle  and  hiMiourahie  men.  in  the 
n>^Mi>^t  ol'  ralluii^s ;  in  the  hiindi*  o(  the  ii^iior.int 
:rid  Mieri'i'iiary,  it  in  aninn:;  the  ine:inii*t.  Then* 
are  at  all  tiine^  roniierted  with  the  prert«i,  pfTMirm 
ot'  the  h.i^er  Mort.  who  ilerive  thi'ir  Hup;Hirt  and 
e'liej"  eniiiymeiit  from  ministeriiit;  to  the  wor^t  pa*- 
hioiiH ;  ;ind  hy  Miiine  of  this  ela-M  Kih-kwilLL*<i  pri- 
>.iti'  t'li.inii-ter  wa<i  a««iileil.  Hiid  he  waj«  tau!iti*il 
with  hi<i  iW>4t*ure  piirenta;;e,  defirtit'c  edue.ition. 
a!id  fiirmer  viMMlion.  at  if  to  have  elevattii  hi-i  [nt- 

!*ili.»ii  ill  ^i>eirty.  hy  |HT«M'vi'rini*e  and  the  for >f 

iiiMid.  wrre  a  ^rouiiil  of  iu-rii^.ition.  He  hail  tiit> 
httle  eiKT^v  in  hi**  nature  to  ri'<;:iri|  Hiirh  a-t^iultn 
w  !t!i  ihi*  iiii!i!Vi-ri*iiri'  llii'\  incritrd :  aiiil  I'liiiipl.iinril 
ill  H  iTiii  o(  \\\*  IrtiiT'*  lh.it  thi'y  "  r>»!ilN'i!  him  >>(  ri'«t 
.i;i>!  nf  ill  p'l' i^uri-."  With  •'onstaiiily  iiiiTiMoJii^ 
ri-|'Ui;iii>Mi.  I)iiwi->er.  lie  eontinui-il  hi-*  rilitii'i.i!  I.i- 
NiMii-  until  the  fUiiiiiii  r  nf  I  s'il .  wIm-ii.  ;it  lUr  r  ir!y 
a'c  iif  l\vi-iil\-f->iir  \e.ir<.  Ill'  w:i>  Middeiiiv  r.r'i'il 
til  'I  In'tler  Wi>r!il.  Me  frit  iinwi-il.  mir  iii<iniiii::. 
aii<I,  ill  a  )<rief  p.ir.i^r.ipli.  apiiliiji/i-d  tor  tlif  appi- 
n>rit  in-'jIiTt  of  lux  c:i/i'tte.  The  neit  nnm)i«T 
of  It  wi»n>  the  fiirri't  of  niouniifiir  for  lii<«  di-.ith. 
A  frieihl  of  Kin- KWr.L  !.*«.*  in  a  notiee  of  hi  in 
}»iiMi«.|ii-,I  ill  the  ••Stuitheni  Literar)"  Me«**«-ii;;iT," 
nieiition<i  :i4  the  iiiiMie«li:ite  eaii-M*  iif  hi«  d<Ml!i.  t*i;it 
hi*  "w.m  triMili|i*tl  al   the  Ihoiijhl  of  ^liiie  oMi.m- 

*  Itrvifi  iiil  I  ii*iii.>:<i  W.  llvcRKMr,  iif  Mrr>il«>n,  ('•n- 
ni*«iji  III. 


timi  whirli.  from  not  rprri\in<  monrj  tbm  •?-•  •- 
him.  he  w  i^  iiii.iMr  to  nH*ft,  ami  fthrarik  ?'•  .  '  ' 
pr-i-iiH-i-t  iif  a  f/# 'i.'f/rV  priMni."  Th  i!  il  •  i» 
Hiim«' way  a  result  of  hi*  eilrenir  ••■'i»:ri»»  •  •• 
w;iH  uiiiiT.illy  lM-lif\fil  amons  hi«  frv  'A*  ■:  '  * 
tiiiir.  WiiiTTiMi,  who  wa4  thru  %x\a  -•  •!"  •  * 
••NrW  Kiiai.ini!  Wri'kl\  R»-view.*'»i»i>fi  aTV?  •  •  V 
thi'  fiilliiwiiu  liiieA  t>>  hi4  ni<'iii'ir%  : 

"TIi«-  iiir:"j«  •iii-Hi|h  -iUit^  hmi '  »p  !  I^  •  '»  a 
Will  iiiil>li  M  th-  rriil  fml-,  an!  -■.■i-ii.  iii  S\-fc 
Till-  |i*'ri«hiiie  l-f-  "(  a-  fr»-rn-hiii*«1  sri«*. 
.\iiii  l(i>'  I  rn-h'il  t1iw*-r  « ill  lifi  lU  hrad  mgxim 
Kiiilliii;;!!  iinl'i  h>-'«'rri,  ■«  if  it  k^-pl 
>ii  \li;:!  H  iltl  ISh- li- .111        \\>l        lll*llta«| 

Th.il  tlw  i"» -ii  cr  I*- "h- III  1  !'•■     '•"• .  !•  1  I*-     {!••-* 

Itl-iU-  wiM  -i'kiiI  111*  rt*«llli,;  ;'iif        Il-a  i^.r  i 

W.i*  III  ii-.-ir  I  il.intr  h'li  hil'<!i*'i- •'>  I    - 

A  I'lhl  of  li|i.«>-i|  (•riMiiMt'  whi  li  ilif  •!   rm 

Vi-Mi-il  iiil'l*.  iiiil  ihi"  pi*-i*f  hi 

Siihili-  il-iuii  III  M  ltit>iriti>-a4       li  It  «•>  niii  trial 

I'll  If  It  Imli  f-iiiiiil  1  ilwilti-if,  V.  Ii f  Iff  tis 

(If  I  iii"r<-  li-i|i  I  iitiir  Will  \i.it  :*. 

A'i'l  rh»-  iiurf  il-w«  I  f  ii»i-ri  »  w  :M  .!r»^»»«.*. 

Tlir>iiieh  If»"iv»"fi""  •■«!  n  alni<M;ih«-rr.  ii:i  »r  i»  ^^i* 

"lilt  firm  !•  ii«iw  lM'f«»r^  iin».  in'h  nti  irmrm 
(If  lifiilh  in  iln  Itiir  lini*jtiiriifft.  ifiil  lb'r« 
Is  a  flint  I  riiii«>>n  nn  hi«  vnuthf  jI  i  fi»rh, 
Aiiil  III*  fn-*-  liji  i"  ^iif^i'ninc  «ilh  !h*  tifi^ 
Willi  h  ill  hi«  'i^  H  kiiiiUinc      1  r  m  f-»i 
Till-  |iirTi'iir  iir>-«oiirr  "f  hia  harnl.  anf  h#ir 
llin  l.i«i  M.*iii>  li|.-«.  \<>'|-*     <<iriic.-     ih^t  li*  !•  :Vi 
l>i«iiiirt  iM-fxri*  ni*'  likr  a  hr^aihinf  ihi-f. 
I!vhii  uhi-ii  1  kiii>w-  ihit  hf  i«  with  itK  •!*a4. 
Ami  th  ii  till-  il  iiii|i  ciirTh  hiili  •  hmi      I  m  j^A  i«il 
I'liiiik  iif  liiiii  •iihrrH'i«i-     Ilia  iiiii2*'  iir^a 
Wiitim  riii  ii.i-:irtrv  .it  iir  •••»  m'll  ^vf-  ■» 
1'lir  I  iir«>>  nf  lihi;hi«  il  fi-rhne.  ii-..!  ih*-  :..ii 
Aii-1  fi  \«-r  ■■i'  tn  iiiKiiMc-iNil  •;rif^.  Tit  ■  !«-rt 
TfM  ir  !r:i«-t  1  ■■•!  Ill*  a«;«rr|        P»"irt   |.i  him  • 
](•■  M  ri  -III  •!  ii'iMv  u  iih  thf  w  ••4rinr*g 
All.;  friii4  if  iiiir  iM-inr    •iiiilinc  <^n, 
Willi'    ;itii«.>ii  II  ififli-il  H  ilh  hi«  •;  rinj*  *^f  (,''•, 
Arnt  WfiriHi;  i  i  iiiii  hri>w,  «■  liil>*  iifi  tii*  Ikrarl 
Ari_'iii>li  i\  i«  r*-*iirc  likr  n  hiinl  ••f  hrr — 
I  I  III  If  I  i>i  !h'-  -U'-ni  if  ih  •MChl 
(iri-u  :t<>'i;>;i -ri  itilr.  m  !  nia>!iir«c  ram^ 
I>.irk?t  ii;i>  n  )i:iii.     in  1  ih-  ■•iTi-r^r  ■{!»•' ' 

■•  N  If  ■;!•■  I  'i  ■  •i?i'i"i«"  !•  ■!  '      Til  hi*  cnrr 
Til-   !■■  I'lTif"!!  -if'.l  r"ft" '!  -Im.!  f  '  ii:^, 
Afi !  iiiu*-   I'.^i-  II  (III-  «■■  *•.*•  r        \r«i  ti»ir-(  :  -^ 
^ll  I.'.  Miirii-.r  111  III    *>'■  W'-'i  I-'  ■  >  •  f  f  I*  (-- 

11,1  .iW  II   »W  I  ■  !    Mil  !   ■  li>  •       1TI-;    I"    \'t'    »    •/ 

<  !■   t!|.    If-  .   1  «;i'.!  ti>  •  -1    III   I'ljl  •  I-  •  ■  ira 

'III       'i"     ."i ■■•    i'«   I  •  M     ili'ii-'   •  I  ■  1  r, 

l!    Ill  Ik    'il      '    -i  f    :   t   •  \Uf   |»-|f1#  1  .  !■* 

'I  ••  *•  •  I  ii  ii  •  ir;h  r>  '11'  m*--rt  iii:n  in  liivr  " 
Th«'    ^iM't'lilirll*    nf    Kill  Ik  «'l  Lt'%    jfcictrv   •" 

h.i\i-   t.il'.  11    i:ii'»  r   Tti*  n-'ti.-i*    *h  •»    ?i  .'^   !■»  *- 
|i,.<.^i  ..•  ,1   e  >i|»i,!fr  iMr    fjnry     .\u*l    i!*'* :    '»• 
H'- i»-i  iji-'i  I- «."l  .ilwa\i  \ii  ■',  .-h*^*!    \f  ?  *.  •  *  '■ 
*i!'ii  iT-.  ■•!  ;•  «"•  ii<-;iini*«  ilrfivlur  :   ?•!.!  J  •*  •'^  ■  .    "i 
.iri'    .-ttiM    .'•.ji'iil.  .ml    ihf*    ji  iii-rj!   •  *".    :     '     ' 
j..,.i',  |.    -r'.k'Ji.:.       1I;»    IjIiT    •««*  :•    a'r  ^  »    »»■' 
\'.i\    \      '  >■   >    '••v%..;I.!    )i\\r   pr  fc'.i- ,-*  •  vii    ' 
fi..i  *i  :..!  :it  !i  III  111'  ||\t'd  !••  a  mjturrr  i^-r. 
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THE  SUM  OF  LIlf'E. 

SsARCHXR  of  gold,  whose  days  and  ni^to 

Ail  waste  away  in  anxious  care, 
Estranged  firom  all  of  life's  delights, 

Unlearn'd  in  all  that  is  most  fair— 
Who  sailcst  not  with  easy  glide, 
But  del  vest  in  the  depths  of  tide, 
And  strugglest  in  the  foam ; 
O  !  come  and  view  this  land  of  graves, 
Death's  northern  sea  of  frozen  waves, 
And  mark  thee  out  thy  home. 

Lover  of  woman,  whose  sad  heart 

Wastes  like  a  fountain  in  the  sun, 
Clings  most,  where  most  its  pain  does  start, 

Dies  by  the  light  it  lives  upon ; 
Come  to  the  land  of  graves ;  for  here 
Are  beauty's  smile,  and  beauty's  tear, 

Gather'd  in  holy  trust; 
Here  slumber  forms  as  fair  as  those 
Whose  cheeks,  now  living,  shame  the  rose, 

Their  glory  tum'd  to  dust 

Lover  of  fame,  whose  foolish  thought 
Steals  onward  o'er  the  wave  of  time, 

Tell  me,  what  goodness  hath  it  brought. 
Atoning  for  that  restless  crime? 

The  spirit-mansion  desolate, 

And  open  to  the  storms  of  fate, 
The  absent  soul  in  fear ; 

Bring  home  thy  thoughts  and  come  with  me. 

And  see  where  all  thy  pride  must  be : 
Searcher  of  fame,  look  here ! 

And,  warrior,  thou  with  snowy  plume. 

That  goest  to  the  bugle's  call. 
Come  and  look  down ;  this  lonely  tomb 

Shall  hold  thee  and  thy  glories  all : 
The  haughty  brow,  the  manly  frame, 
The  daring  deeds,  the  sounding  fame, 

Are  trophies  but  for  death ! 
And  millions  who  have  toiPd  like  thee, 
Are  stay'd,  and  here  they  sleep ;  and  see, 
Does  glory  lend  them  breath  1 


TO  ANN. 


Thou  wert  as  a  lake  that  lieth 

In  a  bright  and  sunny  way ; 
I  was  as  a  bird  that  flicth 

O'er  it  on  a  pleasant  day ; 
When  I  look'd  upon  thy  features 

Presence  then  some  feeling  lent ; 
But  thou  knowest,  most  false  of  creatures. 

With  thy  form  thy  image  went. 

With  a  kiss  my  vow  was  greeted. 

As  I  knelt  before  thy  shrine ; 
But  I  saw  that  kiss  repeated 

On  another  lip  than  mine ; 
And  a  solemn  vow  was  spoken 

That  thy  heart  should  not  be  changed ; 
But  that  binding  vow  was  broken. 

And  thy  spirit  was  estranged. 


I  could  blame  thee  for  awaking 

Thoughts  the  world  will  but  deride ; 
Calling  out,  and  then  forsaking 

Flowers  the  winter  wind  will  chide  • 
Gulling  to  the  midway  ocean 

Barks  that  tremble  by  the  shore ; 
But  I  hush  the  sad  emotion, 

And  will  punish  thee  no  more. 


THE  LOST  AT  SEA. 


WiTX,  w|io  in  thy  deep  devotion 

Puttest  up  a  prayer  for  one 
Sailing  on  the  stormy  ocean, 

Hope  no  more — his  course  is  done. 
Dream  not,  when  upon  thy  pillow, 

That  he  slumbers  by  thy  sidex 
For  his  corse  beneath  the  billow 

Heaveth  with  the  restless  tidlt 

Children,  who,  as  sweet  flowers  growing. 

Laugh  amid  the  sorrowing  rains, 
Know  ye  many  clouds  are  throwing 

Shadows  on  your  sire's  remains  ? 
Where  the  hoarse,  gray  surge  is  rolling 

With  a  mountain's  motion  on, 
Dream  ye  that  its  voice  is  tolling 

For  your  father  lost  and  gone  1 

When  the  sun  look'd  on  the  water. 

As  a  hero  on  his  grave. 
Tinging  with  the  hue  of  slaughter 

Every  blue  and  leaping  wave. 
Under  the  majestic  ocean. 

Where  the  giant  current  roll'd. 
Slept  thy  sire,  without  emotion, 

Sweetly  by  a  beam  of  gold; 

And  the  silent  sunbeams  slanted. 

Wavering  through  the  crystal  deep. 
Till  their  wonted  splendours  haunted 

Those  shut  eyelids  in  their  sleep. 
Sands,  like  crumbled  silver  gleaming. 

Sparkled  through  his  raven  hair ; 
But  the  sleep  that  knows  no  dreaming 

Bound  him  in  its  silence  there. 

So  we  left  him ;  and  to  tell  thee 

Of  our  sofrow  and  thine  own, 
Of  the  wo  that  then  befell  thee. 

Come  we  weary  and  alone. 
That  thine  eye  is  quickly  shaded. 

That  thy  heart-blood  wildly  flows. 
That  thy  cheek's  clear  hue  is  faded, 

Are  the  fruits  of  these  new  woes. 

Children,  whose  meek  eyes,  inquiring, 

Linger  on  your  mother's  face — 
Know  ye  that  she  is  expiring. 

That  ye  are  an  orphan  race  ? 
Gou  be  with  you  on  the  morrow. 

Father,  mother, — both  no  more ; 
One  within  a  grave  of  sorrow, 

One  upon  the  ocean's  floor ! 
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THE  DEATH-BED  OF  BEAUTY. 

811K  iilcepg  in  hrtuty,  like  the  dyin;  row 

By  the  warm  Hkioe  aiul  windU  of  June  fomken; 
Or  like  the  nun,  when  iliinni*il  with  rloudi  it  goes 

I'o  its  clear  ooean^lird,  hy  lif^ht  winds  shaken : 
Or  like  the  moon,  when  through  its  rohesofsnow 

It  8inilni  with  angel  mcokness— or  like  sorrow 
When  it  in  HiMithttl  by  n*rtignalif>fi*H  glow, 

Or  like  herm-lf, — she  will  be  dead  to-morrow. 

How  ntill  ffhc  Hlet>|m !    The  young  and  sinless  girl ! 

And  the  faint  bre.ith  u|>on  h(*r  n*d  li|M  trembles! 
W:iving.  alinoHt  in  de-ith,  the  ni\t*n  curl 

Tli:it  floiitH  around  her ;  and  she  moat  reaembles 
Thi'  fall  of  ni^ht  upon  the  ocean  foam, 

Whcrefroiu  the  Hun-li;;;ht  hath  not  yet  departed; 
A  nil  where  the  winds  are  fainL    fc$he  stealeth  home, 

Unsullied  girl!  an  angel  broken-hearted! 

O,  bitter  world !  that  hailut  so  cold  an  eye 

To  I(>f>k  ui>on  so  fair  a  ty|ie  of  heaven ; 
Hli«*  could  not  dwell  U*neath  a  winter  sky, 

And  her  heart-stringM  were  froztm  here  and  riTcn, 
And  now  she  lies  in  ruins — Itiok  and  weep! 

How  lii;htly  leans  her  cheek  upon  the  pillow! 
And  how  the  bloom  of  her  fair  face  doth  keep 

Changed,  like  a  stricken  dolphin  on  the  billow. 


TO  THE  ICE-MOUNTAIN. 

Gdavk  of  waters  gone  to  rest! 

Jewel,  dazzling  all  the  main ! 
Father  of  the  silver  crest ! 

Wandering  on  the  trackless  plaiiit 
Sleeping  mid  the  wavy  roar, 

Sailing  mid  the  angry  storm, 
Pli>ipjhing  ocean's  oozy  flt>or. 

Piling  to  the  clouds  thy  form ! 

Wandering  monument  of  rain, 

PriMYnM  by  the  sullen  north ! 
But  to  melt  thy  hated  chiiin. 

Is  it  that  thou  comcht  forth  ? 
Wend  thee  to  the  sunnv  south. 

To  the  glassy  summer  sea. 
And  tlie  breathinTs  of  her  mouth 

Shall  unchain  and  gladilen  tliee ! 

Roniiier  in  the  hidden  path^ 

'Neath  the  green  ami  rlouded  wave ! 
TrHin)iling  in  thy  rerkli-«s  wrath. 

On  the  lost,  but  cberinhM  brave; 
Parting  love's  death-link'd  embrace— 

C'ru-hins  UMUty*!*  wkeleCon— 
Tell  M*  wh:it  the  biiMen  rare 

With  our  in«mrnisl  lo'st  have  done! 

Floating  isle,  which  in  the  sun* 

A  rt  an  icy  coronal ; 
And  beneath  the  viewless  dun. 

Throw's!  o'er  barks  a  wavy  p«ll ; 
Sbinine  desth  upon  the  sea ! 

Wend  thee  to  the  vouthem  main; 
Warn  -kies  wait  to  welci>me  tliee! 

Minsle  with  the  wave  again ! 
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THE  PRISONER  FOR  DEBT. 


Whktt  the  saramer  sun  wwm  m  ifat 

Its  crimson  mlianec  Ml, 
Some  on  the  blue  and  rhsngcAil  aei 

A  rid  some  in  the  priaoiirr^s  c«iL 
Ami  then  his  eve  with  •  smik  w< 

And  the  Mood  wovld  les«c  his 
And  the  verdure  of  his  soul  rvtrnm. 

Like  sere  grass  after  isin  ! 

But  when  the  tempest  wmlbed  Ukd 

A  insntle  o'er  the  sun. 
He  gather'd  hock  his  woes  agUB, 

And  brooded  thereupon; 
And  thus  he  lived,  till  Time  one  daj 

Lcil  Death  to  break  his  chain : 
And  then  the  |irisoner  went  away, 

And  he  was  tret  again ! 


TO  A  WAVE, 

List!  thou  child  of  wind  and  wtm^ 

Tell  me  of  the  far-off  deep. 
Where  the  tempest's  breath  is  Ave, 

And  the  waters  never  slerp ! 
Thou  perchance  the  storm  hast  aidvd. 

In  its  work  of  stem  despair, 
Or  perchance  thy  hand  hath  KraiiM, 

In  deep  caves,  the  mermaid's  hair. 

Wave !  now  on  the  golden  aand^ 

Silent  as  thou  art,  and  bfoken, 
Bear'st  thou  not  from  distant  strands 

To  my  heart  some  plensant  token  ? 
Tales  of  mnantains  of  the  south. 

Spangles  of  the  ore  of  silver ; 
Which,  with  playful  sinsing  mootli. 

Thou  hast  leap'd  on  high  to  piMv* 

Mournful  wave !  1  decmM  thy  aong 

Wms  telling  of  a  floating 
Which,  when  tempests  swept 

And  the  mishty  winds 
Fouiiiler'd  in  the  ocesn's 

While  the  brave  and  fair 
Wave !  did«t  mark  a  white  hand 

In  thy  folds,  as  thou  writ  flying  ! 


Hast  thou  seen  the  hallow'd 

Where  the  pride  of  kings 
CrownM  with  many  a  misty  lock. 

Wreathed  with  sapphiiv.  grccn.  M 
Or  with  jm-ous,  playful  leap. 

Hn!*t  thmi  been  a  tribute  fliafinfr 
Up  that  Imld  an«l  julty  sleep. 

Pearls  upon  the  south  wind 

Failrtl  Wave  7  a  joy  lo  thoc. 

N«iw  thy  flight  and  toil  are  1 
O,  may  my  ileparture  hs 

C*alm  as  thine,  thou 
When  this  Murs  last  pain  or 

On  the  shore  of  time  is 
Be  it«  lilt  like  thine  on  eaitl^ 

To  lie  UmI  away  in  bfUVM ! 
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Nathajtixl  p.  Willis  waa  bom  at  Portland, 
in  Maine,  on  the  twentieth  day  of  January,  1807. 
Durii^g  his  childhood  his  parents  removed  to  Bos- 
ton ;  and  at  the  Latin  school  in  that  city,  and  at 
the  Philips  Academy  in  Andover,  he  pursued  his 
studies  until  he  entered  Yale  College,  in  1823. 
While  he  resided  at  New  Haven,  as  a  student,  he 
won  a  hi^h  reputation,  for  so  young  an  author,  by 
a  series  of  "Scripture  Sketches,"  and  a  few  other 
brief  poems ;  and  it  is  supposed  that  the  warm  and 
too  indiscriminate  praises  bestowed  upon  these  pro- 
ductions, influenced  unfavourably  his  subsequent 
progress  in  the  poetic  art.  He  was  graduated  in 
IS'^7,  and  in  the  following  year  he  published  a 
"  Poem  delivered  before  the  Society  of  United 
Brothers  of  Brown  University,"  which,  as  well  as 
his  "  Sketches,"  issued  soon  after  he  left  college, 
was  very  favourably  noticed  in  the  best  periodicals 
of  the  time.  He  also  edited  »*The  Token,"  a  well- 
known  annuary,  for  1828;  and  about  the  same 
period  published,  in  several  volumes,  "The  Le- 
gendary," and  established  "The  American  Month- 
ly Magazine."  To  this  periodical  several  young 
writers,  who  afterward  became  distinguished,  were 
contributors ;  but  the  articles  by  its  editor,  consti- 
tuting a  large  portion  of  each  number,  gave  to 
the  work  its  character,  and  were  of  all  its  contents 
the  most  popular.  In  1830  it  was  united  to  the 
"New  York  Mirror,"  of  which  Mr.  Willis  be- 
came one  of  the  conductors ;  and  he  soon  after 
sailed  for  Europe,  to  be  absent  several  years. 

He  travelled  over  Great  Britain,  and  the  most 
interesting  portions  of  the  contuient,  mixing  largely 
in  society,  and  visiting  every  thing  worthy  of  his 
regard  as  a  man  of  letters,  or  as  an  American ;  and 
his  "  First  Impressions"  were  given  in  his  letters  to 
the  "  Mirror,"  in  which  he  described,  with  remark- 
able spirit  and  fidelity,  and  in  a  style  peculiarly 
graceful  and  elegant,  scenery  and  incidents,  and 
social  life  among  the  polite  classes  in  Europe.  His 
letters  were  collected  and  republished  in  London, 
under  the  title  of  "  Pencillings  by  the  Way,  and 
violently  attacked  in  several  of  the  leading  periodi- 
cals, ostensibly  on  account  of  their  too  great  free- 
dom of  personal  detail.  Captain  Marktat,  who 
w^as  at  the  time  editing  a  monthly  magazine,  wrote 
an  article,  characteristically  gross  and  malignant, 
which  led  to  a  hostile  meeting  at  Chatham,  and  Mr. 
LocKHART,  in  the  "Quarterly  Review,"  published 
a  "criticism"  alike  illiberal  and  unfair.  Mr. 
Willis  perhaps  erred  in  giving  to  the  pubUc 
dinner-table  conversations,  and  some  of  his  de- 
scriptions of  manners;  but  Captain  Marrtat 
himself  is  not  undeserving  of  censure  on  account 
of  the  "  personalities"  in  his  writings ;  and  for 
other  reasons  he  could  not  have  been  Uie  most 
suitable  person  in  England  to  avenge  the  wrong 
It  was  alleged  Mr.  Willis  had  offered  to  soci- 
ety.    That  the   author  of  "Peter's  Letters  to 


his  Kinsfolk,"  a  work  which  is  filled  with  far 
more  reprehensible  personal  allusions  than  are 
to  be  found  in  the  "  Pencillings,"  should  have 
ventured  to  attack  the  work  on  this  ground,  may 
excite  surprise  among  those  who  have  not  ob- 
served that  the  "  Quarterly  Review"  is  spoken  of 
with  little  reverence  in  the  letters  of  the  American 
traveller. 

In  1836  Mr.  Willis  was  married  in  England. 
He  soon  after  published  his  "  Inklings  of  Adven- 
ture," a  collection  of  tales  and  sketches  originally 
written  for  a  London  magazine,  under  the  signature 
of  "  Philip  Slingsby ;"  and  in  1 837  he  returned 
to  the  United  States,  and  retired  to  his  beautiful 
estate  on  the  Susquehanna,  named  "Glenmary," 
in  compliment  to  one  of  the  most  admirable  wives 
that  ever  gladdened  a  poet*s  solitude.  In  the  early 
part  of  1839,  he  became  one  of  the  editors  of  "  The 
Corsair,"  a  literary  gazette,  and  in  the  autumn  of 
that  year  went  again  to  London,  where,  in  the 
following  winter,  he  published  his  "  Loiterings  of 
Travel,"  in  three  volumes,  and  "Two  Ways  of 
Dying  for  a  Husband,"  comprising  the  plays  "Bi- 
anca  Visconti,"  and  "Tortesa  the  Usurer."  In 
1840  appeared  the  illustrated  edition  of  his  poems, 
and  his  "  Letters  from  Under  a  Bridge,"  and  he 
retired  a  second  time  to  his  seat  in  western  New 
York,  where  he  now  resides.  Besides  the  works 
already  mentioned,  he  is  the  author  of  "Ameri- 
can Scenery,"  and  of  "Ireland," — two  works  illus- 
trated in  a  splendid  manner  by  Bartlstt, — and 
of  numerous  papers  in  the  reviews,  magazines, 
and  other  periodicals. 

The  prose  and  poetry  of  Mi  Willis  are  alike 
distinguished  for  exquisite  finish  and  melody.  His 
language  is  pure,  varied,  and  rich ;  his  imagina- 
tion brilliant,  and  his  wit  of  the  finest  quality. 
Many  of  his  descriptions  of  natural  scenery  are 
written  pictures ;  and  no  other  author  has  repre- 
sented with  equal  vivacity  and  truth  the  manners 
of  the  age.  His  dramatic  poems  have  been  the 
most  successful  works  of  their  kind  produced  in 
America.  They  exhibit  a  deep  acquaintance  with 
the  common  sympathies  and  passions,  and  are  as 
remarkable  as  his  other  writings  for  affluence  of 
language  and  imagery,  and  descriptive  power. 

His  i^uiing  characteristics  are  essentially  differ- 
ent from  those  of  his  contemporaries.  Dana  and 
Brtart  are  the  teachers  of  a  high,  religious  phi- 
losophy; Halleck  and  Holmks  excel  in  humoui 
and  delicate  satire ;  LoxeFSLLOw  has  a  fine  ima- 
gination and  is  unequalled  as  an  artist;  but  Wil- 
lis is  more  than  any  other  the  poet  of  society  — 
familiar  with  the  secret  springs  of  action  in  social 
life, — and  moved  himself  by  the  same  influences 
which  guide  his  fellows.  His  genius  is  various : 
"  Parrhasius,"  «  Spring,"  "  Hagar  in  the  Wilder- 
ness," "The  Annoyer,"  and  other  pieces,  present 

strong  contrasts ;  and  they  are  alike  excellent 
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MELANIE. 

I. 

I  mmn  on  yondCT  rocky  brow,* 

And  miirvi>lIM  at  the  Sybifs  fane, 
WliPii  [  wait  not  what  I  am  now. 

My  lifo  wan  thon  iintourh'd  of  pain ; 
And,  H4  (ho  hreozo  that  HtirrM  my  hair, 

My  spirit  frpshmM  in  the  »ky, 
And  all  thint{!<  that  wcrp  trur  and  fair 

liiiy  «'lits**|y  to  my  lovinj;  rye. 
With  nothinfl^  Hhailowy  between— 
I  wa*i  a  boy  of  HOvcntiH^n. 
Yon  wondrouM  tiMnple  rrrdta  the  rock. 

Ax  Tuht  ii{)on  itA  i^iddy  baae, 
Am  NtirU'rt!*  with  the  t«>rrcnt's  shock. 

Am  pure  in  itM  pruportion*d  grace. 
And  MH*nii«  a  thinsr  of  air,  as  then, 
AfltMit  atiovti  thiif  fiiiry  glen ; 

But  though  mine  eye  will  kindle  still 
In  looking  on  the  KhapcM  of  art. 

The  link  it  liMt  that  nent  the  thrill. 
Like  lightning,  instant  to  my  heart. 
And  thufl  may  bniik,  before  we  die. 
The  electric  chain  *twixt  soul  and  eye ! 

Ten  yean — like  yon  bright  valley,  sown 

Alti'rnately  with  weedM  and  flowers-* 
Hud  Hwif\ly,  if  not  gayly,  flown. 

And  Ntill  I  loved  tiie  roMy  hours; 
And  if  there  lurk'd  within  my  breast 

Some  nerve  that  had  been  overstrung 
And  quiverM  in  my  hours  of  rest. 

Like  bellH  liy  their  own  echo  rung, 
I  wsji  with  Hoiie  a  masker  yet. 

And  well  could  hide  the  look  of  sadness, 
And,  if  my  hesrt  would  not  forget, 

I  knew,  at  leant,  the  trick  of  gladness. 
And  when  another  Hang  the  strain, 
I  mingled  in  the  old  n'frain. 

*Twrre  idle  to  remember  now, 

Hiul  I  the  hr.irt,  my  thwarted  schemes. 
I  l>ear  beneath  this  alterM  brow 

The  ashes  of  a  thousand  dreams : 
Rome  wrought  of  wilil.AmhitionV  flngvrs, 

Some  ro|iuir*d  «»f  F«ove*s  ftencil  well. 
But  none  of  whirh  a  shndow  linffrni. 

And  mme  whiv«e  sttiry  I  could  telL 
Enough,  that  when  I  chmbM  again 

To  Tivoli's  romantic  steep. 
Life  h.id  no  jiiy,  mid  scarce  a  pain, 

WhiM«*  weIN  I  had  not  tnititl  deep; 
.\nd  from  my  liiM  the  thimt  hail  patiM 
Piir  every  fount  •ta^e  one — the  sweeteiit^-and  the 
la!«t. 
The  h*t — the  I  ist  ?  My  friends  were  dead, 

Or  fsiI'M* ;  my  mi>lher  in  her  grave ; 
A  hove  my  father's  honourM  head 

The  sea  hail  lock'd  its  hiding  wave ; 
Aintiition  had  but  fiil'd  my  grasp. 
And  Love  had  perishM  in  my  clasp; 


I 


And  still,  I  ny,  I  did  not 
My  love  of  life,  and  hope  of 

But  ir-ther*d  my  afleetions  back  s 
And.  as  the  miser  hogs  his 

Mlien  plague  and  ruin 
I  closer  clung  to  mine^my  lovsil,  lort  M 

The  last  of  the  Dk  Baai 

Mv  sister  claimM  no  kinsman's 

m 

And,  liMiking  from  each  other's 

The  eye  stole  upwanl  unawai 
For  then*  was  naught  whermn  to 
Each  other's  heart  and  heaven  beC 

Vet  that  wa4  world  enough  for  ac. 
And,  for  a  brief,  hut  blc««ed  while. 

There  seemM  no  care  for  Mblssib. 
If  she  coulil  see  her  brother  smile ; 

But  life,  with  her.  was  at  the  fl<Mr, 
Anil  every  wave  went  sparkling  hi^rfaef. 

While  mine  was  ebbing,  fast  and  loss. 
From  the  same  shore  of  vain  deaifc. 

And  knew  I.  with  prophetic  he«it« 
That  we  were  wearing  aye  insrosiblj 

II. 

We  came  to  lulv.     I  felt 

A  yearning  ft»r  its  sunny  tkj\ 
My  very  spirit  seero'd  to  melt 

As  swept  its  first  warm  lireeaes  bj. 
From  lip  ami  cheek  a  chilling  miol. 

From  life  and  soul  a  froien  rimm 
By  every  bn*Hth  seem'd  softly  kias'J : 

God's  blesicing  on  its  radiant  dtat ! 
It  was  an  endless  joy  to  roe 

To  se«  my  sister's  new  delight ; 
From  Venice,  in  its  golilen  oea. 

To  Pvitum,  in  its  purple  light. 
By  sweet  Val  d'Amo's  tinted  hilK 

In  Vallombrnsa's  convent 
Mid  Temi's  vsle  of  singing  rilla. 

By  deathless  lairs  in  solemn 
In  giiy  Palermo's  ••Golden  itheU,"* 
At  Arethusa's  hidden  welU 

Wr  loiter'il  like  the  impassioii*d 
That  sirpt  ito  lovingly  on  all. 

And  maile  a  home  of  evrrr 
Ruin,  and  fane,  arul  waterCdl— 
%.\nd  rrown'd  the  dying  day  with  glsry 
If  we  hail  seen,  since  mom.  but  one  old 
story. 


n 


We  came,  with  spring,  to  n 

My  sistrr  lovrt!  its  laughing  air 
And  mrrr^'  waien.  though,  for  mo, 
Mv  hrart  was  in  another  ker; 

And  liometiines  I  could  smrrelj 
The  mirth  of  their  etrmal  play. 

Ami.  like  a  ehikl  thai  loiiga  fiv 
When  weary  of  its  holiday, 

I  sigh'd  for  melanrholy 
Perhaps — the  fancy  haunta 
Twas  liut  a  boiling  aeaao  of  UL 


*  Thr  »t  iry  is  lolj  during  s  walk  aronnd  lbs  Cksca* 

Irllr*  of  Tiviili. 


It  was  a  mom,  of  such  a  day 
As  might  have  dawn*d  on 

Early  in  the  Italian  May. 

Vine-leaf  and  flower  bod  ttowly 
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And,  on  the  burden  of  the  air, 

The  breath  of  buds  came  fidnt  and  imre ; 

And,  far  in  the  transparent  sky, 
The  small,  earth-keeping  birds  were  teen, 

Soaring  deliriously  high ; 
And  through  the  clefts  of  newer  gpreen 

Yon  waters  dash*d  their  living  pearls ; 
And,  with  a  gayer  smile  and  bow, 

Troop'd  on  the  merry  village-girls ; 
And,  from  the  Contadina's  brow, 

The  low-slouch 'd  hat  was  backward  thrown, 

With  air  that  scarcely  seem'd  his  own; 
And  Melaxis,  with  lips  apart, 

And  clasp  jd  hands  upon  my  arm. 
Flung  open  her  impassioned  heart, 

And  blessM  life's  mere  and  breathing  charm, 
And  sang  old  songs,  and  gather'd  flowers. 
And  passionately  bless'd  once  more  life's  thrilling 
hours. 

In  happiness  and  idleness 

We  wander'd  down  yon  sunny  vale,— 
O,  mocking  eyes !  a  golden  tress 

Floats  back  upon  this  summer  gale  I 
A  foot  is  tripping  on  the  grass ! 

A  laugh  rings  merry  in  mine  ear ! 
I  see  a  bounding  shadow  pass ! — 

O,  God  !  my  sister  once  was  here ! 
Come  with  me,  friend ; — we  rested  yon ; 

There  grew  a  flower  she  plucked  and  wore ;  ^ 
She  sat  upon  this  mossy  stone ! 

That  broken  fountain,  running  o'er 
With  the  same  ring,  like  silver  bells ; 

She  listened  to  its  babbling  flow. 
And  said,  « Perhaps  the  gossip  tells 

Some  fountain  nymph's  love-story  now!" 
And,  as  her  laugh  rang  clear  and  wild, 
A  youth — a  painter — ^pass'd  and  smiled. 

He  gave  the  greeting  of  the  mom 

With  voice  that  lingered  in  mine  ear. 
I  knew  him  sad  and  gentle  bom 

By  those  two  words,  so  calm  and  clear. 
His  frame  was  slight,  his  forehead  high, 

And  swept  by  threads  of  raven  hair ; 
The  fire  of  thought  was  in  his  eye. 

And  he  was  pale  and  marble  fair; 
And  Grecian  chisel  never  caught 
The  soul  ia  those  slight  features  wrought. 

I  watch'd  his  graceful  step  of  pride, 
Till  hidden  by  yon  leaning  tree. 

And  loved  him  e'er  the  echo  died : 
And  so,  alas !  did  Melanib  ! 

We  sat  and  watch'd  the  fount  a  while 
In  silence,  but  our  Uionghts  were  one ; 

And  then  arose,  and,  with  a  smile 
Of  sympathy,  we  saunter'd  on ; 

And  she  by  sudden  fits  was  gay. 

And  then  her  laughter  died  away; 
And,  in  this  changefulness  of  mood, 

Forgotten  now  those  May-day  spells. 
We  tum'd  where  Vabro's  villa  stood. 

And,  gazing  on  the  Cascatelles, 

(Whose  hurrying  waters,  wild  and  white, 
oeem'd  madden'd  as  they  burst  to  light,) 


I  chanced  to  turn  my  eyes  away, 

And,  lo !  upon  a  bank  alone, 
The  youthful  painter,  sleeping,  lay ! 

His  pencils  on  the  grass  were  thrown. 
And  by  his  side  a  sketch  was  flung. 

And  near  him  as  I  lightly  crept. 

To  see  the  picture  as  he  slept, 
Upon  his  feet  he  lightly  sprung : 

And,  gazing  with  a  wild  surprise 
Upon  the  face  of  Mela  hie, 

He  said — ^and  dropp'd  his  earnest  cyes-^ 
"Forgive  me !  but  I  dream'd  of  thee !" 

His  sketch,  the  while,  was  in  my  hand. 
And,  for  the  lines  I  look'd  to  trace — 

A  torrent  by  a  palace  spann'd. 

Half-classic  and  half-fairy-Iand — 
I  only  found — my  sister's  face ! 

III. 
Our  life  was  changed.     Another  love 

In  its  lone  woof  began  to  twine; 
But,  ah !  the  golden  thread  was  wove 

Between  my  sister's  heart  and  mine ! 
She  who  had  lived  for  me  before— 

She  who  had  smiled  for  me  alone — 
Would  live  and  smile  for  me  no  more ! 

The  echo  to  my  heart  was  gone ! 
It  seem'd  to  me  the  very  skies 
Had  shone  through  those  averted  eyes ; 

The  air  had  breathed  of  balm — the  flower 
Of  radiant  beauty  seem'd  to  be 

But  as  she  loved  them,  hour  by  hour, 
And  murmur'd  of  that  love  to  me/ 
0,  though  it  be  so  heavenly  high 

The  selfishness  of  earth  above, 
That,  of  the  watchers  in  the  sky, 

He  sleeps  who  guards  a  brother's  love- 
Though  to  a  sister^s  present  weal — 

The  deep  devotion  far  transcends 
The  utmost  that  the  soul  can  feel 

For  even  its  own  higher  ends— 
Though  next  to  God,  and  more  than  heaven 
For  his  own  sake,  he  loves  her,  even — 

'T  is  difficult  to  see  another, 
A  passing  stranger  of  a  day, 

Who  never  hath  been  friend  or  brother, 
Pluck  with  a  look  her  heart  away, — 

To  see  the  fair,  unsullied  brow. 
Ne'er  kiss'd  before  without  a  prayer, 

Upon  a  stranger's  bosom  now, 
Who  for  the  boon  took  little  care. 

Who  is  enrich'd,  he  knows  not  why ; 
Who  suddenly  hath  found  a  treasure 

Golconda  were  too  poor  to  buy ; 
And  he,  perhaps,  too  cold  to  measure, 
(Albeit,  in  her  forgetful  dream, 
The  unconscious  idol  happier  seem,) 

'T  is  difficult  at  once  to  crush 
The  rebel  mourner  in  the  breast. 

To  press  the  heart  to  earth,  and  hush 
Its  bitter  jealousy  to  rest, — 

And  difficult — the  eye  gets  dim— 

The  lip  wants  power  to  smile  on  him ! 

I  thank  sweet  Mart  Mother  now, 

"Who  gave  me  strength  those  pangs  to  hide, 
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And  tourliM  mine  eyn  ami  lit  my  brow 
With  kuiihIuiic  tliat  my  heart  belied. 

I  nrv«>r  Kfioke  of  wealth  or  race. 

To  one  wlio  ankM  ho  murli  of  me^— 

I  lookM  hut  ill  my  RiHter^B  fnret 

And  minted  if  ahe  would  hap|Her  be; 

And.  hour  hv  hour,  and  dav  hv  dav, 

I  Iovo4i  thi*  ReiitU'  (Kiinter  more. 
And  in  the  winie  Moft  mcaHurc  wore 

Mv  M>ltHh  ii'iilouKv  Bwav ; 

And  I  lio'jiiii  to  wat4*h  hin  moot]. 
Anil  frrl,  witli  hrr,  lovo*«  treinhlinf;  care, 

And  butii*  (till)  lili'HM  him  ah  he  wooM 
Th.it  l()\ini!  i:irl,  m>  fond  and  fair, 

And  on  my  mind  won  hi  Mnriietimea  preaa 

A  tfiir  tliiit  »lie  mii;ht  lovf  him  hma. 

Hn!  Mr.LAMK — I  lillh>  dn*:imM 

Whiit  HjM'IU  thr  xtirriii!;  hmrt  may  move— 
Ptcm  ii.it>N'i«  Kliiiiir  nrv«'r  jcOffuM 

Mi>ri*  rli:ui:;i'd  wjlli  jiti*.  limn  >\\c  with  love. 
Till'  |K'arl-tint  of  tlir  r:irly  d.iwn 

Flu'«hM  into  il:ty-t4|iriiii;*i«  hmv  hue; 
T!if  iMi'i'k.  iMosi«-fi)Mt>il  hud  of  iiiorn 

KIiiii^  o|H'ii  t«>  the  litfht  niid  drw; 
T!it'  first  .ind  hilf-Mvn  star  »if  e*i'n 
W.ixM  rlc.ir  iimiii  the  dfc^N-niii-r  heaven— 

Si'iiilitiidrji  jNVi'hanre  mav  W  ; 
But  t'li'he  are  rliAii^^eA  oArner  m'en. 

And  ili>  iMt  ini:i:;r  h:i!f  to  nie 
My  KJ'iti'r's  rh:intfe  «»f  lace  and  mieiu 

'Twa-i  writtiMi  in  her  ^t'ry  uir. 

Tliat  love  hiul  pasrt'd  anil  enter'd  there. 

ir. 

A  calm  and  liividy  [taradiM 

1 4  It;ily.  for  minds  at  ea-ie. 
The  ^,11 1 1  If  >s  of  its  ftunny  fktvn 

Wri^lis  iii>t  Ut>tm  the  livi>4  of  theae. 
Thi'  riiin'd  aisli\  the  rrunihlin;;  f.iiie, 

The  lirnki'ii  rohiinii.  \ust  and  {>ri>n^'- 
It  in:iv  Ih*  jiiv.  it  may  W  p.iiii. 

A  mill  sui-h  \%n'rk<«  to  walk  alone; 
Till'  «a-l  lr«t  man  will  -iaililrr  Ih*, 

Till'  iri'ullt'Nt  |ii*er  iri'iitirr  (ln're, 
A-*  it*,  whalr'i-r  flu*  ^-pirit's  kry. 

II  >lrrii.:lhi'n*d  ill  that  Mili'niii  air. 

Till'  lirirt  «i>iiii  •.•row4  to  iii<iuriiful  thiniTi; 

And  Itily  h.i'i  not  a  (iri-i'/i* 
liijt  iMrni'"!  mi  ini'l.iri<'hiil\  wini!*; 

Anil  i*^i'ii  hiT  niiii--:ri>  tmo 
S;  ri'i  i:li'»'«l-Iikf  m  tlii-  ('  !>tH\  home, 

A-  if  liirir  fiMi-^i'loii^i  ri^»ti  \\iti»  fM't 
I;i  I'll'  i»!  I  irr.i^f^  of  iii.iiit  Kiiini', 

Au-1  dri'W  fhrir  !«a)i  a! I  kiiiil\  yet ! 
Aiid  i'\i"iy  f»ti»nr  yojjr  fn!  !4*iit  .ith 

N  I'ri'ki'ii  from  sonn*  inijhtv  thou^jht. 
And  -.Mi'plurfs  111  the  ili»*f  •■•i'l  hrtMlho 

Thi*  tin'  wiih  whii'h  t!;eir  Iiiie«\M'rr  wmushl. 
Ami  siuiiI'tM  .in-h.  and  pliiiidfr'd  toiiih 
.^Mil  ihiiiidiT  ?«ii-k  the  ri'ho.  "Konn*!'* 

Vft  iri>ly  oVr  Kji'na'*  fiiunt 

Thr  IV V  Miiiir^  »t^  finiTald  %i'il. 
And  tl'iwiTs  vrrow  fiiir  on  Numa'i  mntint. 

And  lii;ht-«[inim:  arrhen  N|>ani  the  dale. 


And  aoft,  from  Caranlb'i 

The  herd»iiian*B  aang  cnantm  damn  tha ' 
While  climb  hia  ijpMU  ibe  giddj  palhe 

To  grwa-grown  arrhiiiBTe  and  imae ; 
Ami  Kracefully  Albano*s  bill 

(^une*  into  the  horiian'a  liiM, 
And  KweetU  »inffs  thai  claaaic  nU, 

And  fairly  »tttiida  that  iiamrlrae  ahiiaff; 
And  here,  (),  many  a  aultry  nuua 
And  Htarr^-  r«e,  that  bapfiy  Junr, 

Came  A^t^kLo  and  Mcla^ii, 
And  earth  for  ua  waa  all  in  tuii^— 
For  whih'  Lo\e  talk'd  with  them,  Hope  walk'l 
ajiart  » ith  me  ! 

T. 

I  ahrink  from  the  emhitler'd  cinae 

Of  mv  own  iiit'Unrhidv  tale. 
"Ti^  hmic  siiirr  I  ha\r  waki-il  my 

And  iier\f  and  \iiire  toci-th<-r  fail! 
Till*  throli  U-.iti*  fd<4er  at  my  kirnw. 

My  hntin  f«-«'U  warm  with  Plartinf 
Aihl  I  shall  wn'j^hul  hrnl  n»<  thofu  ? 

'Twill  lUMiihr  awiiilr  thr  arhr  t>f  \[ 

m 

Till'  hi'ttrt  iraiislit'd — wivrn  out  with  ^twi 
Will  turn  tli»*  arrow  ftir  rrhrf. 
Thi*  iiaiiili  r  w.ih  a  i-hild  of  *!iainr ! 

It  ^tir^M  in\  pritir  tn  kn^iw  il  t'.ral. 
For  I  had  ijui^^tiiinM  hut  ht«  nane. 

And  thtiujht.  al.iii!   I  knew  thr  w\ 
Hi-Iir\iii^  hull  unknown  ami  pMW. 
Ili^  MiHid.  iiiilifd.  w.ia  ni*t  ol'ururr ; 

A  hieh-lHirn  ('miti  wan  hw  iniiCher. 
Diit,  though  111'  knew  cmr  |ar«'iii*a 

He  never  had  lirhpld  the  olhrr. 
Nor  knew  his  country  nr  bia  rare. 

The  Komaii  hid  hi«  «iauzhtrr*c 
Within  ^St.  Moiia*4  cnn%enl  wall. 

A  nil  ca^r  ihr  lM*y  a  {aiiitfr'*  ni 
And  htth'  t'U*  to  h\e  withil ! 

And,  with  a  nolilr's  hi;;h  tlevxrea 
Fori*\rr  iiiituntirnr  in  hi«  ht*a'l, 

Thr  Imiv  ri>n«uninl  with  hiililrfi  Btt%, 
Hut  wroukiht  in  (•ilrni'e  at  hi«  art ; 

And  !»onii'tiini-4  at  St.  MitnVa  «hrine. 
Worn  tliin  wii!i  |ieniri'-i*  hir^h  ami  \oPt, 

He  s:iw'  his  iiii>thi'r*«  finn  dninr. 
.\nd  111* 111  lirr  f'lr  thi-ir  m'il':al  wronc* 
I  Kiiil  my  |irii!i-  wa*  -tirrM — ^ul  n^*. 

Thr  ^..ir--  tV  i!  t  'M  !•-  Sitter  ta!r 
Wa^  ti>u>  *i'il  »o  ni<iiirr.fu"y  with  wn, 

Aiiii.  -i*  hi'  I'i'iM-fl.  ill  lit* ilhfy  pale. 
Hi*  |iio^-i|  t!ir  hind  of  MiLt^lc, 
An  1  u.i/id  --I  L' i-;'U>ijly  on  nir— 

Till'  •i'-inoi  III  riy  l-nntni  d:rd  ! 
•'  Nft  il.iiH-."  I  ^jid.  ••aniither'ft  fuilt; 

I  lin-.ik  nil  lirarls  f<^  MJly  pr>lr : 
S.I.  ki«s  vnn  wivju-r  if  thini  will!"* 

Tl. 

St.  Mona'«  momini;  ma«s  waa  done : 
Tilt*  •hrini'-lamiM  atninM  with  tedlj 

Auil.  ri-iinir  ^l-iwly.  one  by  one, 
St.  ill*  thf  ln«t  wnrthipf^era  away. 

Thr  orcini^t  pl^yM  out  the 
The  UKcnw.  to  St.  Maaj 
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Had  mounted  to  the  cherubim, 

Or  to  the  pillars  thini^r  dung; 
And  boyish  chorister  replaced 

The  missal  that  was  read  no  more, 
And  closed,  with  half-irreverent  haste. 

Confessional  and  chancel-door; 
And  as,  through  aisle  and  oriel  pane, 

The  sun  wore  round  his  slanting  beam. 
The  dying  martyr  stirr'd  again, 

And  warriors  battled  in  its  gleam ; 
And  costly  tomb  and  sculptured  knight 
Show'd  warm  and  wondrous  in  the  light. 

I  have  not  said  that  Mblaitix 
Was  radiantly  fair — 

This  earth  again  may  nevor  see 
A  loveliness  so  rare ! 

She  glided  up  St  Mona's  aisle 
That  morning  as  a  bride, 

And,  full  as  was  my  heart  the  while, 
I  blcssM  her  in  my  pride ! 
The  fountain  may  not  fail  the  less 

Whose  sands  are  golden  ore, 
And  a  sister  for  her  loveliness 

May  not  be  loved  the  more ; 
But  as,  the  fount's  full  heart  beneath. 

Those  golden  sparkles  shine. 
My  sister's  beauty  seem'd  to  breathe 

Its  brightness  over  mine ! 

St  Mona  has  a  chapel  dim 

Within  the  altar's  fretted  pale, 
Where  faintly  comes  the  swelling  hymn, 

And  dies,  half-lost,  the  anthem's  wail. 
And  here,  in  twilight  meet  for  prayer, 

A  single  lamp  hangs  o'er  the  shrine. 
And  Raphael's  Mart,  soft  and  fair. 

Looks  down  with  sweetness  half-divine. 
And  here  St.  Mona's  nuns  alway 
Through  latticed  bars  are  seen  to  pray. 

Ave  and  sacrament  were  o'er, 

And  AxGELO  and  Mklaitix 
Still  knelt  the  holy  shrine  before ; 

But  prayer,  that  mom,  was  not  for  me ! 
My  heart  was  lock'd  !     The  lip  might  stir, 

The  frame  might  agonize — and  yet, 

0  God  !  I  could  not  pray  for  Iter  / 
A  seal  upon  my  soul  was  set— 

My  brow  was  hot — my  brain  opprest — 
And  fiends  seem'd  muttering  round,  <*  Your  bridal 
is  unblest!" 

With  forehead  to  the  lattice  laid, 

And  thin,  white  fingers  straining  throagli, 
A  nun  the  while  had  softly  pray'd. 

O,  e'en  in  prayer  that  voice  I  knew! 
Each  faltering  word,  each  mournful  tone, 

Each  pleading  cadence,  half-suppress'd— 
Such  music  had  its  like  alone 

On  lips  that  stole  it  at  her  breast! 
And  ere  the  orison  was  done 

1  loved  the  luother  as  the  son ! 

And  now,  the  marriage-vow  to  hear, 

The  nun  unveil'd  her  brow ; 
When,  sudden,  to  my  startled  ear, 
There  crept  a  whisper,  hoarse,  like  fear, 

<>Di  BsiriaH !  u  it  thou  /" 


The  priest  let  fall  the  golden  ring. 

The  bridegroom  stood  aghast ; 
While,  like  some  wierd  and  frantic  thing. 

The  nun  was  muttering  fast ; 
And  as,  in  dread,  I  nearer  drew, 
She  thrust  her  arms  the  lattice  through. 
And  held  me  to  her  straining  view ; 

But  suddenly  begun 
To  steal  upon  her  brain  a  light. 
That  stagger'd  sou),  and  sense,  and  sight, 
And,  with  a  mouth  all  ashy  white. 

She  shriek'd,  "  It  is  his  son  / 
The  bridegroom  is  thy  blood — thy  brother/ 
RoDOLPH  Ds  Brbvsrn  tvrong'd  his  mother/^* 

And,  as  that  doom  of  love  was  heard. 
My  sister  sunk,  and  died,  without  a  sign  or  word ! 

I  shed  no  tear  for  her.    She  died 

With  her  last  sunshine  in  her  eyes. 
Earth  held  for  her  no  joy  beside 

The  hope  just  shatter'd,  -and  she  lies 
In  a  green  nook  of  yonder  dell ; 

And  near  her,  in  a  newer  bed, 
Her  lover — brother — sleeps  as  well !     i 

Peace  to  the  broken-hearted  dead  ! 


THE  CONFESSIONAL. 

I  THOuoHT  of  thee — I  thought  of  thee 

On  ocean  many  a  weary  night, 
When  heaved  the  long  and  sullen  sea. 

With  only  waves  and  stars  in  sight. 
We  stole  along  by  isles  of  balm. 

We  furl'd  before  the  coming  gale. 
We  slept  amid  the  breaUiless  calm. 

We  flew  beneaUi  the  straining  sail, — 
But  thou  wert  lost  for  years  to  me. 
And  day  and  night  I  thought  of  thee ! 

I  thought  of  thee— I  thought  of  thee 

In  France,  amid  the  gay  saloon, 
Where  eyes  as  dark  as  eyes  may  be 

Are  many  as  the  leaves  in  June : 
Where  life  is  love,  and  e'en  the  air 

Is  pregnant  with  impassion'd  thought. 
And  song,  and  dance,  and  music  are 

With  one  warm  meaning  only  fraught, 
My  half-snared  heart  broke  lightly  firee. 
And,  with  a  blush,  I  thought  of  thee ! 

I  thought  of  thee— I  thought  of  thee 

In  Florence,  where  the  fiery  hearts 
Of  Italy  are  breathed  away 

In  wonders  of  the  deathless  arts ; 
Where  strays  the  Contadina,  down 

Val  d'  Amo,  with  song  of  old ; 
Where  clime  and  women  seldom  frown. 

And  life  runs  over  sands  of  gold ; 
I  stray'd  to  lonely  Fiesole, 
On  many  an  eve,  and  thought  of  thee. 

I  thought  of  thee — ^I  thought  of  thee 

In  Rome,  when,  on  the  Palatine, 

Night  left  the  Cesar's  palace  free 

To  Time's  forgetful  foot  and  mine ; 
2c9 


N.   P.   WILLIflL 


Or,  H  itu  -ColueDBi'*  wall. 

When  moonligtit  bnidi'd  ibe  iried  tfoiM 
KcdiDine,  Kith  ■  thought  of  >U 

Tbal  u'er  ihia  tMhC  hilh  come  aikl  goal 
The  (liaitc*  «r  Rome  wouU  (Urt  uv]  flaa 
UnaHUctaudj — I  thaught  of  ttuc 
I  tlwunht  of  th«— I  thouftit  of  tliee       • 

In  VitUiiiabnMa  ■  ho[y  iih«lc, 
'WkcK  noblo  born  Ihu  friui  be, 

Bv  \Ut't  Tiuk  cbugM  huniliirr  mvla. 
IIrn>  MiiTDi  fisnMd  bu  PirailinC) 

I  nli'iit  wiiliin  hii  trrjr  ceJI ; 
Anil,  u  [  rliipiril  mj  wBwy  eji*, 

I  lli«ui;lil  the  mwl  would  fit  IM  well ; 
The  clotftpre  brralho],  it  KTm*il  to  me. 
Of  br«n'>-rup — but  I  ihnughl  of  lh(«. 
I  lliouiht  nf  ther— I  thouffhl  of  thra 

III  Vrnir-p,  an  >  nii{ht  in  June; 
ii  lliniuiiK  llie  ciry  of  Ihc  art. 


l.llu-  d 


«nf  li 


illhr  I 


IT  ilic  KOfulolirr, 
And.  u  th*  Hick  hark,  glided  by. 
The  wiirr,  to  niT  Inuuni  roi, 
Bure  Wk  the  1ot«r*i  (Mning  ogh ; 

I  iJiiiUittit  i>r  ihrr— I  IhuuithI  of  thre. 
I  ilixucht  of  thre— I  thought  ofihev 

111  (he  Inniui  Um,  whm  itnying 
Wilh  win  Cltuh  by  llie  ira. 

Illil  HaiiEB*(  Mnfi  around  mt  pbyin|; 
Or.  witrhtn;  the  'hrwflcli'd  «l>)u«, 

Tti.it  "'it  Ihc  tUr-Ul  wtien  flew, 
I  [i.t.'iiM  (..  th>'  tx'lm.mui  tirrrk, 

Whii  ■iiiiSlha  aoDg  that  dir»NA  knew; 
TV  poM'l  iprll,  tbi  Wrk,  «hf  tM, 
AJI  MinuhM  u  I  thougbtofthee. 
[  tli.niiihl  oftlirr— 1  ihnUKhl  oflhre 

til  (im-cv,  when  row  the  Parthenon 
M4Jr>lir  iiVr  thr  Gann  ira. 

.\iid  lu'ria-K  wilh  il.  one  hT  one ; 
U'h^n.  in  Dii-  itrove  of  Arulimr. 

V\'|irn-  LkiK  and  IiLoitii  <■  rlny'd 
UixrUHunc  Plitii'ii  mtillr  Ihrme, 

I  Liy  It  luMiiluIr  in  the  ihailt^ 
Thr  Kiii>aii  Hrinrl,  thr  whi<|irnni[  ln« 
II*.t  voirr»-.n.l  1  ilwu^t  of  dn. 

I  Ihiniffhl  i>ftb>*— ItlWD«{itofthe« 
lA  Alia,  Ml  Ihf  DshLinrllni. 

\VI„.rr.. 


f:.i<-i> « 


i-rloM  -(.uvlellai 
rlilr  Unk 


Htrd  bn  tbr  tti 
WhWk  alrei*  by  I1i>ii 
(T\u  fnuDi  when  ]■!  iliiw  ItKu*  dtnk. 

And  rm  •  Urfd  hrr  l.-rk-  .if  ■.-hi.) 
1  tlmll'd  ourh  rli-ir  liiuni-  l»  >rr. 
Yrt  •.■vrn  hrre  1  ihongbt  of  tkn^ 
I  Ih.nifllil  of  Ibrr— t  Ihaocfat  ofthw 

Wlirir  ilidi'  ik*  'Bo^ibAr'*  lorrl*  wilrn^ 
All  imluv-liiinl  from  ar*  l-i  ira: 

A  nd  *r^  «i  4ti  ilMn  thr  diushlera 
Of  llir  ilrlirinua  r-j-A  irr  vrn. 

Prinliag  Ihv  Ulnk  with  alii^irt'd  fcvl. 


And.  O,  the  Ntovy  M^  bd 
What  »y«a  of  hrann  yo« 
Peris  of  liKhl  no  tnm  ha. 


Yemj 


I've  thought «f  )W-l'<«  4i^a 

Through  chugaihat  laafhta  la  fa 
Tliy  Ian  liuk*  U[i  from  etny  i^ 

111  rvfn  >iu  thine  eyaa  ara  iM. 
Thuunli  ruiiM;  brimlh  oncnl  Aia^ 

Whoar  r.UUi  baartj  IsMb- af  . 
I  rniy  fmj  hini  IbM  Maa 

InM  tt»-  fur  and  flaitdad  wai*: 


LINE.-'  ON  LEAVING  ErROPE. 

BaionT  flic  at  yonder  uperiaf  nart, 
riing  out  four  field  of  anrr  Um ; 

Let  fUr  and  Mripa  ha  wagvai  ra< 
An<l  p.Hnt  at  rmataa'p  a^  •>• ! 


And,! 
O.fait 


Ind  Uani  fair.  On  nm^  bik 
priira  irftha  Juiiy  hw. 
MAaAnTa  Ihaawi  kwk 


F,  bir  rlouJ  of  iDuwy  miX, 

In  whow  «hil(  hrwl  I  anm  la  fa. 

Hnw  oA.  whm  Mew  ibia  eMcrn  gak. 

1  **B  aero  your  aamUan**  !■  ^  At, 
And  long'd.  ariih  breaking  halt,  la  tta 
OnjiKh*Ut>  IHaulu  oW  lb*  aaa! 


Adieu,  n  "i^  and  •nolber*  Amw. 

Ulierr  dwrlt  I  hr  iitara  long  bh*< 
Thnv  f'Tm*  of  beiuly,  Mvii  bd  ■ 

Vi'l  itnrv  In  Ad'a  lif^vUM  gr 
O.  -lill  the  NMtBOVr'J  «ft  drUya. 

And  -priN  ibmngb  feaM  ai 
To  win  la  bh  ^ndng  (HT 

Th.»  rklUm  af  Aa  <hy 
Imflimr  hraiitv.  auffc  aa  i>e« 

Thii  lijhi  .in  nthi^  ranb  I 
II.ih>ii*.l.'ihkW<d^arkM 

And.r..i,ldlfil>hrrifai 
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Adieu,  O,  fatherland !     I  see 

Your  white  cli£b  on  the  horaon't  Tim, 
And,  though  to  freer  akies  I  flee, 

M  J  heart  swelii,  and  m j  eyea  are  dim ! 
As  knows  the  dove  the  task  you  give  her, 

When  loosed  upon  a  foreign  shore ; 
As  spreads  the  rain-drop  in  the  river 

In  which  it  may  have  flow'd  befor^^ 
To  England,  over  vale  and  mountain. 

My  fancy  flew  from  climes  more  haif 
My  blood,  that  knew  its  parent  fountain, 

Ran  warm  and  fast  in  England's  air. 

My  mother !  in  thy  prayer  to-night 

There  come  new  words  and  warmer  tears ! 
On  long,  long  darkness  breaks  the  light. 

Comes  home  the  loved,  the  lost  for  yean ! 
Sleep  safe,  O  wave-worn  mariner, 

Fear  not.  to-night,  or  storm  or  sea ! 
The  ear  of  Heaven  bends  low  to  her  / 

He  comes  to  shore  who  sails  with  me ! 
The  wind-toss'd  spider  needs  no  token 

How  stands  the  tree  when  lightnings  blaze: 
And,  by  a  thread  from  heaven  unbroken, 

I  know  my  mother  lives  and  prays ! 

Dear  mother !  when  our  lips  can  speak. 

When  first  our  tears  wiU  let  us  see. 
When  I  can  gaze  upon  thy  cheek, 

And  thou,  with  thy  dear  eyes,  on  m^— 
'T  will  be  a  pastime  little  sad 

To  trace  what  weight  Time's  heavy  fingen 
Upon  each  other's  forms  have  had ; 

For  all  may  flee,  so  feeling  lingers ! 
But  there's  a  change,  beloved  mother. 

To  stir  fkr  deeper  thoughts  of  thine ; 
I  come— but  with  me  comes  another, 

To  share  the  heart  once  only  mine ! 
Thou,  on  whose  thoughts,  when  sad  and  lonely, 

One  star  arose  in  memory's  heaven ; 
Thou,  who  hast  watch'd  one  treasure  only, 

Water'd  one  flower  with  tears  at  even : 
Room  in  thy  heart !     The  hearth  she  left 

Is  darken'd  to  make  light  to  ours ! 
There  are  bright  flowers  of  care  bereft. 

And  hearts  that  languish  more  than  flowera; 
She  was  their  light,  their  very  air —       [prayer! 
Room,  mother,  in  thy  heart !  place  for  her  in  thy 


Strange,  that  the  audible  stillne«  of  the  noon. 
The  waters  tripping  with  their  silver  feet. 

The  turning  to  the  light  of  leaves  in  June, 
And  the  light  whisper  as  their  edges  meet: 

Strange,  that  they  fill  not,  with  their  tranquil  tone, 

The  spirit,  walking  in  their  midst  alone. 

Therms  no  contentment  in  a  world  like  tWs, 
Save  in  forgetting  the  immortal  dream; 

We  may  not  gaze  upon  the  stars  of  bliss. 
That  through  the  cloud-rifts  radiantly  stream ; 

Bird-like,  the  prison'd  soul  tvill  lift  its  eye 

And  pine  till  it  is  hooded  from  the  sky. 


SPRING. 


Tbr  Spring  is  here,  the  delicate-footed  May, 
With  its  slight  fingers  full  of  leaves  and  flowers; 

And  with  it  comes  a  thirst  to  be  away. 

Wasting  in  wood-paths  its  voluptuous  hours ; 

A  feeling  that  is  like  a  sense  of  wings. 

Restless  to  soar  above  these  perishing  things. 

We  pass  out  from  the  city's  feverish  hum. 
To  find  refreshment  in  the  silent  v^oods ; 

And  nature,  that  is  beautiful  and  dutub. 
Like  a  cool  sleep  upon  the  pulses  broods ; 

Tet,  even  there,  a  restless  thought  will  steal, 

To  teach  the  indolent  heart  it  still  must  feel. 


TO  ERMENGARDE. 

I  Know  not  if  the  sunshine  waste. 

The  world  is  dark  since  thou  art  gone ! 
The  hours  are,  O !  so  leaden-paoed ! 

The  birds  sing,  and  the  stars  float  on. 
But  sing  not  well,  and  look  not  fair ; 
A  weight  is  in  the  sununer  air. 

And  sadness  in  the  sight  of  flowers ; 
And  if  I  go  where  others  smile, 

Their  love  but  makes  me  think  of  ours. 
And  Heaven  gets  my  heart  the  while. 
Like  one  upon  a  desert  isle, 

I  languish  of  the  dreary  hours ; 
I  never  thought  a  life  could  be 
So  flung  upon  one  hope,  as  mine,  dear  love,  on  thee! 

I  sit  and  watch  the  summer  sky : 

There  comes  a  el^d  through  heaven  alone; 
A  thousand  stars  are  shining  nigh, 

It  feels  no  light,  but  darkles  on ! 
Tet  now  it  nears  the  lovelier  moon. 

And,  flashing  through  its  fringe  of  snow, 
There  steals  a  rosier  dye,  and  soon 

Its  bosom  is  one  fiery  glow ! 
The  queen  of  life  within  it  lies, 

Tet  mark  how  lovers  meet  to  part: 
The  cloud  already  onward  flies. 

And  shadows  sink  into  its  heart ; 
And  Most  thou  see  them  where  thou  art?) 

Faae  fiist,  fade  all  those  glorious  dyes ! 
Its  light,  like  mine,  is  seen  no  more. 
And,  like  my  own,  its  heart  seems  darker  than 
before. 

Where  press,  this  hour,  those  fiuiy  feet  ? 

Where  look,  this  hour,  those  eyes  of  bluet 
What  music  in  thine  ear  is  sweet  ? 

What  odour  breathes  thy  lattice  through  t 
What  word  is  on  thy  lip  ?    What  tone. 
What  look,  replying  to  thine  own' 
Thy  steps  along  the  Danube  stray, 

Alas,  it  seeks  an  orient  sea ! 
Thou  wouldst  not  seem  so  far  away, 

Flow'd  but  its  waters  back  ta  me ! 
I  bless  the  slowly-coming  moon. 

Because  its  eye  look'd  late  in  thine ; 
I  envy  the  west  wind  of  June, 

Whose  wings  will  besr  it  up  the  Rhine ; 
The  flower  I  press  upon  my  brow 
Were  sweeter  if  its  Hke  perfumed  diy  diamber  now ! 


^> 


;o8 
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II  HAGAR  IN  THE  WILDERNESS. 

The  morning  broke.  Lii^ht  stole  upon  the  rloodt 
I '      With  a  Mtrange  Iwauty.    Earth  received  a^n 
It 4  i^artiient  of  a  thous:iniI  dyen ;  and  leaven, 
Aiul  delicate  bloiW4>in!<.  and  llie  {minted  flowers, 
j,       Aiiii  fVfry  tiling  thiit  bctuU-ih  to  the  dew,    « 
\'.       And  stirnrth  with  the  duvliixht.  lifUnl  up 
■       Il<.  luvuity  to  the  breath  of  th:it  Mweet  mom. 

All  tliiiii^M  are  dark  to  mirrow;  and  the  light. 
Alii  lovcliiicKs,  and  fra-^raiil  air.  wen*  iiad 
'!'•»  :iK'  drji'r(c«i  liAiiAH.    Tbc  moint  earth 
X''  A-i  {Mturiii:;  iMinurs  froiu  it:*  hpiry  (tores. 
.\>.  I  The  yount;  birdH  were  ^iIll:itl!;.  im  if  life 
W'rrv  ;i  iirw  ibiriij  tn  tlirin;  but,  O!  it  cauie 
1,1 1.1  liiT  lioart  like  dist'ord,  and  kIic  felt 
I!  I'.v  f-ruelly  it  iries  a  bnikcn  heart, 
'I'-i  Si  i>  ii  mirth  in  any  tliini;  it  lovci. 
M:.>stiitN]  at  Ahuaham'm  tent    IIerli;MwerepnWd 
'!':'i  the  bhhxl  Ktartis! ;  uiiil  the  waiiderim;  \ein» 
nr  her  transparent  forehead  were  MWellM  out. 
A  <  it'  her  pride  would  buntt  them.     Her  dark  eye 
\\  :!-«  riear  and  teartenn,  ami  the  li^ht  of  heaven, 
^\  iiii'h  made  itrt  latn^uaift'  hvible,  Hhot  Kirk 
rr>iiii  !ier  loin;  laxheii.  an  it  hail  been  flame. 
JI'T  noble  lH>y  Mtoixl  by  her,  with  bin  hand 
('  ("li'd  in  her  own,  and  his  round,  delicate  feet, 
SMri-c  ir.iinM  to  kdiince  on  the  tenteil  fl4M>r, 
^^  iiiil.dIM  for  j  iurneyiu'Ji;.     He  hail  lixtk'd  up 
lilt 'I  hi'i  mother's  tare,  until  he  eaui;!it 
Tiie  ^|lirit  there,  ami  Iu.h  youtn;  heart  wait  »wellin{; 
1«  iii;il!i  bin  dimplisl  IhHttm.  atid  liis  form 
''Miu'htenM  up  prouilly  in  \^s  tiny  wrath, 

if  hit  Ii<;ht  pro{N>rlionri  would  have  »weird, 
K  id  they  but  match'd  bin  Rpirit,  to  the  man. 

Why  UMids  the  patriarch  an  he  coineth  now 
T'|i"'i  hi«*  stalT  no  wearily?     Hi*  l»e:ird 
N  low  up>>ti  hit  bnM^t.  ami  on  liis  hi^ih  brow, 
S.»  written  with  the  converne  of  hirt  (Jon, 
I^M^■ltl  Ihi'  )>widlen  vein  of  a>;ony. 
Hit  lip  JH  (piiveriii:;.  and  hit  wonted  step 
nrviji>ur  it  not  then*;  :ind.  thiMuli  llie  mom 
It  pri^^irij  fiijr  mid  !M-nutifid.  he  bnMthi'i 
lit  fresh nett  :i4  it  were  a  |M't!ili'iici*. 
<>.  man  may  tn-ar  with  MUtfiTim;:  h\jt  heart 
N  a  ttrom;  tbin<;,  and  irthllike  iti  the  irrasp 
Of  piiin,  ihit  wriii'^t  miriiihtv;  but  tear 
0;n'  rhi»rd  ritTeetioii  e!ini»,  |i>.  jurl  one  tie 
That  bind.t  him  to  a  wi>iuan*t  i]itii-:i(e  love, 
Anil  hifi  irn^at  npirit  yielih>t)i  like  a  n>«il. 

He  irave  to  her  ttie  wati-r  »nd  the  bn'ad. 
Hut  K|><)ke  no  won!,  niiii  trnttetl  not  Inin'M-lf 
T»  liknk  U|N»n  her  fa<-e.  but  l.ii<I  !iit  )i:ind 
In  -»jle!it  blestiii^  on  the  fiir-li.iirM  Ivty, 
An-I  Ii't*^  hiT  to  her  Ii>t  of  |iiieliin-*t, 

>»'i»nild  H«<:(KWeep?    M.iy  nil ^hteil  woman  tum, 
And.  at  a  %ine  the  oak  hath  «>h.-iken  nif. 
liiiil  liLTiitly  til  her  le.inin:;  IruHi  ajain? 
'  >,  II.)  I  |i\  :i]l  her  lovelinett.  \*\  all 
'rii.il  riKikeo  life  |ioetry  and  lieaiity.  no! 
M  ike  In-r  a  nla*!*;  steal  from  her  ri>*y  cheek 
h\   net-dit  iw  je.doiities;  let  the  la«t  star 
l.i.i\i*  ber  a  watt'hrr  by  y«Mir  couch  i»f  pain; 
^Vr  ■::^  Iht  by  |M-tuI-iniv.  >«ii«picion.  :dl 
Til  1 1  makiv  her  rup  a  bitterne!«ii,^yet  pve 


One  evidence  of  lo«e,  and  earth  has  ooC 

An  emblem  of  devolrdneai  like  bna. 

But,  () !  eMtran^e  ber  once — it  boou  not  Hmt— 

Hy  wronip  or  silence.  anT  thine  thai  irlls 

A  chaukse  has  come  upon  your  trndi  nm  as 

And  tlien*  it  not  a  high  Ihinf  out  of  hcaica 

Her  priile  oVrmastereth  not. 

She  went  her  way  with  a  »troii(  atrp  and  ■!  m 
Her  pre.otM  lip  arch'd.  and  ber  cirar  eyr  undims  i 
Ah  It  hail  lict^n  a  diamond,  ami  hrr  fona 
Home  proudly  up.  a*  if  her  bt-art  hrraliini  lh.->>'-zi 
Her  child  ke|it  on  in  nilence,  thoueb  vhr  f^**  - 
Hi>  liaml  till  it  wai*  |i.iin'd :  for  he  had  ca;^L'« 
Am  I  have  Kiid.  her  ^)lirit.  and  the  arrd 
Of  a  >tiTn  nati-m  hatl  UH*n  brrathr^l  uf««. 

'I'he  mi*rniniE  ikuwM,  and  .\Ma*s  sun  rale  *jp 
In  tlie  rIear  hea^i'n.  and  e\erv  !«*am  ««»  brat. 
'J'he  cattle  of  the  hilU  wen*  in  the  vhs'Sc, 
And  till'  lirizht  plumasr  of  the  Orirnl  Lay 
On  U'atinx  N>i*«Mni«  in  ber  npicr  IrresL 
It  wart  an  hour  of  n^tt ;  Imt  Huita  found 
No  tihehiT  in  the  wilderni^ict.  and  on 
Mie  kept  lier  wear)'  way,  until  tlie  Sot 
Hiin^  iliiwn  tut  head,  aiid  ii(ii'n*d  hi«  porrh'J  Ifs 
Fiir  w.iIit:  but  »he  could  niil  ci^r  il  him. 
Siii'  l.iid  bl'ii  down  lienealh  the  Multrv  •kt.— 
For  it  wiJ*  I M -Iter  than  the  rln^.  htit  brrath 
Of  ihf  iliii-k  pincff. — anil  triiil  to  comf^ift  KL-a. 
Hilt  III'  w.it  -lire  athirtt.  nnd  hi*  Idue  r\r% 
Were  ilirn  ami  !iIi>«h!khot.  ami  hr  cimiM  n-ti  kr>:« 
Why  (ill II  denieil  him  water  in  the  wild. 
S}ie  s:it  a  little  !on(»er.  and  he  irrew 
(ilia-tly  aiul  faint,  aii  if  be  wnuld  have  dted. 
It  WTirt  liHi  nnirh  for  ber.     She  1ifie«|  him. 
And  iMire  him  further  on,  and  laid  hi*  heaJ 
Heneath  the  «hadow  of  a  deterl  nhrtiS: 
Auit.  shniutlins  up  her  fan*.  «he  went  awv. 
And  tat  In  w:itch.  where  he  couM  are  hrr  r.-«. 
Till  hetihoulddic;  aiiil,watrhinchim.*hr  n»'xr<:'i 

'•(ion  Htiv  thee  in  thinr  airnnv.  mv  hor! 
I  canih>l  M>e  thin*  <Iie ;  I  ranni>t  brijok 

l'|N^n  thy  brow  to  li«ok. 
.\nd  sei'  death  M-ttlc  on  my  i-ra*11e-^*T. 
How  h.i%c  I  drunk  the  liirht  of  ihv  blue  rrr* 

And  could  I  tre  iher  die  ? 

"I  dii!  ni»t  -Irram  ttf  thi*  when  th^a  wrrt  •'*i-  '{■ 
Like  an  un!Miuni|  t;areMe.  am>ine  the  6uwr*« . 

Or  wi-ariii^  r«*ty  h>Mir«. 
Hy  the  ri  h  su-h  nf  water-ik*ni rrr«  plavinx. 
Then  •.ifl^illl:  weir>  ti»  thy  smiling  sWvp. 

So  !>e:iiiiifiil  and  deep. 

•*i^,  ni>!  and  when  I  wjtrh'd  Hr  ther  the  wiji. 
A  nil  s:iw  thy  bright  lip  rurlinx  in  thy  diraa. 

.Xiid  ihiuiiiht  of  the  dark  strram 
In  mv  own  limi  of  Effrpl.  Ihe  fisr  Ni>. 
How  pra\'d  I  that  my  father's  land  nufht  be 

A II  hrritaQv*  fiv  ther  7 

•'.\nil  now  the  grave  for  it*  mid  In  I  art  hath  wflcrSWi 
.\ntl  t!iy  white,  delirate  limha  the  earth  «iD  r«««- 

And.  O  !  my  la«t  rairaa 
Mutt  feel  thee  cold,  for  a  ehill  hand  IS  «■ 
How  ran  I  leavr  my  boy,  so  pillow'd  ihfiv 

I'pon  bis  rlusleiinf  hair!" 
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She  stood  beside  the  well  her  Qot»  had  given 
To  gush  in  that  deep  wilderness,  and  bathed 
The  forehead  of  her  child  until  he  laughM 
In  his  reviving  happiness,  and  lisp'd 
His  infant  thought  of  gladness  at  the  sight 
Of  the  cool  plashing  of  his  mother's  hand. 


THOUGHTS 

WHILE  MAKING  A  GRAVE  rOR  A  FIRST  CHILD,  BORN  DEAD. 


Room,  gentle  flowers!  my  child  would  pass  to  heaven! 
Ye  lookM  not  for  her  yet  with  your  soft  eyes, 
O,  watchful  ushers  at  Death's  narrow  door ! 
But,  lo !  while  you  delay  to  let  her  forth, 
Angela,  beyond,  stay  for  her !     One  long  kiss 
From  lips  all  pale  with  agony,  and  tears, 
Wrung  after  anguish  had  dried  up  with  fire 
The  eyes  that  wept  them,  were  the  cup  of  Ufe 
Held  as  a  welcome  to  her.   Weep,  0,  mother ! 
But  not  that  from  this  cup  of  bitterness 
A  cherub  of  the  sky  has  tum'd  away. 

One  look  upon  her  face  ere  she  depart ! 
My  daughter !  it  is  soon  to  let  thee  go ! 
My  daughter !  with  thy  birth  has  gush'd  a  spring 
I  knew  not  of:  filling  my  heart  with  tears, 
And  turning  with  strange  tenderness  to  thee ! 
A  love — O,  God,  it  seems  so— which  must  flow 
Far  as  thou  fleest,  and  *twixt  Heaven  and  me, 
Henceforward,  be  a  sweet  and  yearning  chain, 
Drawing  me  after  thee !     And  so  farewell ! 
*T  is  a  harsh  world  in  which  affection  knows 
Xo  place  to  treasure  up  its  loved  and  lost 
B ut  the  lone  grave !  Thou,  who  so  late  was  sleeping 
Warm  in  the  close  fold  of  a  mother's  heart, 
Scarce  from  her  breast  a  single  pulse  receiving. 
But  it  was  sent  thee  with  some  tender  thought — 
How  can  I  leave  thee  here  /    Alas,  for  man ! 
The  herb  in  its  humility  may  fall. 
And  waste  into  the  bright  and  genial  air, 
Wliile  we,  by  hands  that  minister'd  in  life 
Xothinor  but  love  to  us,  are  thrust  away, 
Tfic  cirth  thrown  in  upon  our  just  cold  bosoms, 
Antl  the  warm  sunshine  trodden  out  forever! 

Yet  have  I  chosen  for  thy  grave,  my  child, 
A  bank  where  I  have  lain  in  summer  hours,  , 

And  thou^^ht  how  little  it  would  seem  like  death 
To  sl«»ep  araid  such  loveliness.     The  brook 
Tripping  with  laughter  down  the  rocky  steps 
That  lead  us  to  thy  bed,  would  still  trip  on, 
Breaking  the  dread  hush  of  the  mourners  gone; 
The  birds  are  never  silent  that  build  here. 
Trying  to  sing  down  the  more  vocal  waters ; 
The  slope  is  beautiful  with  moss  and  flowers ; 
And,  far  below,  seen  under  arching  leaves, 
O lifters  the  warm  sun  on  the  village  spire, 
Poiiitinc:  the  living  after  thee.     And  this 
S^'ems  like  a  comfort,  and,  replacing  now 
The  flowers  that  have  made  room  for  thee,  I  go 
To  vvhisjjer  the  same  peace  to  her  who  lies 
Ro}»b'd  of  her  child,  and  lonely.    'T  is  the  work 
Of  many  a  dark  hour,  and  of  many  a  prayer. 
To  bring  the  heart  back  from  an  infant  gone! 
Hope  must  give  o'er,  and  busy  fancy  blot 
Its  images  from  all  the  silent  rooms. 


And  every  sight  and  sound  familiar  to  her 

Undo  its  sweetest  link ;  and  so,  at  last. 

The  fountain  that,  once  loosed,  must  flow  forever. 

Will  hide  and  waste  in  silence.   When  the  smile 

Steals  to  her  pallid  lip  again,  and  spring 

Wakens  its  buds  above  thee,  we  will  come. 

And,  standing  by  thy  music-haunted  grave, 

Loolf  on  each  other  cheerfully,  and  say, 

A  child  that  we  have  loved  is  gone  to  heaven, 

And  by  this  gate  of  Jhwers  she  passed  away  ! 


THE  BELFRY  PIGEON. 

Otx  the  cross-beam  under  the  Old  South  bell 
The  nest  of  a  pigeon  is  builded  well. 
In  summer  and  winter  that  bird  is  there. 
Out  and  in  with  the  morning  air ; 
I  love  to  see  him  track  the  street. 
With  his  wary  eye  and  active  feet ; 
And  I  often  watch  him  as  he  springs. 
Circling  the  steeple  with  easy  wings, 
Till  across  the  dial  his  shade  has  pass'd, 
And  the  belfry  edge  is  gain'd  at  last 
'T  is  a  bird  I  love,  with  its  brooding  note, 
And  the  trembling  throb  in  its  mottled  throat ; 
There 's  a  human  look  in  its  swelling  breast. 
And  the  gentle  curve  of  its  lowly  crest ; 
And  I  often  stop  with  the  fear  I  feel. 
He  runs  so  close  to  the  rapid  wheeL 

Whatever  is  rung  on  that  noisy  bell — 
Chime  of  the  hour,  or  funeral  knell — 
The  dove  in  the  belfry  must  hear  it  well. 
When  the  tongue  swings  out  to  the  midnight  moon. 
When  the  sexton  cheerly  rings  for  noon, 
When  the  clock  strikes  clear  at  morning  light. 
When  the  child  is  waked  with  "  nine  at  night," 
When  the  chimes  play  soft  in  the  Sabbath  air, 
Filling  the  spirit  with  tones  of  prayer, — 
Whatever  tale  in  the  bell  is  heard. 
He  broods  on  his  folded  feet  unstirr'd, 
Or,  rising  half  in  his  rounded  nest, 
He  takes  the  time  to  smoothe  his  breast, 
Then  drops  again,  with  filmed  eyes. 
And  sleeps  as  the  last  vibration  dies. 

Sweet  bird  !  I  would  that  I  could  be 
A  hermit  in  the  crowd  like  thee ! 
With  winijs  to  fly  to  wood  and  glen ! 
Thy  lot,  like  mine,  is  cast  with  men ; 
And  daily,  with  unwilling  feet, 
I  tread,  like  thee  the  crowded  street; 
But,  unlike  me,  when  day  is  o'er. 
Thou  canst  dismiss  the  world,  and  soar, 
Or,  at  a  half-felt  wish  for  rest. 
Canst  smoothe  thy  feathers  on  thy  breast, 
And  drop,  forgetful,  to  thy  nest 

I  would  that,  in  such  wings  of  gold, 
I  could  my  weary  heart  upfold ; 
I  would  I  could  look  down  unmoved, 
(Unloving  as  I  am  unloved,) 
And,  while  the  world  throngs  on  beneath, 
Smoothe  down  my  cares  and  calmly  breathe ; 
And  never  sad  with  others'  sadness, 
And  never  glad  with  others'  gladness, 
Listen,  unstirr'd,  to  knell  or  chime, 
And,  lapp'd  in  quiet,  bide  my  time. 
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APRIL. 

**  A  V inlet  by  a  nioMy  •tone, 
Half-hidden  friim  the  e)e, 
Fair  as  a  star,  when  only  on* 
la  ahiniiig  in  the  Hky." 

WoBoawoftTH. 


I  HiVK  found  violrU.     April  hmth  come  on. 
And  the  t'ool  winds  frel  aofter,  and  the  imin 
FuIU  in  the  beaded  dnipa  of  Kummer-time. 
Ynu  rmiy  hear  liinln  at  moniing.  and  at  eve 
The  time  dove  linden  till  the  twilight  falls, 
(^(>oing  u{x)n  the  eaves,  and  drawing  in 
Hill  lieautiful,  bright  neck ;  and,  from  the  hilla, 
A  murmur  like  the  hoarseneaa  of  the  tea, 
Telia  the  rcleaiic  of  water*,  and  the  earth 
Sfiida  up  a  pleasant  smell,  and  the  dry  learea 
Are  liAed  by  the  grass;  and  so  I  know 
That  Nature,  with  her  delicate  ear,  hath  heard 
'I'he  dropping  of  the  velvet  foot  of  Spring. 
Take  of  my  violets !     I  found  them  where 
The  liquid  south  stole  oVr  them,  on  a  bank 
l^hat  lean*d  to  running  water.    There  *8  to  me 
A  daintiness  aliout  these  early  flowers. 
That  touches  me  like  poetry.     They  blow 
With  such  a  simple  loveliness  among 
I'he  common  herl»s  of  pasture,  and  breathe  out 
Their  lives  so  unobtrusively,  like  hearts 
Whose  beatings  are  too  gentle  for  the  world. 
I  love  to  go  in  the  capricious  days 
Of  April  and  hunt  violets,  when  the  rain 
Ts  in  the  blue  cups  trembling,  and  they  nod 
So  gracefully  to  the  kisses  of  the  wind. 
It  may  be  deem*d  too  idle,  but  the  young 
Kead  nature  like  the  manuscript  of  Heaven, 
And  call  the  flowers  its  poetry.     Go  out ! 
Ve  spirits  of  habitual  unrest. 
And  read  it,  when  the  ••fever  of  the  world" 
Haih  made  your  hearts  impatient,  and,  if  life 
Ifath  yet  one  spring  uni>oiH«>n*d,  it  will  be 
Like  a  lieguiling  music  to  its  flow, 
A  nd  you  will  no  more  wonder  that  I  lore 
To  hunt  for  violets  in  the  April-time. 


THE  ANNOYER. 


LovK  knoweth  ^xtrr  form  of  air. 

And  every  shape  of  earth. 
And  comes,  unbidden,  everywhere. 

Like  thought*s  mysterious  birth. 
The  mtKmlit  sea  and  the  sunset  sky 

Are  written  with  Love*s  wonls, 
A  till  you  hear  his  voice  unceasingly. 

Like  song,  in  the  time  of  birds. 

11"  |M  r\»  into  the  warrior*s  heart 

Fri>ni  the  tip  of  a  stooping  plume. 
An. I  t!ic  S4>rrieil  sfiears,  and  the  many  men. 

May  not  ileny  him  room. 
Hf'll  ctitiie  to  his  tent  in  the  weary  night. 

And  1h*  busy  in  his  dream. 
Anil  111* 'II  flimt  to  his  eye  in  morning  Ught, 

Like  a  fay  on  a  silver  beam. 


He  heus  the  eouiid  of  lh«  hiinf^e 

And  rides  on  the  echo  bock. 
And  sighs  in  his  cw  like  n  stifriaf  ka^ 

And  flits  in  his  woodland  tnck. 
The  shade  of  the  wood,  and  the  alieel 

The  ckmd,  and  the  open  sky^^ 
He  will  haunt  them  all  with  his  snblle 

Like  the  light  of  your  very  eye. 

The  fisher  hangs  orer  the  lenniiig  boat. 

And  ponders  the  silver  sea. 
For  Love  is  under  the  surface  hit!. 

And  a  spell  of  thought  has  he: 
He  heaves  the  wave  like  a  boaon  evert. 

And  speaks  in  the  ripple  low. 
Till  the  bait  is  gone  from  the  crafty  Ubp, 

And  the  hook  hangs  hare  below. 

He  blurs  the  print  of  the  scholar's  book. 

And  intrudies  in  the  maiden's  prayer. 
And  pro&nes  the  cell  of  the  holy  man 

In  the  shape  of  a  lady  fair. 
In  the  darkest  night,  aiid  the  bright  daylgbl. 

In  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky. 
In  ever}'  home  of  human  thooghl 

Will  Love  be  lurking  nigh. 


TO  A  FACE  DELOVED. 

Thk  music  of  the  waken'd  lyra 

Dies  not  u|ion  the  quivering  atrinfi^ 
Nor  bums  alone  the  minstrers  fire 

Upon  the  lip  that  trembling  singa; 
Nor  shines  the  moon  in  hravrn  nnsora. 

Nor  shuts  the  flower  its  fragrant  rrIK 
Nor  slec{Mi  the  fountain's  wealth,  I  vasB, 

Forever  in  its  sfiarTT  wells ; 
The  s|N*lls  of  the  enchanter  lie  [i 

Not  on  his  own  lone  heart,  his  ova  npl  mt 

I  look  upon  a  face  as  fair 

.\s  ever  maile  a  lip  of  htaieu 
Falter  amid  its  music^prayer ! 

The  flmt-lit  star  of  summer  cvn 
Springs  not  so  softly  on  the  eya. 

Nor  grows,  with  walrhing.  half  m 
Nor.  mid  its  sisters  of  the  akr, 

80  seems  of  heaven  the  deatart  fight 
Men  murmur  whi*fe  that  hm  is  saw 
My  y  outh's  angelic  dream  was  of  that  leak  m 

Vet.  though  we  deem  the  stars  are 

And  envy,  in  our  grief,  the 
That  liears  but  sweetness  in  ita 

And  fi>arM  the  enchanlrr  Car  Ina 
And  love  the  minstrel  for  his  spcO 
He  winds  out  of  his  lyre  ao  weO; 
The  stars  are  almonen  of  light. 

The  Ivrist  of  melodious  air. 
The  ftiunuin  of  its  waleia  brighl. 

And  every  thing  noat  ewact 
Of  that  by  which  il  charoa  the 
Ttie  eye  of  him  that  paaaea  aai 
A  lamp  is  lit  in  woman's  aya 
Ttist  souls,  else  lost  on  oarthk 
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■«MM^lMM^l^^^^^^#^PMM^'^ 


ADDRESS  TO  BLACK  HAWK. 

There  's  beauty  on  thy  brow,  old  chief!  the  high 

And  manly  beauty  of  the  Roman  mould. 
And  the  keen  flashing  of  thy  full,  dark  eye 

Speaks  of  a  heart  that  years  have  not  made  cold ; 
Of  passions  scathed  not  by  the  blight  of  time ; 

Ambition,  that  survives  the  battle-rout 
The  man  within  thee  scorns  to  play  the  mime 

To  gaping  crowds,  that  compass  thee  about. 
Thou  walkest,  with  thy  warriora  by  thy  side, 
Wrapp*d  in  fierce  hate,  and  high,  unconquer'd  pride. 

Chief  of  a  hundred  warriors !  dost  thou  ye^- 

Vanquish'd  and  captive — dost  thou  deem  that  here 
The  glowing  day-star  of  thy  glory  set — 

Dull  night  has  closed  upon  thy  bright  career  t 
Old  forest^lion,  caught  and  caged  at  last. 

Dost  pant  to  roam  again  thy  native  wild  1 
To  gloat  upon  the  lifeblood  flowing  last 

Of  thy  crush'd  victims ;  and  to  slay  the  child. 
To  dabble  in  the  gore  of  wives  and  mothers,  [thers  ? 
And  kill,  old  Turk!  thy  harmless,  pale-faced  bro- 

For  it  was  cruel.  Black  Hawk,  thus  to  flutter 

The  dove-cotes  of  the  peaceful  pioneers. 
To  let  thy  tribe  commit  such  fierce  and  utter 

Slaughter  among  the  folks  of  the  frontiers. 
Thongh  thine  be  old,  hereditary  hate, 

Begot  in  wrongs,  and  nursed  in  blood,  ontil 
It  had  become  a  madness,  'tis  too  late  [will 

To  crush  the  hordes  who  have  the  power  and 
To  rob  thee  of  thy  hunting-grounds  and  fountains. 
And  drive  thee  backward  to  the  Rocky  Mountains. 

Spite  of  thy  looks  of  cold  indifference,    [wonder; 

There's  much  thou'st  seen  that  must  excite  thy 
Wakes  not  upon  thy  quick  and  startled  sense 

The  cannon's  harsh  and  pealing  voice  of  thunder  1 
Our  big  canoes,  with  white  and  widespread  wings, 

That  sweep  the  waters  as  birds  sweep  the  sky ; 
Our  steamboats,  with  their  iron  lungs,  like  things 

Of  breathing  life,  that  dash  and  hurry  by  1 
Or,  if  thou  scom'st  the  wonders  of  the  ocean. 
What  think'st  thou  of  our  railroad  locomotion  1 

Thou  'st  seen  our  museums,  beheld  the  dummies 
Thii  grin  in  darkness  in  their  coffin  cases ; 

What  think'st  thou  of  the-art  of  making  mummies. 
So  that  the  worms  shrink  from  their  dry  embracest 


Thou 'ft  seen  the  mimic  tyrants  of  the  stage 
Strutting,  in  paint  and  feathers,  for  an  hour ; 

Thou'st  heard  the  bellowing  of  their  tragic  rage, 
Seen  their  eyes  glisten,and  their  dark  brows  lower. 

Anon,  thou  'st  seen  them,  when  their  wrath  cool'd 
down, 

Pass  in  a  moment  firom  a  king — to  clown. 

Thou  seeet  these  things  unmoved !  sayst  so,  old 
fellow  1 
Then  tell  us,  have  the  white  man's  glowing 
daughters 
Set  thy  cold  blood  in  motion  1    Has't  been  mellow 

By  a  sly  cup  or  so  of  our  fire-waters  1 
They  are  thy  people's  deadliest  poison.    They 
First  make  them  cowards,  and  then  white  men's 
slaves ; 
And  sloth,  and  penury,  and  passion's  prey, 

And  lives  of  misery,  and  early  graves. 
For,  by  their  power,  believe  me,  not  a  day  goes 
But  kills  some  Foxes,  Sacs,  and  Winnebagoes. 

Say,  does  thy  wandering  heart  stray  far  away, 

To  the  deep  bosom  of  thy  forest-home  1 
The  hill-side,  where  thy  young  pappooses  play, 

And  ask,  amid  their  sports,  when  thoo  wUt  come  1 
Come  not  the  wailings  of  thy  gentle  squaws 

For  their  lost  warrior  loud  upon  thine  ear, 
Piercing  athwart  the  thunder  of  huzzas. 

That,  yeird  at  every  comer,  meet  thee  here  1 
The  wife  who  made  that  shell-deck'd  wampum  belt. 
Thy  rugged  heart  must  think  of  her — and  melt 

Chafes  not  thy  heart,  as  chafes  the  panting  breast 

Of  the  caged  bird  against  his  prison-bars. 
That  thou,  the  crowned  warrior  of  the  West, 

The  victor  of  a  hundred  forest^wars, 
Shouldst  in  thy  age  become  a  raree-show. 

Led,  like  a  walking  bear,  about  the  town, 
A  new-caught  monster,  who  is  all  the  go. 

And  stared  at,  gratis,  by  the  gaping  clown  1 
Boils  not  thy  blood,  while  thus  thou  'rt  led  about. 
The  sport  and  mockery  of  the  rabble  rout  ? 

Whence  came  thy  cold  philosophy  1  whence  ca^ 
Thou  tearless,  stem,  and  uncomplaining  r 

The  power  that  taught  thee  thus  to  veil  iy 
Of  thy  fierce  passions  1     Thou  desp^ 
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And  thy  proud  •piiit  Koriui  the  while  mvirfl  glee, 
Save  tliy  fierce  «pori,  when  at  the  fuiicnil-{iile 

Of  a  l>ound  warrior  in  his  agony, 

Who  ineeU  thy  horrid  laugh  with  dying  nnile. 

Thy  face,  in  length,  reinindii  one  of  a  Quaker*t ; 

Thy  daiicesi  too,  arc  Kolfinn  a«  a  tthaker'f. 

Proud  Rcion  of  a  noble  Hteni !  thy  tree 

Is  hIanoliM.  and  bare,  and  Hoar'd,  and  leafleM 
i  *ll  not  insult  it«  fullrti  muji-hty,  [now. 

Nordrivo.with  rareloM  hand,  the  ruthleM  plough 
Over  its  root».     Turn  from  it*  parent  mould, 

Rich,  warm,  and  deep,  its  fniih,  free.  Iialmy  air, 
No  second  vrrdure  quirkeiiH  in  our  cold, 

Nfw,  liarrrn  earth ;  no  life  auHtainii  it  there. 
Rut,  even  thons^h  prtmtrate,  *tiM  a  noble  thint?, 
Tliou;;h  crownlcss,  powcrleiw,  •^ever}*  inch  a  king." 

(tiv<>  uri  thy  hand,  old  nobleman  of  nature, 

Proud  ruler  of  the  fureft  ariMtitcracy ; 
The  lH.>T«t  of  IiIimkI  irjowrt  in  thv  everv  fniture. 

And  tliy  euri'd  lip  i^jM'ukH  ncom  forourdi'Uioi-rary. 
Thim  wciir'fit  thy  titlfM  on  that  (nMllike  brow ; 

Let  him  wlio  dnubti*  them  me<-t  tliine  e;it;le-eye, 
He*l!  i{uail  NMieath  itn  f^lance,  and  dinavow 

All  (|ue!«tiiin  of  thy  noble  family  ; 
For  thou  mavMt  here  U'come,  with  atrict  propriety, 
A  leader  in  our  city  good  society. 


TO  A  MUSQUITO. 


His  voire  wati  ever  mA,  |[**iitlt>,  and  low.--A7ii/  Ltar. 


TiifTi'  Rwe«»t  musieian,  that  around  mv  U*d 

Diwt  nii^htly  cotne  and  wind  thy  little  horn, 
Dv  what  uii'u^'n  and  mrret  influence  led, 

Feed'!4t  thou  mv  ear  with  lnu^ic  till  *t  is  mom  ? 
The  wind-harpV  tonen  are  not  mi>ri'  i*y(i  than  thine. 

The  hum  t>f  fulliu!;  watepi  not  more  swei-t: 
I  own,  hiffttd.  I  own  thy  soni;  ili%ine.  [meet. 

And  when  next  vearV  warm  unnnner  ni:;hu>we 
(Till  then,  farewell!)  I  priimix4'  thee  to  lie 
A  piitient  Ii?«tener  to  thy  minittreliiy. 

Thou  tiny  minntn*!.  who  bid  thee  di*'onr«e 

Siieh  eli»i|uent  mtiitie  ?   wa*'t  thy  tnni'l'ii!  niret 
Some  old  muHJeian  1  or  diilnt  take  a  c<>ur<«e 

Of  lert<M>n<i  t'roin  Monie  masti-r  of  tin-  lyre  ? 
Who  bid  thi»e  luati?  »o  Hwet'ily  thy  -miill  tnimp? 

Did  Nonxo^  form  thy  n"fi'''  ;««»  elear  and  full ! 
Art  a  phrenobi;ri!«t.  and  is  tiie  bump 

( >f  Mm<^  develo)M>«l  in  thy  little  Nkull ! 
At  Ni  HLn*'.h"i!*lthi>ulMiMiwheniTi»W(l-Htivid  mute, 
Driiiknii;  the  binllike  tonen  of  (^i  iiiii'<i  flute? 

Tel!  me  the  burden  of  thy  ci'iseleM  ■M>njr. 

!<•  it  thy  eveninir  hymti  of  Krateful  )ira\er. 
Or  I.iy  of  love,  thou  pi)H'!«t  thnmch  the  loner. 

Still  tii.;ht !  With  mmii^  dtwt  dri\e  avi  .ly  dull  carp? 
Art  thi>u  a  \ieux  Karfon,  a  gay  dec«-i%er. 

\  waiiiierimr  bl.nle,  roaming  in  Mureh  of  ^wecta, 
Pleljim;  thy  fiith  to  e\ery  fond  lielii*«er, 

Who  thy  ailvanee  with  halfway  Nhyne-**  meetii ! 
Or  art  o*  the  MtAer  *i'\,  anil  «inir'*ct  in  ^lee, 
«•  lu  inahlen  meditation,  fiincy  free  ?" 


Thou  little  siren,  when  the  nriii|ihs  of  tocv 

ChannM  w ith  their  atMig<«  till  un-n  f^r^.4  l-  ije. 
And  »tarviHl,  though  music-lrd.  upon  t.^i:;  ».'..rr. 

Thrir  v«iifr«  breathed  no  sofli-r  U\  •  thin  '.*■  -^ 
They  sani;  but  to  entice,  and  Ihuu  d«Mt  ud^ 

As  if  to  lull  our  sriwes  lo  rr^i^Mc. 
That  thou  mav»t  uae,  unharm'il.  lh%  litl>  ^--r 

The  %  ery  moment  we  heip in  !•>  dmr  ; 
ThouuoriH-  than  hirrn. thir»ty.  fi«n>p  blv>Hi-<jf«. 
Thou  living  vanipinp,  and  thou  iplUiu^ji^ ! 

Nature  in  full  of  muw.  twerily  hh^* 

The  lianl.  (and  thou  doiil  ^in^  ediM  •«ert!T  laok,] 
Through  the  wide  circuit  c^  rrralni  ti.!uc*. 

Thi>u  art  the  liviim  |iro(if  the  Ui.-.l  v^^-ir*  !rjiL 
Nature  i;*  fu'l  of  tbiT;  on  r«ir\  shi^rr. 

*Ne.ith  the  hot  »kv  of  ('•tnji»*»  du-^-.  rh.^ 
Fnmi  warm  Peru  to  icy  I.abr.idor. 

The  world*4  frir  cilir^en.  th>iu  M»Tne«t  m-^'mL 
Wherever  ••  numntains  rise  or  I'w-ean*  r.Hl." 
Thy  voict*  iii  heard,  from  - 1  nil  us  to  liir  P^^r." 

The  incaniatiim  of  Queen  Mia  an  thou. 

••  The  furies*  miilwife ;"— »thod  d>*"!  mihiij  m^ 
With  amoMUM  proltonri*  liendni?  low. 

The  hitnev-ilew  from  m-inv  a  I.»-!*"«  •:>— 
(Though  thnt  they  ••  strai'^ht  on  kL««r<«  dnra^*  ! 
diuibt — ) 

On  funilini;  fare*,  and  on  eye«  thai  wrrp. 
Thou  liL'hteit,  and  oft  with  ••i^y  mpith^tit-  «»mJ* 

*'  Tii'kli'rtt  men's  niMies  a«  they  lie  aslrrp ; 
And  HotnrtimeK  dwelleat.  if  I  rightly 
<*0n  the  fon'flnger  of  an  aide  r man.** 


Yet  thou  cnn'it  Riory  in  a  noble  hirlh. 

Ai*  roM>  the  Ma-bom  Va^r*  from  the 
So  diiUt  thou  ri^e  to  life ;  the  t«-rniins 

The  li\ini?  water  and  the  frr^h  air  ea«c 
A  porliim  of  their  elements  to  rrrafe 

Thy  little  form,  though  lieaaty  dwrlls 
So  lean  and  caunt,  that  econiimac  £ite 

Meant  the*'  to  feed  on  mu*ic  ur  on  air. 
Oiir  vein'"!  pure  juices  were  not  made  iat 
Thou  ll^  in;r.  nmging.  stancinic  atoniT. 


The  bur*  of  dying  ranset  are  mosi  fair. 

And  tMili:2ht*it  tint*  juvt  Cadiiiff  into  nt^ 
MiMt  dlt'•k^  Mit't.  anil  m*  thy  sitft  iwnr*  arv 

1)%  fir  the  iiweili*iit  when  thou  Ukr«l  lh«  &clt 
The  "w.i!!'-  last  ni>te  in  swertml,  ao  is  thanr; 

Sweet  :iri-  the  w  ind-harpV  tone*  at  dutanrr ! 
*Ti«  i^wii  t  at  diAtance.  at  the  day's  drrlinr. 

To  bear  the  o|ientnK  mws  of  eveninc's  S 
I) lit  ni>it  -  of  har]i  ur  litn!  at  distance  flival 
Li^H  M\frtlv  on  the  ear  than  thT  last  ni.'4e. 

The  iiiJiiiiin-winds  air  wailing:  'tis  ihT  4bift. 

It«  li •.i\(s  are  «rar.  pfophetie  of  thy  ^lam. 
Sim  III  ihi  t  old  rain  will  whelm  fher.  ••  Lie  abtv 

W hi  1 1111  the  tiWd  manner  in  it*  walen 

■ 

T'lien  tMiiir.  .tnd  Mng  thy  Ultlr  h£r  awai  ! 

AtU  it  t!i\  \oire  is  M>me«ihat  husky  now 
*Tii  Will  i-i  end  in  music  life's  last  dsy. 

Of  one  xo  cleeful  and  so  Milbe  aa  thou: 
For  thiin  \m\i  p4M-*n  live  through  its  joyowi 
And  pafi«  away  with  autumn'a  driaf 


THOMAS  WARD. 
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Doctor  Ward  was  bom  at  Newark,  in  New 
Jersey,  on  the  eighth  of  June,  1807.  His  father, 
Crencral  Tbomas  Ward,  is  one  of  the  oldest, 
wealthiest,  and  most  respectable  citizens  of  that 
town ;  and  has  held  various  offices  of  public  trust 
in  his  native  state,  and  represented  his  district  in 
the  national  Congress. 

Doctor  Ward  received  his  classical  education 
at  the  academies  in  Bloomiield  and  Newark,  and 
the  college  at  Princeton.  He  chose  thot profession 
of  physic,  and,  after  the  usual  preparation,  obtained 
his  degree  of  Doctor  of  Medicine  in  the  spring  of 
1829,  at  the  Rutgers  Medical  College,  in  New 
York.  In  the  autumn  of  the  same  year  he  went 
to  Paris,  to  avail  himself  of  the  facilities  afforded 
in  that  capital  for  the  prosecution  of  every  branch 
of  medical  inquiry ;  and,  after  two  years'  absence, 
during  which  he  accomplished  the  usual  tour 
through  Italy,  Switzerland,  Holland,  and  Great 
Britain,  he  returned  to  New  York,  and  commenced 
the  practice  of  medicine  in  that  city.  In  the  course 


of  two  or  three  years,  however,  he  gradually  with- 
drew from  business,  his  circumstances  permitting 
him  to  exchange  devotion  to  his  profession  for 
the  more  congenial  pursuits  of  literature  and  gene- 
ral knowledge.  He  is  married,  and  still  resides  in 
New  York;  spending  his  summers,  however,  in 
his  native  city,  and  among  the  more  romantic  and 
beautiful  scenes  of  New  Jersey.  His  first  literary 
efforts  were  brief  satirical  pieces,  in  verse  and 
prose,  published  in  a  country  gazette,  in  1825  and 
1826.  It  was  not  until  after  his  return  from  Eu- 
rope, when  he  adopted  the  signature  of  «<Flacccs," 
and  began  to  write  for  the  *<New  York  American," 
that  he  attracted  much  attention.  His  principal 
work,  "  Passaic,  a  Group  of  Poems  touching  that 
River,"  appeared  in  1841.  It  contains  some  fine 
descriptive  passages,  and  its  versification  is  gene- 
rally correct  and  musicaL  <*The  Monomania  of 
Money-getting,"  a  satire,  and  many  of  his  minor 
pieces,  are  more  distinguished  for  vigour  and  spright- 
liness,  than  for  mere  poetical  qualities. 


^m0^0^f^^0^^^^^^0^^^^^^^t^i^t^^^i^0^ 


MUSINGS  ON  RIVERS. 


Beautiful  rivers !  that  adown  the  vale 
With  graceful  passage  journey  to  the  deep, 
I^t  me  along  your  grassy  marge  recline 
At  ease,  and  musing,  meditate  the  strange 
Bright  history  of  your  life ;  yes,  from  your  birth, 
Has  beauty's  shadow  chased  your  every  step; 
The  blue  sea  was  your  mother,  and  the  sun 
Your  glorious  sire :  clouds  your  voluptuous  cradle. 
Roof 'd  with  overarching  rainbows ;  and  your  fall 
To  earth  was  cheer'd  with  shout  of  happy  birds, 
With  brightened  faces  of  reviving  fiowers 
And  meadows,  while  the  sympathising  west 
Took  holiday,  and  donn'd  her  richest  robes. 
From  deep,  mysterious  wanderings  your  springs 
Break  bubbling  into  beauty ;  where  they  lie 
In  infant  helplessness  a  while,  but  soon 
Gathering  in  tiny  brooks,  they  gambol  down 
The  steep  sides  of  the  mountain,  laughing,  shouting. 
Teasing  the  wild  flowers,  and  at  every  turn 
Meeting  new  playmates  still  to  swell  Uieir  ranks ; 
Which,  with  the  rich  increase  resistless  grown, 
Shed  foam  and  thunder,  that  the  echoing  wood 
Rings  with  the  boisterous  glee;  whileo'er  their  heads. 
Catching  their  spirit  blithe,  young  rainbows  sport. 
The  frolic  children  of  the  wanton  sun. 

Nor  is  your  swelling  prime,  or  green  old  age. 
Though  calm,  unlovely;  still,  where'er  ye  move, 
Your  train  is  beauty;  trees  stand  grouping  by 
To  mark  your  graceful  progress :  giddy  flowers, 
And  vain,  as  beauties  wont,  stoop  o'er  the  verge 
To  greet  their  faces  in  your  flattering  glass ; 
The  thirsty  herd  are  following  at  your  side; 
And  water-birds,  in  clustering  fleets,  convoy 
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Your  sea-bound  tides ;  and  jaded  man,  released 

From  worldly  thraldom,  here  his  dwelling  plants. 

Here  pauses  in  your  pleasant  neighbourhood. 

Sure  of  repose  along  your  tranquil  shores. 

And  when  your  end  approaches,  and  ye  blend 

With  the  eternal  ocean,  ye  shall  fade 

As  placidly  as  when  an  infant  dies ; 

And  the  death-angel  shall  your  powers  withdraw 

Gently  as  twilight  takes  the  parting  day, 

And,  with  a  soft  and  gradual  decline 

That  cheats  the  senses,  lets  it  down  to  night. 

Bountiful  rivers !  not  upon  the  earth 
Is  record  traced  of  Gon's  exul>erant  grace 
So  deeply  graven  as  the  channels  worn 
By  ever-flowing  streams:  arteries  of  earth, 
That,  widely  branching,  circulate  its  blood : 
Whose  ever-throbbing  pulses  are  the  tides. 
The  whole  vast  enginery  of  Nature,  all 
The  roused  and  lal)ouring  elements  combine 
In  their  production  ;  for  the  mighty  end 
Is  growth,  is  life  to  every  living  thing. 
The  sun  himself  is  charter'd  for  the  work: 
His  arm  uplifts  the  main,  and  at  his  smile 
The  fluttering  vapours  take  their  flight  for  heaven, 
Shaking  the  briny  sea-dregs  from  their  wings; 
Here,  wrought  by  unseen  fingers,  soon  is  wove 
The  cloudy  tissue,  till  a  mighty  fleet. 
Freighted  with  treasures  bound  for  distant  shores, 
Floats  waiting  for  the  breeze ;  loosed  on  the  sky 
Rush  the  strong  tempests,  that,  with  sweeping 
Impel  the  vast  flotilla  to  its  port ;  [breath, 

Where,  overhanging  wide  the  arid  plain, 
Drops  the  rich  mercy  down;  and  oft,  when  summer 
Withers  the  harvest,  and  the  lazy  clouds 
Drag  idly  at  the  bidding  of  the  breeze, 
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New  liden  ipiir  them,  tnd  enraged  thej  nuh, 
Bestrode  by  thunden,  that,  with  hideoua  ehonti 
And  crackling  thongi  of  fire,  urge  them  along. 

As  iiULi  the  bleuing,  how  the  Mtiate  earth 
And  all  her  race  shed  grateful  Bmilea ! — ^not  here 
The  bounty  ceaaea :  when  the  drenching  streams 
Have,  inly  sinking,  quench*d  the  greedy  thirst 
Of  plants,  of  woods,  some  kind,  invisible  hand 
In  bright,  perennial  springs  dmws  up  again 
For  needy  man  and  beast ;  and,  as  the  brooks 
Grow  strong,  apprentiircd  to  the  use  of  man. 
The  ponderous  wheel  they  tuni,  the  web  to  weave, 
The  stublMim  metal  forge ;  and,  when  advanced 
To  sober  a^e  at  last,  ye  seek  the  sea. 
Bearing  the  wealth  of  commerce  on  your  backs, 
Ye  s«.>em  the  unpaid  carriers  of  the  sky 
Vouchsaft'd  to  eurth  for  burden ;  and  yoar  hosi 
Of  shining  branrheji,  linking  land  to  land, 
Heem  bunds  of  friendship— silver  chains  of  love. 
To  bind  the  world  in  brotherhood  and  peace. 

Bark  to  the  primal  chaos  funry  sweeps 
To  trace  your  dim  bi'^inninf?;  when  dull  earth 
Lay  sunken  low,  one  level,  plashy  marsh, 
Ginllcd  with  mists;  while  saurian  reptilea, strange, 
Measureleits  inonNteni,  through  the  cloggy  plain 
Paddled  and  flounderM ;  and  the  AlmigSty  voice, 
Like  silver  trumpet,  from  their  hidden  dens 
SumraoiiM  the  central  and  resistless  fires. 
That  with  a  ^roun  from  pole  to  pole  upheave 
The  iuountain-masses,  and.  with  dn*adful  rent. 
Fracture  tlie  roi'ky  crust ;  then  Andes  rose. 
And  Alps  their  granite  pyramids  shot  up. 
Barren  of  soil ;  but  gathering  vapoura  round 
Their  st4)ny  scalps,  condensed  to  drops,  from  drops 
To  brooks,  from  brooks  to  riven,  which  set  out 
Over  that  rui^sed  and  untravell'd  land. 
The  first  exploring  pilgrims,  to  the  sea. 
I'edious  their  route,  precipitous  and  vague, 
8<>ekinic  with  humbleness  the  bwliest  paths: 
0\\  shut  in  valleys  deep,  foriom  they  turn 
And  find  no  vent;  till,  i^atlierM  into  lakes, 
Toppinif  the  kitiin*s  brinimini;  lip,  they  plunge 
HeaiUon?,  uiid  hurry  to  the  level  main, 
Kejiiicini;:   mi<ty  airi*s  did  they  run. 
And.  with  unceasing  friction,  all  the  while 
Frittered  to  granular  atoms  the  dense  rock, 
And  gnmnd  it  into  soil — then  dropp*d  (O!  rare 
Fromhi»aven)  the  precious  seeil:  first  monies, lichens 
Seized  on  the  uteri le  flint,  and  from  their  dust 
Sprang  herlw  and  fioiren :  last  from  the  deepening 

mould 
T'proMe  to  heaven  in  pride  the  princely  tree. 
And  earth  was  fitted  for  her  coming  lord. 


II 


:i 


TO  THE  MA<;N0LL\. 

Wrr!*  roaming  o*er  the  marshy  fieM, 

Throu:;h  tangled  brake  and  treacherous  sknigfa, 

We  riUrt,  that  s{iot  so  foul  should  yield. 
Chaste  bliMsom !  such  a  balm  as  thou. 

Such  1.1V  irih  fra;;rance  there  we  meet. 

That  all  the  dismal  waste  is  sweet 


80,  in  the  dreary  path  of  lUe, 
Through  clogging  toil  and  thdrny 

Love  reare  his  blossom  o'er  the  sirilip« 
Like  thine,  to  cheer  the  wanlcrcr  ihsi* 

Which  pours  such  ineenae  roufMl  ihs 

His  paina,  his  cares,  are  all  fetgoL 


TO  AN  INFANT  IN  HEAV 

Tnov  bright  and  star-like  spirit ! 

That,  in  mv  vitions  wikl« 
I  see  mifl  heavpn*s  sermphir 

O !  canut  thou  be  mv  rhiid  ¥ 


My  grief  is  quench*d  in 

And  pride  amiits  my  ngfas ; 

A  branch  from  this  unworthy 
Now  blusMoins  in  the 


Our  hopes  uf  thee  were  lofty. 
But  have  we  cause  to  snrw  * 

O  !  coulil  iiur  ffMideiit,  proudest 
A  nobler  fate  conceive  ! 

The  little  wi'eper,  tearieas. 

The  sinner.  snalchM  from  sin : 

The  halie.  ti>  miire  than  manhood 
Era  chililhood  diii  bevin. 

««nd  I,  thy  earthly  teacher. 
Would  Mu«h  thy  powers  to  si 

Thau  art  to  me  a  parent  now. 
And  I.  a  child  to  thee ! 

7*hy  brain,  so  uninstructed 
While  in  this  luwlv  sUle, 

Now  threaiis  the  masy  track  of 
Or  reads  the  book  of  &lc. 

Tliine  eyes,  so  curb*d  in 
Now  ran^  the  realms  of 

Look  down  ui>nn  the  rolling 
I#ook  up  to  <*os*a  own 

Thy  little  hand,  sn  helpless. 

That  wan*e  its  titys  could  hold. 
Now  claj«|M  its  male  in  holy  prayer. 

Or  twanz«>  a  harp  of  gokL 

Thy  feeble  feet,  unsteady. 
That  totierM  as  they  trod. 

With  anffi'lii  walk  the  hravenlj 
Or  stand  Ivfore  their  Go». 

Nor  is  thy  tonmie  leas  skiUol, 

Before  thi-  throne  divine 
*T  is  pleiulin;r  for  a  mother's 

As  once  !>he  |iray*d  tor  thins. 

Mfliat  MiM  is  Kvn  of  sorrow ! 

T  is  never  sent  in  vain— 
I'he  heavenly  surgeon  niaiaM  to 

He  gives  no  useless  pain. 

Our  Gon.  to  call  us  honewavl. 
His  only  Son  sent  down: 

And  now.  «till  more  to  lenqA 
Has  taken  up  our  own. 


HENRY    WADSWORTH    LONGFELLOW. 


[Bara,189T.] 


Mm.  Lo^f  GFXLLo  w  was  bom  in  the  city  of  Port- 
land, in  Maine,  on  the  twenty-oeventh  of  Febni- 
aiy,  1807.  When  fourteen  years  of  age  he  en- 
tered Bowdoin  College,  where  he  was  gradaated  in 
1825.  He  soon  after  commenced  the  study  of  the 
law,  but  being  appointed  Professor  of  Modem  Lan- 
guages in  the  college  in  which  he  was  educated, 
he  in  1826  sailed  for  Europe  to  prepare  himself  for 
the  duties  of  his  office,  and  passed  three  yean  and  a 
half  visiting  or  residing  in  France,  Spain,  Italy,  Ger- 
many, Holland  and  England.  When  he  returned 
he  entered  upon  the  labours  of  instruction,  and  in 
1831  was  married.  The  professorship  of  Modem 
Languages  and  Literatures  in  Harvard  College 
was  made  vacant,  in  1835,  by  the  resignation  of 
Mr.  TicKiroR.  Mr.  Lo:cg*'bllow,  being  elected 
his  successor,  resigned  his  place  in  Brunswick,  and 
went  a  second  time  to  Europe  to  make  himself 
more  thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  subjects  of 
his  studies  in  the  northern  nations.  He  passed  the 
summer  in  Denmark  and  Sweden ;  the  autumn  and 
winter  in  Germany — losing  in  that  period  his  wife, 
who  died  suddenly  at  Heidelberg — and  the  follow, 
ing  spring  and  summer  in  the  Tyrol  and  Switzer- 
land. He  returned  to  the  United  States  in  Octo- 
ber, 1836,  and  immediately  entered  upon  his  duties 
at  Cambridge,  where  he  has  resided  ever  since, 
except  during  a  visit  to  Europe  for  the  restoration 
of  his  health,  in  1843. 

The  earliest  of  Lottofkllow's  metrical  compo- 
sitions were  written  for  *<  The  United  States  Lit- 
erary Gazette,"'  printed  in  Boston,  while  he  was 
an  under-graduate ;  and  from  that  period  he  has 
been  known  as  a  poet,  and  his  effusions,  improving 
as  each  year  added  to  his  scholarship  and  taste, 
have  been  extensively  read  and  admired.  During 
his  subsequent  residence  in  Brunswick  he  wrote 
several  of  the  most  elegant  and  judicious  papers 
that  have  appeared  in  the  "  l^orth  American  Re- 
view •"  made  a  translation  of  Capias  de  Mawique ; 
and  published  *•  Outre  Mer,  or  a  Pilgrimage  beyond 
the  Sea,*'  a  collection  (^agreeable  tales  and  sketches, 
chiefly  written  during  his  first  residence  abroad.  In 
1839  appeared  his  "Hyperion,"  a  romance,  which 
contains  passages  of  remarkable  beauty,  but  has 
little  dramatic  or  narrative  interest 

The  first  collection  of  his  poems  was  published 
in  1839,  under  the  title  of"  Voices  of  the  Night" 
His  "  Ballads  and  other  Poems"  followed  in  1841 ; 
"The  Spanish  Student, a  Play," in  1843;  "Poems 
on  Slavery/'  in  1844,  and  a  complete  edition  of  his 
poetical  writings,  excepting  some  early  effiisions 
and  the  lyrical  pieces  on  slavery,  in  a  large  octavo 
volume,  illustrated  with  engravings  by  J.  Cbenet, 
from  original  pictures  by  Hunotinotox,  in  1845. 

Long FE LLC?  w'j*  most  considerable  poem  is  the 
«  Children  of  the  Lord's  Supper,"  translated  from  the 
Swedish  of  Esaias  Tegner,  a  venerable  bishop  of 


the  Lutheran  church,  and  the  most  inastrioiis  poet 
of  northern  Europe.  The  genius  of  Tbgkxb  had 
already  been  made  known  in  this  countiy  by  a 
learned  and  elaborate  criticism,  illustrated  by  trans- 
lated passages  of  great  beauty,  from  his  "  Fnthiof 's 
Saga,"  contributed  by  Lohofbllow  to  the  "  North 
American  Review,'*  soon  after  he  returned  from  his 
second  visit  to  Europe.  The  "  Children  of  the 
Lord's  Supper"  is  Uttle  less  celebrated  than  the 
author's  great  epic,  and  the  English  verdon  is  a 
singularly  exact  reproduction  of  it,  in  form  and 
spirit  No  translations  from  the  continental  lan- 
guages into  the  English  surpass  those  of  Loire- 
FSLxow,  and  it  is  questionable  whether  some  of 
his  versions  from  the  Spanish,  German  and  Swe- 
dish, have  been  equalled.  The  rendition  of  the 
«  Children  of  the  Lord's  Supper"  was  among  the 
most  difficult  tasks  to  be  undertaken,  as  spondaic 
words,  necessary  in  the  constraction  of  hexameters, 
and  common  in  the  Greek,  Latin  and  Swedish,  are 
so  rare  in  the  English  language.  "  The  Skeleton 
in  Armour"  is  the  longest  and  most  unique  of  his 
original  poems.  The  Copenhagen  antiquaries  attri- 
bute the  erection  of  a  round  tower  at  Newport,  in 
Rhode  Island,  to  the  Scandinavians  of  the  twelfth 
century.  A  few  years  ago  a  skeleton  in  complete 
armour  was  exhumed  in  the  vicinity  of  the  tower. 
These  facts  are  the  groundwork  of  the  stoiy. 

Soon  after  the  appearance  of  the  first  edition  of 
this  work,  I  suggested  to  the  late  Mr.  Cabbt,  the 
publisher,  widely  known  for  his  taste  in  art  and 
literature,  that  a  scries  of  such  volumes,  emhradng 
surveys  and  specimens  of  the  poetiy  and  prose  of 
different  countries,  would  be  valud[>le  and  popu- 
lar; and  among  the  results  of  various  conversa- 
tions on  the  subject,  was  a  request  to  Mr.  Love- 
FSLLow  to  prepare  "The  Poets  and  Poetxy  of 
Europe."  He  acceded,  and  in  the  summer  of  1845 
finished  and  gave  to  the  press  the  most  compre- 
hensive, complete,  and  accurate  review  of  the  poetry 
of  the  continental  nations  that  has  ever  appeared 
in  any  language. 

Of  all  our  poets  Lottofbllow  best  deserves  the 
title  of  artist  He  has  studied  the  principles  of  verbal 
melody,  and  rendered  himself  master  of  the  mys- 
terious affinities  which  exist  between  sound  and 
sense,  word  and  thought,  feeling  and  expression. 
This  tact  in  the  use  of  language  is  probably  the 
chief  cause  of  his  success.  There  is  an  aptitude, 
a  gracefulness,  and  vivid  beauty,  in  many  of  his 
stanzas,  which  at  once  impress  the  memory  and 
win  the  ear  and  heart  There  is  in  the  tone  of 
his  poetry  little  passion,  but  much  quiet  earnestness. 
It  is  not  so  much  the  power  of  the  mstrument,  as 
the  skill  with  which  it  is  managed,  that  excites  our 
sympathy.  His  acquaintance  with  foreign  litera- 
ture has  been  of  great  advantage,  by  rendering 

him  familiar  with  all  the  delicate  capacities  of  Ian 
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gua^,  from  the  grand  inrmphonic  roll  of  Northern 
tongue  to  the  *«soft,  hafttard  Latin"  of  the  South. 
Hiii  iiU'a^  and  metaphore  arr  oftrn  very  atriking  and 
poetical;  but  then*  in  no  affluence  of  imagery,  or 
wonderful  glow  of  emotion,  nurh  tu  take  oa  captive 
in  BTRoxnr  Srellet  :  the  claim  of  Loxofbllow 
conKiritu  rather  in  the  wiim*  and  tanteful  uae  of  hi* 
materialn  than  in  their  ricluK'Mi  or  originality.  He 
has  done  much  for  the  Art  of  Poetry  in  thia  country 


br  bin  etample,  and  in  thia  wpwrt  bnt  eiain  'St 
praine  which  all  good  critics  of  EiHduii  Poftn  4a«» 
hciituwed  on  Gbai  and  Collin  a.  Tbc  apnt  W 
I«iivnrKLLow*a  muae  ia  ahmiitlMf  uaaiiamia  tk 
in  a  moral  |Miint  of  view.  He  iUuaimc*  liar  gracki 
theinen  of  Kong.  and  pleada  far  jortMr,  hniamn. 
and  particularly  the  beautiful,  with  a  pnH'a  <V«f 
convictiim  «)f  their  eternal  rUma 
tive  recognition  of  the 


NUREMBERG. 

Ix  the  valley  of  the  Pegnitz,  where  acroai  broad 

meadow-lands 
Rise  the  blue  Francnnian  mountains,  Nuremberg, 

the  ancient,  stands. 

Quaint  old  town  of  toil  arul  traffic,  quaint  old  town 

of  art  and  song. 
Memories  haunt  tliy  |H>inte<]  gables,  like  the  rooks 

that  round  them  throng ; 

Memoricfi  of  (he  Middle  Age)*,  when  the  emperors, 

rouirh  and  N)ld. 
Had  their  dwelling  in  thy  csKtle,  tiinc-defyingp  ceii> 

turies  old ; 

And  thy  brave  and  thrifty  Inirghers  boasted,  in  their 

uncouth  rhvnn*. 
That  their  great  imperial  city  stretch'd  its  hand 

through  every  clime. 

In  the  court-yani  of  thi*  castle,  liound  with  many 

an  iron  band, 
Standi*  the  mighty  linden  planted  I7  Queen  Cmi- 

ai'XDE*s  hand; 

On  the   square  the  oriel  window,  where  in  old 

heroic  days 
Sat  the  poet  Mklchior  singing  Kaiser  Maximi- 

LiA>i*s  praisi*. 

Ever\*where  I  see  around  me  riw  the  wondrous 

world  of  Art. — 
FouiituinM  wrought  with  richt^nt  sculpture  standing 
in  the  common  mart ; 

And  aliove  cathetlral  doi>nirays  saints  and  bishops 

car^'cd  in  i*tone. 
By  a  forint*r  age  commissionM  n^  apostles  to  our  own. 

In  the  churrh  of  saintetl  Sch  ^li  Hleeps  enshrined 

his  holy  duitt 
And  in  bninre  the  Twelve  Apiv4le«guard  from  age 

to  aee  their  trurt ; 

In  the  church  of  sainted  Liwar.xcK  stands  a  pix 

of  sculpture  rare. 
Like  the  foamy  sheaf  of  fountain*,  rising  through 

the  {)ainti>d  air. 

Here,  when  art  was  still  reli^i'^n.  with  a  simple, 

n'Vfn»nt  heart, 
Liv«M  and  hiltour'd  Albrecht  DrRr.a,  the  Evan- 

ei>tii«t  of  Ajt ; 

Hence  in  »ilerice  and  in  sorriw,  toiling  still  with 

burtv  hand. 
Like  an  i'rni'.;rant  he  wanderM,  seeking  (ix  the  Dii- 

Vr  Land. 


Emierarit  is  the  inarripCion  on  lb* 

he  lies ; 
Dead  he  is  not, — but drpartedd  '§ar lfa» 

dies. 


Fairer  seems  the  ancient  city,  und  fht 

seems  mori'  fiiir. 
That  he  once  has  trod  its  paiement,  that  br 

has  breathed  its  air ! 


Ibrvis^ 


Tlirouizh  these  streets  ao  broad  and 

olMcure  and  dinmal  lanea, 
Walked  of  yore  the  Maatrrsiiigm^ 

(HM'tic  straina. 

From  remote  ami  sunleas  ■oburba,  e 

fri«'ndly  euild. 
Buililinir  nentii  in  Fame's  girat  trmplr,  aa 

the  si»'allims  buiU. 

As  the  weaver  (»lied  the  ahuttk*  wovt  ha  tos  As 

mystic  rhyme. 
And  ttie  smith  his  iroo  meaaurta  haaHBffr'd  Isiks 

anvil's  chime ; 

Thankine  (Soil,  whose  bnandlefla  wiada 

flitwers  of  |>oesy  Mimra 
In  tho  foruf's  du!4  and  ctndrra,  in  dia 

liM>m. 


Ilrre  Hk^s  HirRB,thecobbler<-pocC, 

pMitli*  craft, 
M*i«M-it  of  ihe  Twelve  Wi 

King  and  lautch'd. 


flftti 


I 


But  hi!*  house  is  now  an 

sanilod  tlisir. 
And  a  irarland  in  the  window,  and 

the  door; 

Paintiil  by  snmehumbb  artist,  as  in  Amam  ^sr^ 

in  %  **  s«mg. 
As  tbi'  olil  m.in  gray  and  dove-Gka. 

bi'aril  white  and  long. 

And  at  niirht  the  swart  mechanic 

bi<*  cark  aiul  caie, 
Quatrmir  air  fnnn  pewter  tankaid^  in  the  aMfer*! 

antique  chair. 

Vani^h'd  is  the  ancient  splrndow,  mad  Mbt  m 

drramy  eye 
Wnw  tbi'se  minirUng  abapea  and  flfw^  B*  ■ 

fsili^l  ta|iet4ry. 

Not  thy  (%>unciU.  not  thy  Kakm*  win  i«  ite  At 

wiirlil'*  regard; 
But  x\\\  (uiiitir,  ALBHirar 
^A(  H«,  thy  cuUder-faanL 
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Thus,  O  Nuremberg,  a  wanderer  from  a  region  &r 

away, 
As  he  paced  thy  streets  and  coart-yards,  sang  in 

thought  his  careless  lay : 

Gathering  from  the  pavement's  crevice,  as  a  floweret 

of  the  soil. 
The  nobility  of  labour, — the  long  pedigree  of  toil. 


THE  ARSENAL  AT  SPRINGFIELD. 

This  is  the  Arsenal.     From  floor  to  ceiling. 
Like  a  huge  organ,  rise  the  burnished  arms ; 

But  from  their  silent  pipes  no  anthem  pealing. 
Startles  the  villages  with  strange  alarms. 

Ah  !  what  a  sound  will  rise,  how  wild  and  dreary. 
When  the  death-angel  touches  those  swift  keys ! 

What  loud  lament  and  dismal  Miserere 
Will  mingle  with  their  awful  symphonies ! 

I  hear  even  now  the  infinite  fierce  chorus. 
The  cries  of  agony,  the  endless  groan. 

Which,  through  the  ages  that  have  gone  before  us. 
In  long  reverberations  reach  our  own. 

On  helm  and  harness  rings  the  Saxon  hammer, 
Through  Cimlmc  forest  roars  the  Norsemen's 

And  loud,  amid  the  universal  clamor,  [song. 

O'er  distant  deserts  sounds  the  Tartar  gong. 

I  hear  the  Florentine,  who  from  his  palace 
Wheels  out  his  battle  bell  with  dreadful  din. 

And  Aztec  priests  upon  their  teocallis 

Beat  the  wild  war-drums  made  of  serpent's  skin ; 

The  tumult  of  each  sacked  and  burning  village; 

The  shout  that  every  prayer  for  mercy  drowns ; 
The  soldiers  revels  in  the  midst  of  pillage ; 

The  wail  of  famine  in  beleaguered  towns; 

The  bursting  shell,  the  gateway  wrench'd  asimder. 
The  rattling  musketry,  the  clashing  blade ; 

And  ever  and  anon,  in  tones  of  thunder, 
The  diapason  of  the  cannonade. 

Is  it,  O  man,  with  such  discordant  noises. 
With  such  accursed  instruments  as  these, 

Thou  drownest  Nature's  sweet  and  kindly  voices, 
And  jarrest  the  celestial  harmonies  1 

Were  half  the  power,  that  fills  the  world  with  terror. 
Were  half  the  wealth,  bestow'd  on  camps  and 
courts. 

Given  to  redeem  the  human  mind  from  error. 
There  were  no  need  of  arsenals  nor  forts : 

The  warrior's  name  would  be  a  name  abhorred ! 

And  every  nation,  that  should  lift  again 
Its  hand  against  a  brother,  on  its  Ibrehead 

Would  wear  for  evermore  the  curse  of  Cain ! 

Down  the  dark  future,  through  long  generations, 
The  echoing  sounds  grow  fainter  and  then  cease ; 

And  like  a  bell,  with  solemn,  sweet  vibrations, 
I  hear  once  more  the  voice  of  Christ  say »« Peace !" 

Peace  !  and  no  longer  from  its  brazen  portals 
The  blast  of  war's  great  organ  shakes  the  skies ! 

But  beautiful  as  songs  of  the  immortals, 
The  holy  melodies  of  love  arise. 


THE  SKELETON  IN  ARMOUR. 

M Speak!  speak!  thou  fearful  guest! 
Who,  with  thy  hollow  breast 
Still  in  rude  armour  drest, 

Comest  to  daunt  me ! 
Wrapt  not  in  Eastern  balms. 
But  with  thy  fleshless  palms 
Stretch'd,  as  if  asking  alms, 

Why  dost  thou  haunt  me  ?" 

Then,  from  those  cavernous  eyes 
Pale  flashes  seemed  to  rise. 
As  when  the  Northern  skies 

Gleam  in  December ; 
And,  like  the  water's  flow 
Under  December's  snow. 
Came  a  dull  voice  of  wo 

From  the  heart's  chamber. 

(( I  was  a  Viking  old ! 
My  deeds,  though  manifold, 
No  Skald  in  song  has  told, 

No  Saga  taught  thee ! 
Take  heed,  that  in  thy  verse 
Thou  dost  the  tale  rehearse. 
Else  dread  a  dead  man's  curse! 

For  this  I  sought  thee. 

**  Far  in  the  Northern  Land, 
By  the  wild  Baltic's  strand, 
I,  with  my  childish  hand. 

Tamed  the  ger-falcon ; 
And,  with  my  skates  fast-bound, 
Skinmi'd  the  half-frozen  Sound, 
That  the  poor  whimpering  hound 

Trembled  to  walk  on. 

«  Oft  to  his  firozen  lair 
Track'd  I  the  grizzly  bear. 
While  from  my  path  the  hare 

Fled  like  a  shadow ; 
Ofl  through  the  forest  dark 
Followed  the  were-wolf 's  bark, 
Until  the  soaring  lark 
Sang  from  the  meadow. 

«  But  when  I  older  grew. 
Joining  a  corsair's  crew. 
O'er  the  dark  sea  I  flew 
With  the  marauders. 
Wild  was  the  life  we  led ; 
Many  the  souls  that  sped. 
Many  the  hearts  that  bled. 
By  our  stem  orders. 

«  Many  a  wassail-bout 
Wore  the  long  winter  out  • 
Often  our  midnight  shout 

Set  the  cocks  crowing. 
As  we  the  Berserk's  tale 
Measured  in  cups  of  ale. 
Draining  the  oaken  pail, 

Fill'd  to  o'erflowing. 

«  Once  as  I  told  in  glee 

Tales  of  the  stormy  sea. 

Soft  eyes  did  gaze  on  m^ 

Burning  yet  tender; 
an  2 
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And  u  thf  vhilf  Mm  ^irM 

On  Ihp  dukNorwiy  pine. 

On  llnl  duk  hrut  oT  bum 

FrII  ihrir  hA  ii(i(ei>ilnar. 


And  m  tba  lon¥,'tAtd» 
Our  Tiina  nprr  plighlnl. 

I'nitiT  ill  linnrii'il  thI 

Flunrr'd  1m  Utile  I<rFv4. 

Like  hinb  wilhio  thai  bh( 

Uy  tJie  h>*k  ft^itad. 

•■  Brinht  in  her  filhrr'i  lull 

-fUilelilii  j^run'd  upon  Ibr  will, 

LimhI  Mn<  ihr  miiutnli  til, 
Clianluiic  liii  kIotj  ; 

WbrnoroUhUdebnnd 

I  aidt'd  hit  d«ii)[hler'<  hand. 

MuTr  did  Ihe  ndtwlnl  itand 

"While  the  \M<>wn  lie  he  qulTd 
LoihI  tlii'ii  the  cliuii|iiun  lauah'd, 
And  u  Ihp  «itnd-«iuu  waft 

The  lea-fiiun  briifhtlT, 
IV.  llie  loud  hUKfa  er^tim. 
OnmnlKM-  lljH  iin>hi>m, 
^mn  litf  deep  drinkinK-bom 

Blew  Iha  foun  ligbdr. 

-She  «i»  ■  l^rinre'i  chjd, 
I  bul  1  V!kiug  wild. 
Ami  ItxHiKh  the  Uiub'd  uhI  ■milnl, 

1  KM  dwruilrd ! 
^hnuld  not  the  .l..vr  »  while 
F-iIlow  the  K-B-m™'.  tliithi. 
Why  did  Ihr;  leaie  thai  riiKht 
Her  iic>it  umtuordnl  1 

■■  ^aire  hail  I  jiul  lu  n-a, 
Braiuifl  the  aiiid  vilh  me, — 

Amiinf  the  .Vniwinen! — 
When  on  the  white  wsHVanl, 
Waving  hi*  aniii'd  hmid, 
S*w  we  Dili  Hihfa-lnnd. 

With  twmiy  'honmnen. 
-Tlien  launcb'd  they  iDtheUid, 
Bent  ).kr  a  rrni  earb  mart, 
Yel  we  were  rniiiiliE  &»t. 

When  llie  wiii.1  lail'du*; 
And  with  a  ■n.klrn  Haw 
i-'ttmc  r>uiiJ  dir  ipi«iv  Hkiw, 
Su  that  out  fue  we  ww 

LauEh  ■■  he  hjil'd  lu. 
"  And  aa  to  eatrh  the  nir 
Ktnind  vi-vt*d  the  llippinii  hJI. 
IK'Mh '.  «U  the  heliiMDan't  hail, 

Unih  wiihoui  i|UBner ! 
Mid4hi|ia  with  iron  hnl 
lMrurkweh.-rrihaor*lrri: 
Uuwii  hei  lilai-k  hulk  dkl  reel 

lliruUKh  Ibi-  Uack  water. 
-  A>  wilh  hi*  winm  adanL 
Kaih  the  A.-r.T 


M 
Tkffrl»^U«'>l 

Htanifa  hmk^  ■■  hmJ 
-■Hiere  liinlirT  many  yesn; 
Tune  dried  the  maiden'a  Man 
She  had  farwat  her  frai^ 

KhewaaiDKMhn; 
Death  elu«l  her  miU  bte  ei 
I'lflrr  ihil  loirerahe  liea  : 
Ne'er  ihall  the  aun  atiw 


"»<iiiip„ayli 


mfcn! 


HaieliJli 

Theauo-UvlitlMlHul! 
Ill  llir  iMtAnri'^**, 
I'libt  in  my  warlike  (ear, 
fell  I  ii|un  my  frat. 

n.  death  wuiratrftil! 
-'  Thtw.  •Mm'd  Willi  hwt  a 


renled! 
Tlirri'  tram  Ihe  flinrinK  hoal 
[Vi-)i  diiab  tl»  wtiiAwt 
>i..i/'  t.<ihe>'unhluid!  tbml! 
— Thu*  the  tale  ei 
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A  PSALM  OF  LIFE. 

WHAT  TBK  BSABT  OF  THE  TOCNO  MAN  SAID  TO  TBI 

PSALMIST. 

Tbll  me  not,  in  mournfol  numbers, 
Life  is  but  an  empty  dream ! 

For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slumbers. 
And  things  are  not  what  they  seem. 

Life  is  real !     Life  is  earnest !    -^ 
And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal ; 

Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  retumest, 
Was  not  spoken  of  the  soul.  . 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow, 

Is  our  destined  end  or  way ; 
But  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow 

Find  us  farther  than  to-day. 

Art  is  long,  and  Time  is  fleeting,^ 

And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave, 

sun,  like  muffled  drums,  are  beating 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave.   — 

In  the  world's  broad  field  of  battle, 

In  the  bivouac  of  Life,  -«- 
Be  not  Uke  dumb,  driven  cattle !  ^.^ 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife ! 

Trust  no  Future,  howe'er  pleasant ! 

Let  the  dead  Past  bury  its  dead !  J 
Act, — act  in  the  living  Present ! 

Heart  within,  and  Gon  overhead ! 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us     ^. 

We  can  make  our  lives  sublime, 
And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 

Footprints  on  the  sands  of  dme ;  ^ 

Footprints,  that  perhaps  another. 
Sailing  o*er  life's  solemn  main,  ^ 

A  forlorn  and  shipwreck'd  brother,  ^ 
Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 

Let  us,  then,  be  up  and  doing, 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate ; 
Still  achieving,  still  pursuing. 

Learn  to  labour  and  to  wait. 


THE  LIGHT  OF  STARS. 

Tbi  night  is  come,  but  not  too  soon ; 

And  sinking  silently. 
All  silently,  the  little  moon 

Drops  down  behind  the  sky. 

There  is  no  light  in  earth  or  heaven, 
But  the  cold  light  of  stars ; 

And  the  first  watch  of  night  is  given 
To  the  red  planet  Mars. 

Is  it  the  tender  star  of  love  1 
The  star  of  love  and  dreams  ? 

0  no !  from  that  blue  tent  above 
A  hero's  armour  gleams. 

And  earnest  thoughts  within  me  rise. 

When  I  behold  afar. 
Suspended  in  the  evening  skies, 

The  shield  of  that  red  star. 


0  star  of  rtrength !  I  see  thee  stand 
And  smile  upon  my  pain ; 

Thou  beckonest  with  thy  mailed  hand. 
And  I  am  strong  again. 

Within  my  breast  there  is  no  light. 
But  the  cold  light  of  stars : 

1  give  the  first  watch  of  the  night 

To  the  red  planet  Mars. 

The  star  of  the  unconquer'd  will. 

He  rises  in  my  breast, 
Serene,  and  resolute,  and  still, 

And  calm,  and  self-poesess'd. 

And  thou,  too,  whosoe'er  thou  art, 
That  readest  this  brief  psalm. 

As  one  by  one  thy  hopes  depart, 
Be  resolute  and  calm. 

O  fear  not  in  a  world  like  this. 
And  thou  shalt  know  ere  long, 

Know  how  sublime  a  thing  it  is 
To  suffer  and  be  strong. 


ENDYMION. 

Ths  rising  moon  has  hid  the  stars. 

Her  level  rays,  like  golden  bars. 
Lie  on  the  landscape  green. 
With  shadows  brown  between. 

And  silver  white  the  iher  gleams. 
As  if  Diah A,  in  her  di«MM^ 

Had  dropt  her  dlvtf  bow 

Upon  the  meadows  low. 

On  such  a  tranquil  night  as  this. 
She  woke  Eitdtmioit  with  a  kiss, 

When,  sleeping  in  the  grove. 

He  dream'd  not  of  her  love. 

Like  Dian's  kiss,  unask'd,  unsought, 
Love  gives  itself,  but  is  not  bought ; 

Nor  voice,  nor  sound  betrays 

Its  deep,  impassion'd  gaze. 

It  comes — the  beautiful,  the  free. 
The  crown  of  all  humanity — 

In  silence  and  alone 

To  seek  the  elected  one. 

It  lifts  the  bows,  whose  shadows  deep 
Are  Life's  oblivion,  the  soul's  sleep. 
And  kisses  the  dosed  eyes 
Of  him,  who  slumbering  lies. 

O,  weary  hearts !  O,  slumbering  eyes ! 
O,  drooping  souls,  whose  destinies 

Are  fraught  with  fear  and  pain. 

Ye  shall  be  loved  again ! 

No  one  is  so  accursed  by  fitte. 
No  one  so  utterly  desolate. 

But  some  heart,  though  unknown. 

Responds  unto  its  own. 

Responds — as  if,  with  unseen  wings, 
A  breath  from  heaven  had  tonch'd  its  itringP' 
And  whispers,  in  its  song, 
«  Where  hast  thou  stay'd  so  kmg  1" 


it. 
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FOOTSTEPS  OF  ANGELS. 
Will!)  the  hnun  nf  ilaf  are  number'J, 

And  (he  vmcn  of  Ihp  Xi|{ht 
Wake  (he  beUfT  rooI  ihit  ■lumber'il 

To  ■  boljr,  calm  dclitht; 
En-  (hs  pvrninii  lutap*  "i*  liKh(e<]. 


.n<l,  1 


P  rhin 


in  (he  fiirul  lin^likslit 
Usticc  upnn  lh«  ]>«rhur-wsll ; 

Then  till-  runiii  of  the  il<'[urtnl 
Kntrr  at  ihe  -open  door  i 

Thr  hr  W«l  un«,  the  tnu^-hnrlM 


But,  whan  tba  tti      'i  '    "il 

T1>a  wyu  patUlaMWW  and  U 

On  the  alanunl  air. 
Dnvii  the  hroad  *a]lrf  laM  ai^  lir 

'The  iTOublad  umy  Aal  i 

L'p  Mat  tlir  glDoiHu  asnJaf  mv, 

The  ghuljy  box  WH  Jni 
I  hivr  rruil  in  the  nurrtlloui  bean  of  b 

That  itruifF  ud  T^t  nTnlL 
Tbx  aDumf  a#  iriMOMBw  •>■*  aoJ  *i 

BrWfurr  tka  ImaM)  HHil. 


Curaa  la  TUil  nw  ithce  tnotr ; 

E..".-",. 

h„M.  I,ifc-.  nuhinc  trru^ 

He  ihe  vnung  and  otroui;.  hTiu  chcruh'd 

.  ■.  ii>i.iY  iiitht. 

Nal>le  luiiKinm  <<"  t)><'  MriA'^ 

GiL-Hlllir 

By  the  io.J.i.Je  frll  mni  peiiill'a. 

I'ort.-i 

■■..■n,^tlt. 

\Vv!uy  will)  llu  marcli  uf  lib! 

Uj.  ■■,  . 

^-.«>d 

They,  the  hirfv  w«^  anil  weakly, 
Whii  lie    roM  af  >.iiir.'riiii{  b.>n.— 

■';■ 

FolJeJ  their  pale  luii.l*  «.  in«4il;,— 

■  'ri.,«> 

t!,i- Riwi  of  J.if.- M-rea. 

Sipkr  with  u<  »i)  earth  »n  more ! 

Xa  oLh.' 

«..i.-p.  not^>un.li.  Itei*. 

Anil  Willi  thfin  llie  Biiii«  Bi-autrnuii, 

I. 

^■11 1 : 

Whii  iiiilo  my  Tcwth  WM  Kiirn, 

>"■■■  .  ■ 

hn-al.  lie  x:r. 

Miirr  (han  all  llitnan  rlne  to  ]<»e  ma. 

Bmii 

■  ivi-hing  of  Lifr'.  wa.e. 

Ami  i-  m™  tnint  in  heami. 

An.l,  »h 

<i  l!ir  Mietnn  iixi  Jerprhuni.^ 

With  a  •low  anil  noi»clrH  footitqi, 
Oomea  Ihsl  meHenid'r  Jiiine, 

KiKn' 

The  nil, 

Tmkei  tlir  vai-unt  i-h.ir  l<.-.iih-  inc. 

■J'lir  - 

4>l>m«itnnpa»*>. 

Lava  her  xiiille  hinil  in  mine. 

Uowii  II 

'  hroid  Vale  iiT  Tean  u'u 

Ami  ahe  >ita  and  gaM  at  me. 

The. 

•e,irale»n|.>>firdi 

Willi  Ihow  .lerp  ami  teniler  ev«», 
I.ik-  llir  xnn.  an  .lill  ami  aaintlike. 

Faith  .h 

Our  ghs'llr  ban.  an  de4d. 

IT  IS  NOT  ALWAV:*  MAT. 

Bn'Dlhin;  from  ber  ipa  of  KIT. 

Tni  *un  i.  hrinhl.  the  air  i*  eleai. 
The  dartini  «nlbw.  «H«A  ma^ 

(),  Ihoui^h  oft  >1e|>iFiM>M  iiiul  loneW, 

IheataMt«ri»     bw 

All  i.iy  fi-ar*  are  liii.1  a.i.te,       ' 

If  1  lull  miirinlier  niilv 
Sui-h  ^1  the*  have  iivrJ  aii.l  died ! 

f>o  Mae  V 

n  ■riii.lma  JiTer  tawK 

till  (he  Bert  aiikl  Hjwm, 

Tin:  HELKACIRKD  rlTY. 

The  fi. 

;li1.  .1  rlouil.    ■  .r^ebvW, 

All  ihins 

..  >'.idh*>hNM« 

S.< Uni'ml  Unner  nnil  <itii>. 

Th*i 

,    .1,,   Wi.Mw'»  |H>dd>M  0«fc 

Tlwt  a  liii.liiiiTliI  hfl  of  -pft-lru  pale 

And  e.rn 

tl,r  ne^  bmvtfa  Ibe  «a>M— 

HeUMjured  the  wall,  of  I'm™-. 

lliere  i 

/rl,ol4ni.nUl)W»M«. 

All  thiKi: 

■UfuMk.ilp^ 

Wiih  Ihe  »atiiiiu.>n  o-rhrj-l. 

The  rii 

.■•..^■hritiMMiite. 

There  kI.u>.I,  an  in  an  awfu)  ilntin. 

AikI  I'.!!' 

f 'milir»*k»wAM 

'I'he  army  of  (he  deuil. 

The  i,. 

K.  (•'■Ami.^^L 

White  .1'  a  wii^iz.  Ian.lw!>nl  l<.n::i.l. 

Mii.len ' 

h.,.n,,<-44i.4^^r^ 

The  ipeclral  ramp  wu  Mvn. 

Kii|..v 

,^  viiih— il  win  n*  aUj ; 

And.  with  t  wiTOwful.  d«Ti  ».)un.l. 

Eiiinv  III. 

iraeiaiire  of  At  prim^ 

The  river  (lo«'d  between. 

Fo'r.n 

.(i.notdw.7aMa.! 

No  irtlMT  «f4ee  nor  lounrl  waa  there, 

Enj.iit  l!ie 

.;Tm,^LmniTM^ 

No.1nint.n«-nirr-|paAiH: 

T.."  ^.11 

-.•.MM»lW.fcw» 

r«r  T."- 

».llta:A.iHfe*.Mk- 

A>  el.>u.)a  » ilh  rlouda  finbran. 

Thrr. 

r.-<.,>hudawbaljMi'aMM. 

HENRY   W.   LONGFELLOW. 
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MIDNIGHT  MASS  FOR  THE  DYING 

YEAR. 


Ysfi,  the  year  U  growing  old. 
And  his  eye  is  pale  and  blear'd! 

Death,  with  frosty  hand  and  cold, 
Plucks  the  old  man  by  the  beard, 
Sorely, — sorely ! 

The  leaves  are  falling,  falling, 

Solemnly  and  slow ; 
Caw  !  caw !  the  rooks  are  calling, 

It  is  a  sound  of  wo, 
A  sound  of  wo  ! 

Through  woods  and  mountain-passes         , 
The  winds,  like  anthems,  roll ; 

They  are  chanting  solemn  masses. 
Singing ;  Pray  for  this  poor  soul, 
Pray,— pray ! 

The  hootled  clouds,  like  friars. 
Tell  their  beads  in  drops  of  rain, 

And  patter  their  doleful  prayers ; — 
But  their  prayers  are  all  in  vain. 
All  in  vain ! 

There  he  stands,  in  the  foul  weather. 

The  foolish,  fond  Old  Year, 
Crown'd  with  wild  flowers  and  with  heather. 

Like  weak,  despised  Lear, 
A  king, — a  king ! 

Then  comes  the  summer-like  day, 

Bids  the  old  man  rejoice  ! 
His  joy !  his  last!  0,  the  old  man  gray 

Loveth  her  ever-soft  voice. 
Gentle  and  low. 

To  the  crimson  woods  he  saith, 

And  the  voice  gentle  and  low 
Of  the  soft  air,  like  a  daughter's  breath, 

Pray  do  not  mock  me  so  ! 
Do  not  laugh  at  me  ! 

And  now  the  sweet  day  is  dead ; 

Cold  in  his  arms  it  lies. 
No  stain  from  its  breath  is  spread 

Over  the  glassy  skies. 
No  mist  nor  stain  ! 

Then,  too,  the  Old  Year  dieth. 

And  the  forests  utter  a  moan. 
Like  the  voice  of  one  who  crieth 

In  the  wilderness  alone. 
Vex  not  his  ghost ! 

Then  comes,  with  an  awful  roar. 

Gathering  and  sounding  on. 
The  storm-wind  from  Labrador, 

The  wind  Euroclydon, 
The  storm-wind ! 

Howl !  howl !  and  from  the  forest 

Sweep  the  red  leaves  away  ! 
M'^ould,  the  sins  that  thou  abhorrest, 

0  soul !  could  thus  decay. 

And  be  iwept  away ! 
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For  there  shall  come  a  mightier  blast, 

There  shall  be  a  darker  day ; 
And  the  stars,  from  heaven  down-cast, 
Like  red  leaves  be  swept  away ! 
Kyrie  Eleyson ! 
Christa  Eleyson ! 


THE  VILLAGE  BLACKSMITH. 


UarDER  a  spreading  chestnut  tree 
The  village  smithy  stands ; 

The  smith,  a  mighty  man  u  he. 
With  large  and  sinewy  hands ; 

And  the  muscles  of  his  brawny  arms 
Are  strong  as  iron  bands. 

His  hair  is  crisp,  and  black,  and  long ; 

His  face  is  like  the  tan ; 
His  brow  is  wet  with  honest  sweat ; 

He  earns  whatever  he  can. 
And  looks  the  whole  world  in  the  face. 

For  he  owes  not  any  man. 

Week  in,  week  out,  from  morn  till  night. 
You  can  hear  his  bellows  blow ; 

You  can  hear  him  swing  his  heavy  sledge, 
With  measured  beat  and  slow. 

Like  a  sexton  ringing  the  village  bell 
When  the  evening  sun  is  low. 

And  children  coming  home  from  school 

Look  in  at  the  open  door ; 
They  love  to  see  the  flaming  forge. 

And  hear  the  bellows  roar. 
And  catch  the  burning  sparks  that  fly 

Like  chaff  from  a  threshing-floor. 

He  goes  on  Sunday  to  the  church. 

And  sits  among  his  boys ; 
He  hears  the  parson  pray  and  preach. 

He  hears  his  daughter's  voice, 
Singing  in  the  village  choir, 

And  it  makes  his  heart  rejoice. 

It  sounds  to  him  like  her  mother's  voice. 

Singing  in  Paradise ! 
He  needs  must  think  of  her  once  more. 

How  in  the  grave  she  lies ; 
And  with  his  hard,  rough  hand  he  wipes 

A  tear  out  of  his  eyes. 

Toiling — rejoicing — sorrowing — 
OnwaM  through  life  he  goes : 

Each  morning  sees  some  task  begin, 
Each  evening  sees  it  close ; 

Something  attempted — something  done, 
Has  earned  a  night's  repose. 

Thanks,  thanks  to  thee,  my  worthy  friend. 
For  the  lesson  thou  hast  taught ! 

Thus  at  the  flaming  forge  of  Life 
Our  fortunes  must  be  wroughi. 

Thus  on  its  sounding  anvil  shaped 
Each  burning  deed  and  thought. 
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EXCELSIOR. 

The  nhoilcs  of  nif^ht  wore  falling  fag!. 
Am  throii';h  :m  Alpine  villa^  pasaM 
A  youth,  who  lM»rt%  niiil  mow  and  ice, 
A  huiincr  with  tho  strange  device, 
Exrt'lsior ! 

llirt  !irow  was  nail ;  hi**  eye  beneath 
FlashM  like  a  taulrliion  from  iu  ahemUl, 
And  like  a  nilvrr  clarion  nini:; 
The  areents  of  that  unknown  tongue, 
Exc»Uii>r ! 

In  liappy  homeA  he  saw  the  light 
Of  housrhoUl  fires  :;leani  warm  and  bright 
A  hove,  the  h|ieetrul  (;lat*ien  ahone. 
And  from  his  hps  eMM(>od  a  groan, 
ExeiNior ! 

«*Tiy  rii»t  the  pax-* I"  t!ie  old  man  said; 
*•  Dark  lowerx  the  teNi|ie<«t  overhead. 
The  PMrini;  torrent  ii  dei'p  and  wide!" 
Aiiil  linul  that  «'I.iri<»n  voiee  replied, 
IjXreNinr ! 

«•  O  rttay,"  the  maiden  xaid,  '<and  rest 
Thv  wi-arv  head  ui»on  thi*  hrruftt !" 
A  tear  stixtd  in  hi>i  hrii;ht  Hue  eye, 
13 ut  Mtill  he  auKwerM,  with  a  sigh, 
ExceUiur ! 

♦«  Beware  tlie  p'rie  tn"e'«  witherM  branch ! 
Beware  the  awful  avalanehe  !** 
ThiK  w.iA  the  |NM<.int*H  lant  i^rKMl-night ; 
A  voice  replied,  fir  up  the  height. 
Excelsior! 

At  break  of  d»y.  as  heavenward 
The  ]iiouH  nioTiket  of  Saint  ISKaMAWD 
I'lter'd  the  i>l>-n*|ieate«l  prayer, 
A  vi>ire  eri.'d  thr>>ii<jh  the  startled  air, 

E\celsii»r ! 

A  travelliT.  hy  the  fiithful  hound, 
MLilf-'iiiried  in  the  -uhw  was  fiun*!, 
>i\\\  cra-piu:;  in  liix  Iiaiid  of  ice 
Tliat  haiiner  \^ith  the  stran;j»*  device, 
FlxcfUiiir  I 

Thrre.  in  the  t\\i!i.;'it  fi'ld  and  graj, 
1.itr!r>i<4.  Iiiit  I'l'iMtit'id.  he  lay. 
And  fViMU  tin'  "ky.  H«'iriie  ami  f.iT, 
A  \oice  fell,  likr  :i  t".i*'ip:i;  sIatI 


THE  K  \I\V  PAY. 


Be  atill,  md  heart,  and  reMe  rcpiniaf : 
Behind  the  clouds  is  the  sun  stiU  ■h.jiiof ; 
Thj  fale  is  the  common  late  of  ■!! : 
Into  each  li£e  some  rain  mu*t  tsiU 

Some  dajs  must  be  dark  aLd  dreary. 


Tin:  day  i*  ci^M.  ut'.il  il  iik.  and  dreary  ; 
It  r.tin*.  an  1  the  witiil  i*  n<*^er  weary  ; 
T'h-  \!:ie  <!:11  ilii..;-.  tn  the  niiMiMenii:;  wall, 
Biit  at  e%erv  311 -l  l!»e  dead  Ii-avc*  fall, 
An.l  the  d«y  i*  dark  and  dn'ary. 

My  life  {4  e.Md.  and  tl.irk.  and  dn*  ink" ; 
It  r.iin-i.  niid  the  wind  i*  never  weary;     ^ 
My  thonjlitH  Htill  cliii^  to  the  m'^uMerinff  pi<, 
llut  the  ho|ieii  of  youth  fall  thick  in  the  blMt, 
And  the  days  are  dark  and  drwrf. 


MAIDENHOOD. 

MAinK!t !  with  the  merit,  brown  rrr%. 
In  whone  orbs  a  sh«lt»w  li««. 
Like  the  duf>k  in  evminf  vkirs! 

Thou,  whi»w  I'K-k*  outuhine  l^.r  tur., 
Ciiilden  treHi>eii,  w  rratlird  in  unr. 
As  the  br;iid«  d  MreamJrts  run ! 

Rtamlinir.  with  n'liietant  U<tt, 
Where  the  bnNtk  and  river  meet  * 
Wonianh'tod  am!  ehildhmvl  6«v! ! 

Oazins.  with  a  tiini>l  i;lani%. 
On  the  liriHiklt  l*B  •wiii  ii«hanre. 
On  the  ri\er'k  broad  ex^uitic! 

Deep  and  Mill,  that  plidinc  ttrrini 
Beautiful  to  tliiv  fiiu«t  srem. 
Ah  the  n\or  of  a  dn-axn. 

Then,  why  pamv*  w  ilh  iiidc^-i'.on. 
When  bri^rbl  an^cN  in  thv  vi-ion 

m 

Beckon  thee  t«>  field)*  Khsian ! 

Beeiit  thou  «hadiiw«  «ailin:r  by. 
A*  the  diive.  with  »tifilei!  r«e. 
Seen  the  fj|e«»n'«  »hailow  fly  ' 

Hearert  thou  v.-ii  e<  imi  the  *h'irr. 
That  our  inr«  {mth  i^e  iio  m*>np, 
DeafenM  by  lite  c  itj.rirt*«  tx^t  * 

O.  thou  eh  ill  of  many  pniyeT*  • 

Life  hath  i;uirk-iiH?«. — I.ifr  hirh  «r-  ■•' 

Care  and  a^e  eonie  unawares! 

Like  tht^  «we!I  i>f  •iMnr  rwret  lu'ie. 
Mnri.iii-;  ri'i-«  i!it.>  !iii.-»n. 
May  L'hdeii  onward  int.>  June. 

ChildhiMiiI  i*  the  Uineh  where  tfa-  ^t'I 
Bird<(  anil  li|.t-«'Mn«  many-nuniVr*!  .— 
Age,  that  Uiujh  wi'h  *nowi  ra.-cr.rc :  - 

Gather,  ihi-n.  rai  h  fli»«pr  thai  c^w^ 
When  the  vimitij  hi -art  nvrrflowm. 
To  cndialni  iha!  tetil  nf  *now^ 

Beir  .1  lilv  in  th\   h^tid  ; 

(lafex  iif  hr  I'*-  i-iiin*tt  mthptanJ 

One  ti>\ii  h  iif  tliat  rni^ir  wand. 

Bear,  tbriMijh  «nrTiiw.  wnrmr.  attd  r^'-V. 
In  thy  lii-irt  ihi'  ■!fw  of  jou'h. 
On  thy  hpt  the  p:iiile  of  tnith. 

O.  th  It  ilew.  like  )<«lm.  «hall  sie«l 
Into  woumf«.  that  ejinn>>i  hraL 
Even  a4  »teep  our  r\r«  dk>kh  iral ; 

And  that  smile,  like  aanvhiDfi, 
Into  many  a  sunleM  heart. 
For  a  smiie  of  Uud  thoa  ML 


rr*" 
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X 


My  t!i>>iijht4  Htill  rlinc  to  ine  itioukh'iiiik  i'- ■•« 

IJut  thr  h.»j»*ii  of  youth  U\\  Uiirk  in  the  WmI,  Into  many  a  Minir«j»««t. 

And  ihf  Hayi  are  (lark  and  ilrmy.  For  a  iinik  of  God  "^ 


1)1  f.  n  p  a:  n  «  iiio  &.. 


WILLIAM  GILMORE  SIMMS. 


[Bora.  IW7.] 


The  author  of  "  Guy  Riverg,"  "  Southern  Pag- 
Mges  and  Pictures,"  etc.,  was  bom  in  Charleston, 
South  Carolina,  in  the  spring  of  1807.  His  mother 
died  during  his  infancy,  and  his  father  soon  after 
emigrated  to  one  of  the  western  territories,  leaving 
him  under  the  guardianship  of  a  grandmother, 
who  FU|>erintcnded  his  early  education.  When 
not  more  than  nine  or  ten  years  old,  he  began  to 
write  verses  ;  at  fifteen  he  was  a  contributor  to  the 
poetical  department  of  the  gazettes  printed  near 
his  home ;  and  at  eighteen  he  published  his  first 
volume,  entitle<l  « Lyrical  and  other  Poems," 
which  was  followed  in  the  next  two  years  by 
*'Eirly  Lays,"  and  "The  Vision  of  Cortez  and 
other  Pieces,"  and  in  1830,  by  "The  Tricolor,  or 
Three  Days  of  Blootl  in  Paris."  In  each  of  these 
four  volumes  there  were  poetical  ideas,  and  occa- 
sionally well-finished  verses ;  but  they  are  worthy 
of  little  regard,  except  as  indications  of  the  early 
tendency  of  the  author's  mind. 

When  twenty-one  years  old,  Mr.  Simms  was 
admitted  to  the  bar,  and  began  to  practise  his  pro- 
fession in  his  native  district ;  but  feeling  a  deep  in- 
terest in  the  political  questions  which  then  agitated 
the  country,  he  soon  abandoned  the  courts,  and 
purchased  a  daily  gazette  at  Charleston,  which  he 
edited  for  several  years,  with  industry,  integrity, 
and  ability. •  It  was,  however,  unsuccessful,  and 
he  lost  by  it  all  his  property,  as  well  as  the  pros- 
pective earnings  of  several  years.  His  ardour  was 
not  lessened  by  this  failure,  and,  confident  of  suc- 
cess, he  determined  to  retrieve  his  fortune  by  author- 
ship. He  had  been  married  at  an  early  age ;  his 
wife,  as  well  as  his  father,  was  now  dead ;  and  no 
domestic  ties  binding  him  to  Charleston,  he  in  the 
spring  of  1832  visited  for  the  first  time  the  northern 
states.  After  travelling  over  the  most  interesting 
portions  of  the  country,  he  paused  at  the  rural  vil- 
lage of  Hingham,  in  Massachusetts,  and  there  pre- 
pared for  the  press  his  principal  poetical  work, 
"  Atalantis.  a  Story  of  the  Sea,"  which  was  pub- 
lished at  New  York  in  the  following  winter.  This 
is  an  imaginative  story,  in  the  dramatic  form ;  its 
plot  is  exceedingly  simple,  but  effectively  managed, 
and  it  contains  much  beautiful  imagery,  and  fine 
description.  While  a  vessel  glides  over  a  summer 
sea,  Lr.ov.one  of  the  principal  characters,  and  his 
sister  Is  V BEL,  hear  a  benevolent  spirit  of  the  air 
wnrning  them  of  the  designs  of  a  sea-god  to  lure 
them  into  peril. 

/^ij.  Diiiflt  honr  thp  strnin  i?  nttwr'd,  Isabel  1 
ha.  All,  all !     It  ««p<»k*»,  rnethoiight,  of  peril  n»?ar, 

Prom  rnrk.H  and  wiles  of  the  ocean  :  did  it  not  1 
L(on.  It  did,  but  idly  !     Here  ran  lurlc  no  roclcs; 

For,  by  the  chart  which  now  before  me  lien, 

•  The  Charleston  City  Gazette,  conducted  by  Mr.  Siwiwa, 
wa9, 1  believe,  the  fir!*t  journal  in  South  Carolina  that 
took  ground  against  the  principle  of  uulltflcation. 


Thy  own  unpractised  eye  may  welF  discern 
The  wide  extent  of  the  ocean— thorelesa  all. 
The  land,  for  many  a  league,  to  tbe  eastward  hangij 
And  not  a  [mint  beside  it. 

Isa.  Wherefore,  then, 
8h'iiild  come  this  voice  of  warning  1 

/.ron.  From  the  deep : 
It  hHth  its  demons  as  the  earth  and  air. 
All  tributaries  to  the  master>fiend 
That  setH  their  springs  in  motion.    This  is  one. 
That,  doubting  to  mislead  us,  plants  this  wile. 
So  to  divert  our  course,  that  we  may  strike 
The  very  rocks  he  fain  would  warn  ua  from. 

ha.  A  subtle  (iprite :  and,  now  I  think  of  it, 
Dojit  thou  remember  the  old  story  told 
By  Diaz  Ortis,  the  lame  mariner, 
Of  an  adventure  in  the  Indian  Seaa, 
Where  he  made  one  with  John  of  Portugal, 
Touching  a  woman  of  the  ocean  wave, 
Tliai  Bwani  hepide  the  barque,  and  sang  strange  songs 
Of  riches  in  the  waters  ;  with  a  speecli 
So  winninit  on  the  senses,  that  the  crew 
Grew  all  infected  with  the  melody; 
And,  but  for  a  good  father  of  tbe  church. 
Who  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  offer*d  up 
Befitting  prayers,  which  drove  the  fiend  away. 
They  had  been  templed  by  her  cunning  voice 
To  leap  into  the  ocean. 

Leon.  I  do,  I  do ! 
And,  at  the  time,  I  do  remember  me, 
I  made  much  mirth  of  the  extravagant  tale, 
As  a  deceit  of  the  reason :  tbe  old  man 
Being  in  his  second  childhood,  and  at  fits 
Wild,  as  you  know,  on  other  themes  tlian  this. 

ha.  I  never  more  shall  mock  at  marvellous  things. 
Such  strange  conceits  bath  aAer-time  found  true. 
That  once  were  themes  for  Jest.    I  shall  not  smile 
At  the  most  monstrous  legend. 

Leon.  Nor  will  I: 
To  any  tale  of  mighty  wonderment  ^ 

I  ghall  bestow  my  ear,  nor  wonder  more ; 
And  every  fancy  that  my  childhood  bred. 
In  vni rant  dreams  of  frolic,  I  shall  look 
To  have,  without  rebuke,  my  sense  approve. 
Thus,  like  a  little  island  in  the  sea. 
Girt  in  by  perilous  waters,  and  unknown 
To  all  adventure,  may  be  yon  same  cloud, 
Specking,  with  fleecy  bosom,  the  blue  aky, 
Lit  by  the  rising  moon.    There  we  may  dream. 
And  find  no  censure  in  an  after  day — 
Throng  the  assembled  fairies,  perched  on  beams. 
And  ridins  on  their  way  triumnbantly. 
There  gather  the  coy  spirits.    Many  a  fky, 
Rovinc  the  silver  sands  of  that  sante  isle,  ^ 

Floating  in  ar.ure  ether,  plumes  her  wing 
Of  ever-frolicsome  fancy,  and  pursues — 
While  myriads,  like  herself,  do  watch  the  chaser- 
Some  truant  sylph,  through  the  infinitude 
Of  their  uncircumscribed  and  rich  domain. 
There  iiport  they  through  the  night,  with  mimicry 
Of  HtrifK  and  battle  ;  striking  their  tiny  shields 
And  slathering  into  combat;  meeting  fierce. 
With  lip  compress'd  and  spear  aloA,  and  eye 
Glaring  with  fight  and  d«sperate  circumstance ; 
Then  sudden—in  a  moment  all  their  wrath 
Mellow *d  to  friendly  terme  of  courtesy- 
Throwing  aside  the  dread  array,  and  link*d 
Elach  in  his  foe's  embrace.    Then  comes  the  danc*, 
The  gratefbl  route,  tbe  wild  and  musical  pomp, 
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Th»*  lon^  pmcePflion  o'er  flmtMtlc  rtialma 

Of  ciniid  nml  niiiiinbraiii,  thmuih  th«  rnainour'd  nighlf 

Mil  kins  it  all  on(>  revel.     Thus  ihi*  eye, 

Hr«'aihfil  on  by  finry,  with  eiilarftil  arope, 

Tiiriiuch  the  pnitraited  and  deep  hu»b  of  nifht 

M  ly  null*  thi>  fain**!!,  c<mriiin<  th"  lazy  bouri 

In  V  iriiitiH  tlunzi-*!,  iind  withnul  f.itism*. 

A  rli  nl-  r  iif ,  wlio  tell  their  time  by  fluwera, 

Ami  livi'  nil  »-|>hrrii,  nnd  biTe  utim  for  Inmpfl, 

Ant  riiL'lit  dewM  fir  antbruaia  ;  pereh'd  on  brami, 

s.ii'ftliiiir  iliniuch  Miai-e.  even  with  the  Katterinc  light 

On  v.h  <.li  thi'V  fffil  and  fmlic. 

I-ii.  A  Mwi-i't  ilrtvini: 
Aiiil  yt'i,  iiinro  thiii  Hime  tale  we  InnchM  at  once, 
Tiii>  Htiiry  if  I  III  OuTiM,  i!t  iitud*'  fmilli  — 
]'•  r«  h:uii-i-  iiiif  all  a  dream.    I  would  not  doubt. 

/.«.'N.  .\nd  yt-t  Ihrre  may  be,  drr!«ii*d  in  aubtle  guiae 
or  ini!<>io|ii'i  It'd  art.  tMiiiie  jjiy  direit 
('!'  I. Ill, I. II  iiiiijiiraliiiii  iiiix'd  with  Ihii. 
y-  Til  •  ( iinniiitf  hf-riinan  havim  naturitl  «kil>^ 
.'••i.  from  the  Itmik^,  wr  li'arn  m-iy  y**t  hr  dont*— 
Hull  '-.•ind  iinr  vi'ii|iMra  liicure  pitch'd  hu  voice, 
!.•  .-«-liiis  111  Wiiiitniily. 

/i-i    it  in  mil  i('i, 
Or  Attt't  my  itfv.**'  drreivi' ?     Look  lh»*re:  the  wive 
A  p'-n  h  iN-yniid  (nir  h-ir(|iie.     Whit  dimt  Ihnu  »ei>  I 

/•i.fi.  A  iii.ir%'i.>lliiim  «hi|»^.  thit  with  the  billow  ciirii. 
In  '/-tnili-iU  iif  the  di*f|i,  aiid  yet  i#  mil 
1:4  wiiiitril  Imnli'ii;  fur  itonealh  the  wav*^ 
I  mark  a  cr  ii  iuiH  form,  thoiish  nulhiiii|  cleir 
'>''  viN.isi*  I  iliiciern.     Asam  it  «|H*akii. 

Till'  ship  IK  wnTketl,  ami  ATALiifTin,  •  fairy, 
Willi' irri II :r  iiloii;:;  thi*  U'urh  with  an  attrnili&iit,  Sva, 
liisiMvcfH  the  iiianiiimte  funii  of  Lkux  cliii^n,;  to 
a  s|Mr. 

But  what  lit  hi>r«*, 
CM't.iiiii;  a  *h  iH.  and  lifi-li-nkly  ntreli-h'd  oiii  1 

.N'.i    Oiit>  I  if  the  creatures  uf  that  ciMidty  barqne— 
I*-  n  h  iri>  I'  ili»  iiiily  oiif  nf  many  men, 
Th  ii.  fiitiii  their  distant  hoiiicf,  wvnl  forth  In  her, 
.\!i  I  her«>  have  perinhM. 

./  ,tl.  Till- re  H  life  in  him— 
\i:>l  iiH  lii'.irt  ^Mell«  bf Ileal h  my  hind,  with  piilic 
Km  fill  a  Hit  fiuil,  relurnin:  now,  now  ff-me, 
I  n.ii  imn  h  I  fi-ar  it  may  mil  mine  again, 
linw  \>ry  x.iiiii!;  he  i^— hnW  iiejiilifiil ! 
M  I'll  .  Willi  a  til  til  lilr«H  ^i>n«i'  of  H  hit  m  irtj% 
In  111  inly  t:r:iri'  and  rhHi'lI'd  •■li'caiin* ; 
Anil  r  tiiiri-i«.  riMiiiiU'd  in  an  nire  a  mn'iM 
A*  "'ir  iiwii,  .Nk.%.     Therr,  hiN  I've  uiif<  li!«— 
*"  lint  :i\v;iv,  Jill,  and  let  lliff  liMitl  on  hiiii: 
Ir  >  iniml  lie,  th  It  Mil  h  a  fnrni  h*  lhi<, 
Sii  li.v.iv  ami  romiM-llin?.  riiik*  Iwlnw 
'll.i-  ip.itiire*  iif  iiiir  kinuiliiiii.     Ili*  h  one. 
1 1,  it,  ':  I'ln.'-i  th<-i:i  all,  luiflit  Wt  II  drfy  citiiipare— 
O.  t>|llUl:ii!:ill  III  it  i>hiiM-: 

.\*.I     He  l.'ikn  a«  WrII, 

In  iii!n  ird  #«'i'i.ini;,  a*  n'lr  uwn,  melhiniwa  — 
Ai'il  \i-1.  hi'  III  IV  hi*  hill  a  •hiiH  li  ihin:;. 
W  1 1. 1  III:;  in  evi-ry  "Imw  ff  I'm  hiril  ii>'n«>> 
^\Vh.i  U  III  tV>-4  the  vtaml.iril  <>f  trn^  purlleni  e 
.-.*'  .i    O.  I  :iiii  i>tire  then-  m  n'>  want  in  hnii  > 
T!i'-  -Miiii  ii.ii«t  In-  tr'ie.  Ill''  N--n--  If  liijli. 
Til-  !-nil  ;i4  f.ir  a^rriidine.  «»ln»na  and  tirr,"'if. 
A"  I-  till-  fi-nii  he  wi-.ir«,  ami  lliev  «hiiiilii  (••• 
rii-i]<iil  til  inhiitii  -'twere  a  tiitins  h>>iiie  : 
llnilhi'  III!  hini.  NKa.      V,\\\  Iiimi  wilii  ili)  h  inr, 
Ai-  i  o-i  irii-i^e  liiiii      I  WiMild  hive  hlin  -|  •'.ik, 
Aiitl  MiiiMfv  inv  diMibi      Slay,  vi-t  a  while  - 
Ni-w,  uhi'i-  liiik  ^e>i)ki>fl  itleep,  I'll  plice  ni>  h;i 
l'|ii>ii  hi«  nwn— 11  \*  Hit  heaiiiif'il : 
Si|.  h  li|i<i  >iiiiiild  ci«v  I'orih  niUDic— aurh  a  aw^ei 

^^>■ill•l  iiiie  I II  t*itt  III  heaven— Ibc  produce  iheri* 

Of  ifii.f  |i:itfliti.d  4;.ftr.:eiif.  [KiistM  ktm. 


Ijiou.  [«rarf«  ]  Cling  In  me — 
Am  I  not  with  thee  miw,  my  laaBBLl         [S««e«f  if^a 

.fral.  O,  crntie  »<iuii4a— hnw  •wectly  4»€  l»r)  U^ 
III  bniken  iiiurmura,  like  a  Hwlo^y, 
From  liiM,  thai  vraitiiki  kxig  on  Unmt  Wftffla. 
Had  learn'd  !••  murmur  like  lh»M.     Wafe*  M**^ 
r^weri  pir.iiiKer  1     If  my  lips  havr  «rT*«iki  tkm  t^\ 
Ami  won  thee  bark  In  lifr,  ili>iuxh  but  i.»  aigk. 
And  «leep  aeiin  in  death,  Ibey  all  ill,  ottcw  naav. 
Wake  and  reitore  Ihee. 

S(N)n  after  thr  apprftrmncc  of  ••  AtalaKlu."  V;. 
SfXMH  {lutili^hitl.  in  the  -  Auwnran  Quaivri  ~  a 
rvvit'w  of  Mrn.  TH4iLLurL'«  -  Uomratic  Mau^?« 
of  thi'  Aiiirriraiiii.'*  which  «■*  rrpnnto^i,  m  wr^r-^ 

ttliliiiiis,  ill  tltiii  I'ltuiilry  and  iu  EugUnJ;  ar. :  a 
ls:)3  ap|K'ari>tl  hi»  firi>t  ruiuAnrr,  •^Maftm  K^«r. 
thi'  Ntiiry  of  a  Criiiiiiul."  porta  uf  mliKh  Kad  :««% 
priiilt'J  ><4*\i'rjl  \\;\r*  l^'lori;  in  a  mac«sinr  et*»'  ^  > 
l^l  !iy  liiiii  ill  ('harlt'*iti)n.  In  thr  aamr  ^ra/  :# 
puMiohiil  ••'I'hir  ISimiW  uf  Mv  laauiv.**  bkJl  lu  \^ 

a  m  • 

hiiiiiiiifruf  1k:M,  "ttuy  RnrrmaTairof  tsvorrsa.' 
whirh  wan  foli'mi-ij  hy  "TIw  Vrniawe*-.'"  -  V^ 
Partisan."  ••  MrUii  hani}ir."  ••  iVlaji*,"*  -I'ari  W  r^ 
lirr,**  ••'J*hi*  Ujiiim'I  uf  Ihirirn.**  ••The  Kinar-ka." 
*'Thp  lli^t.iry  of  ^^^imth  t'aroUna."*  ^Ttw  V,^^ 
Hi-:irt,*'  iiiid  niimrriiUii  *>ki'trhr4.  mirw^  baJ  -.• 
o<'i|jiiii-4.  in  the  |H'ri(Nlii-al4.  Sf'%rr»]  olhrr  ■  cu 
)u\f  U-i*n  Ci'iirmlly  :ittriSuti*«l  tn  him;  ihovc^  *. ^ 
ainouitt  of  hin  arkniiwlttlTril  wntinc*  aaii—  *•-  v 
art  trri'iit  UH  I  mo  man  rouUl  ha\tf  pmlumi  auwv  te 
ciiiiiiiii'iirtil  hi.H  carti-r  aa  an  author.  Hia  b-«cM 
\\.\\v  Nfii  viTy  {HipitUr.  partirularly  in  tbr  ao«;*Jkm 
hl.iti':!.  thf  M-i>iirrv  aiiil  hi«tiirv  i^f  » turh.  ar^e?!.  i 
tlii-tn  an'  ilf^iiitieil  to  illii«tratr.  Thrmhi^Bl  'x^ 
iiiihTiilili*  (Ir.iiiiatii*  |»-jw-«*r.  aiiii  fcime  of  ibr  c&ifv- 
tiTH  lire  ilriwii  with  i;ri-at  akill. 

Hin  ••S.iijtiiorii  Pa«'<si;!t»  irul  VjtcXm^m'  %^^nni 
in  New-  York,  in  1*^:)U.  uiiil  h**  ha«  ainrr  pu^c.> 
*'  Kli)ritl.i.'*  in  five  CitiittiH.  anil  manT  aboitr 
Thi'v  aro  on  a  criMt  variety  of  au^jtrtt,  %ul. 
aliiiixt  rvrry  tniM^iire.  An^mz  then  art  artrrft 
\rry  spirih-il  hall.tiU.  founih*.'  im  IniliAB  tim2.^'«i 
mill  on  iiiriilnit^  in  thr  w  ,ir  t.-r  imlrprnilew.  K» 
Ml)  If  i^  fnt-  aiul  iii«'iiHhiiii«.  hm  fanry  firttilr  afr:  -> 
vi-iitni',  niiil  hill  inu^tTv  CI  fwrally  wrll  r&«»% 
thiMi:;h  iN  ri:iir<*  i<  hmitril :  but  wiOMtkarv  \m 
HiMni'!^  an*  i!ii|M  rfi-i-l.  aiiil  hu  niiraninc  B0i  rai^' 
niiili-r-t^MhU  Ui>  i«  ^trtMitriy  attai-hrt!  ta>  Lm  r  **>- 
try.  hut  hi4  *i\  t:ip:itl;:i'^  »«-t  mi  to  nir  lo  Kr  U«i  r*. 
Tlio  riviT-i.  f.in**!*.  «a^aimA«.  an.!  iiiatitut»-ri«  <" 
thi'  <M)ii*h.  h«'  ri-;:-iri!4  With  fifltni;*  hbuIat  I«>  '.v^« 
with  wliii'h  Will  rrii.n  h>«)k«  ufkin  thr  BinaCa-s^^ 
laki*'*.  ariil  «iri.il  -yotnu*  of  Nrw  KncUa^ 

^f^.  Simmk  i<»  .i.;ai!i  iiurrit^I.  ami  DtfW  fi«a3«^  a 
thr  \ii-)iiily  t>f  ('harli*^l'>ii.  lie  u  in  ihr  wrrx-jat 
of  I::'i'  .iiiil  i-!i«r^\.  aiiil  it  ri»a«taRt!y  wfiUtx  &■*<: 
a!.liri;;  t-«  li:-  ri  piit.iii-m.  Ilr  i«  rvtmi^  is  ^» 
h  i'  It-.  ^  •!  «  L'lle  ii;ti>  Mk-irty,  anJ  k«rp*  atx^  :-.c 
.i!l  r.in:ri%i  rrii  •! :  iKtilin;  happinraa  ia  Ihr  Sp^'^ 
of  hi«  f  iiiiiiy,  a.'non;  hi*  hotiWa.  ami  in  coi !■*!»*■>• 
r'ii'i'  .nil!  |N-r^iiiol  intrrrourar  with  hia  htr^"* 
frii-ii<!«.  Hi*  \*  a  fiitr  'fwinirn  of  thf  tnm  atwa*^ 
L:i-iil!<-!;i.iii.  aiiil  rornhinra  in  himarlf  ihr  high  ^u> 
tuii  aitrihulc'J  to  that  characteff. 
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THE  SLAIN  EAGLE. 


Ths  eye  that  marked  thy  flight  with  deadly  aim. 
Had  less  of  warmth  and  splendour  than  thine  own ; 
I'he  form  that  did  thee  wrong  could  never  claim 
The  matchless  vigour  which  thy  wing  hath  shown ; 
Yet  art  thou  in  thy  prido  of  flight  o*ertlirown ; 
And  the  far  hilU  that  echoed  back  thy  scream. 
As  from  storm-gathering  clouds  thou  sent'st  it 

down, 
Shall  see  no  more  thy  red-eyed  glances  stream 
For  their  far  summits  round,  with  strong  and  ter- 
rible gleam. 

Lone  and  majestic  monarch  of  the  cloud ! 
2Vo  more  I  see  thee  on  the  tall  clifT's  brow, 
When  tempests  meet,  and  from  their  watery  shroud 
Pour  their  wild  torrents  on  the  plains  below, 
Lifting  thy  fearless  wing,  still  free  to  go. 
True  in  thy  aim,  undaunted  in  thy  flight, 
As  seeking  still,  yet  scorning,  every  foe — 
Shrieking  the  while  in  consciousness  of  might, 
To  thy  own  realm  of  high  and  undisputed  light 

Thy  thought  was  not  of  danger  then — thy  pride 
Lett  thee  no  fear.  Thou  hadst  gone  forth  in  storms, 
And  thy  strong  pinions  had  been  bravely  tried 
Against  their  rush.    Vainly  their  gathering  forms 
Had  striven  against  thy  wing.  Such  conflict  warms 
The  nobler  spirit ;  and  thy  joyful  shriek 
Gave  token  that  the  strife  itself  had  charms 
For  the  born  warrior  of  the  mountain  peak, 
He  of  the  giant  brood,  sharp  fang,  and  bloody  beak. 

How  didst  thou  then,  in  very  mirth,  spread  far 
Thy  pinions'  strength ! — with  freedom  that  became 
Audacious  license,  with  the  winds  at  war. 
Striding  the  yielding  clouds  that  girt  thy  frame. 
And,  with  a  fearless  rush  that  naught  could  tame. 
Defying  earth — defying  all  that  mars 
The  flight  of  other  wings  of  humbler  name ; 
For  thee,  the  storm  had  impulse,  but  no  bars 
To  stop  thy  upward  flight,  thou  pilgrim  of  the  stars ! 

Morning  above  the  hills,  and  from  the  ocean, 
NcVr  li'ap*d  abroad  into  the  fetterless  blue 
With  8u«*h  a  free  and  unrestrained  motion, 
Nor  shook  from  her  ethereal  wing  the  dew 
That  el»^  had  cloggM  her  flight  and  dimm'd  her 

view. 
With  such  calm  eflbrt  as  'twas  thine  to  wear- 
Bonding  with  sunward  course  erect  and  true, 
When  winds  were  pipinghigh  and  lightnings  near, 
hy  day-guide  all  withdrawn,  through  fathomless 

fields  of  air. 

The  moral  of  a  chosen  race  wert  thou, 
In  «!uch  proud  fit^ht.  From  out  the  ranks  of  men — 
The  million  moilrrs,  with  earth-cumher'd  brow. 
That  slink,  like  coward  tigers  to  their  den. 
Each  to  his  hiding-place  and  corner  then- 
One  mighty  spirit  watch'd  thee  in  that  hour, 
N-^r  turn'd  his  lifted  heart  to  earth  again ; 
Witliin  his  soul  there  sprang  a  holy  power. 
And  he  grew  strong  to  sway,  whom  tempests  made 
not  cower. 


Watching,  he  aaw  thy  rising  wing.     In  vain, 
From  his  superior  dwelling,  the  fierce  sun 
Shot  forth  his  brazen  arrows,  to  restrain 
The  audacious  pilg^m,  who  would  gaze  upon 
The  secret  splendours  of  his  central  throne; 
Proudly,  he  saw  thee  to  that  presence  fly. 
And,  Eblis-Iike,  unaided  and  alone. 
His  dazzling  glories  seek,  his  power  defy, 
Raised  to  thy  god's  own  face,  meanwhile,  thy 
rebel  eye. 

And  thence  he  drew  a  hope,  a  hope  to  soar, 
Even  with  a  wing  like  thine.     His  daring  glance 
Sought,  with  as  bold  a  vision,  to  explore 
The  secret  of  his  own  deliverance — 
The  secret  of  his  wing — and  to  advance 
To  sovereign  sway  like  thine — to  rule,  to  rise 
Above  his  race,  and  nobly  to  enhance 
Their  empire  as  his  own — to  make  the  skies. 
The  ejttended  earth,  far  seas,  and  solemn  stars,  his 
prize. 

He  triumphs — and  he  perishes  like  thee  ! 
Scales  the  sun's  heights,  and  mounts  above  the 

winds. 
Breaks  down  the  gloomy  barrier,  and  is  free ! 
The  worm  receives  his  winglet :  he  unbinds 
The  captive  thought,  and  in  its  centre  finds 
New  barriers,  and  a  glory  in  his  gaze ; 
He  mocks,  as  thou,  the  sun ! — but  scaly  blinds 
Grow  o'er  his  vision,  till,  beneath  the  daze. 
From  his  proud  height  he  falls,  amid  the  world's 
amaze. 

And  thou,  brave  bird !  thy  wing  hath  pierced  the 

cloud. 
The  storm  had  not  a  battlement  for  thee ; 
But,  with  a  spirit  fetterless  and  proud, 
Thou  hast  soar'd  on,  majestically  free. 
To  worlds,  perchance,  which  men  shall  never  see ! 
Where  is  thy  spirit  nowl  the  wing  that  borel 
Thou  hast  lost  wing  and  all,  save  liberty ! 
Death  only  could  sulxlue — and  that  is  o'er : 
Alas !  the  very  form  that  slew  thee  should  deplore ! 

A  proud  exemplar  hath  been  lost  the  proud. 
And  he  who  struck  thee  from  thy  fearless  flight — 
Thy  noble  loneliness,  that  left  the  crowd. 
To  seek,  uncurb'd,  that  singleness  of  height 
Which  glory  aims  at  with  unswerving  sight- 
Had  Icarn'd  a  nobler  toiL     No  longer  ba^e 
With  lowliest  comrades,  he  had  given  his  might,  |^ 
His  life— that  had  been  cast  in  vilest  place —       ^ 
To  raise  his  ho^>es  and  homes — to  teach  and  lift 

his  race.  ^ 

*T  is  he  should  mourn  thy  fute^  for  he  hath  lost 

The -model  of  dominion.     Not  for  him 

The  mighty  eminence,  the  gathering  host 

That  worships,  the  high  glittering  pomps  that  dim, 

The  bursting  homage  and  the  hailing  hymn: 

He  dies — he  hath  no  life,  that,  to  a  star, 

Rises  from  dust  and  sheds  a  holy  gleam 

To  light  the  struggling  nations  from  afar. 

And  show,  to  kindred  souU,  where  fruits  of  gloiy 

are. 
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ExuItincT  now,  he  cUmoiin*  o'rr  hii«  prey ; 
II'iH  K4H*rrt  shnft  hath  not  Ih'cmi  idly  frpttl; 
]Ii*  lurk'd  within  the  ro<-ky  c\v(i  all  iluy. 
Till  thi*  proud  hinl  roiH.*  swifpiii;;  oVr  hiii  hrad, 
And  tiiiix  \u' slew  him !  Ih'  xhould  wfi'p  him  dfiid, 
\\'Iiii;ii,  li\inLr.  h»'  roultl  Invo  iiut — wrrp  that  he, 
'I'lio  imlili'  Ic-Miri  taui^hl  him.  nevtT  n-ad — 
I'jViihiii;;  o'er  tin*  Mi'tiiii  much  iiiurt'  fn-e 
'J'h.iu.  in  hih  luwiy  soul,  hi*  vvt  ran  ho{K'  to  be. 

'Ti.j  tiiiiriii<h  fi)r  tho  h:iM'  to  ovirtlirow 
Tli.it  whirh  tht'v  n'ai'h  not — the  iznoliU'  mind 
liOVtH  I'MT  to  asi'iiil  with  siTrrt  Mow 
'V\u*  liit'lirr,  puror  U'ln-r*  of  their  kind: 
lit  this  tlirir  |N'lty  villany  iH  hlind  ; 
Tlii'v  h.iti*  thrir  !K*ni'fa4*t4irH — mt»n  who  kwp 
'rin-ir  names  troni  fh'QRid.itinn— >mrn  di'si/nM 
Tlirir 'jiiidrs and  <;nardianM:  wclLil'  latolhi'V  wrcp 
'J'hf*  cruol  Nhai'l  that  Htruok  sui'h  noMc  hi'HrtiisodiM'p. 


Around  thy  muunt.iin  dwrllim;  t!u'  windn  li< 
'I'l»y  win^  is  uom-.  thy  «*vry  di>i«i>l.itr ; 
O.  w]h»>h.i]l  tracli  lh\  \oun:;  onrs  wluMi  to  flv\— 
\\'lio  fill  thi'  ahsciii'i*  ot*  tliy  wati-lit'ul  luati*  ! 
Tlnm  type  of  ^iMiiiis !   hillrr  i-»  tliy  l*ali\ 
A  N>iir  has  st*nt  thf  shall  that  Iruvos  them  l<»n<*. 
Thy  •■|^^tl•rin<;  tVll-iws,  (ruiirilian<*  nf  thy  hlali*— 
>h  ift  fnim  llic  fi'i'dy  frn  whcnci'  t1ii>n  h:i>t  flown. 
Ami  frathiT  from  the  liird  thy  own  v>\w*  liath  Mruck 
(I-nvn ! 


TIIK  RROOKLKT. 


A  I ITTLK  farther  on.  then*  is  a  hn-mk 

^VhcTi"  tlip  l»riV7«'  liiiLTiTs  iilly.      Till'  !ii-jh  trrp*» 

ll.ivr  roiifM  it  with  tlinir  crowdini;  Iiiii1>sant|  li-nrs, 

^■>  tint  tilt'  sun  drinks  not  from  its  swit-t  f  uint, 

Ami]  till*  «li.idi'  (*i>iils  it.     Vou  m:iy  lii'ar  it  now, 

A  l.»w.  fjiiit  hi-.ilinur,  as.  ii|M>n  tlic  lt'a\i'« 

T!i-il  hf  hiMMMtli  its  r.ipids  it  di-S4*rnds 

In  a  tiih*.  sliiiWiTV  r.iin.  that  ki'i'jk*  one  tunc, 

Aiid  \i<  a  swift  one.  Mill  of  citti-t.nn'y. 

IJ'--.i»li«  it-s  lMiik<.  t!»r»Mi::Ii  thc\*h'i!i-  li\ilon'^d.iy. 
liT''  y-'t  I  iMt.-il  iinirh  th«'  s\h'vA  n*'  titiii-. 
An-I  knrw  him  l<ut  in  win^fs  und  !>illad-lii»«>ks, 
.\-ir  i-.trcd  t>i  know  him  U'ttcr.  I  havo  lain  ; 
\Vi:h  I'lOii'jht  unr'iid  hy  har-ln-r  ilin  than  rainr 
Trirti  till-  tlii.k   lhrii:-'i.  tliat.  lili.iKi^  thron  ;*i  liic 

Ilnrriiil  a'«-i\»»  mc ;  or  thctiriiid  f.iwn 
|T'i  •'.  «Mini*  i!ii\\ii  t<i  l!ir  Sp*  'khl's  nl.ri^  to  i!'-ui'-». 
A-i!    •'immNtM  lhroi!^!i    JN   shall',  rr 'j'pinj:   thf- 
cra-is, 

r\-Ti  v!ii  n*  I  Iliv. — hixin-;  a  •piiit  ni*"* » 1. 
A"   I  ii  iT  distiirliiiiir.  wliilc  •.Mr\rviii;  mi!ii\ 

V".  '.\  s-nrlc-t — and  «tn  thy  lip  a  flr.ii  in  » th<iu(*ht 
!**>v««  I  lia\c  trifli'd — calls  ni\  hour*  mi^-ih-nt. 
\ii  I  !  '  iVk-i  ii  HiiliMiiii  wirniii^l     A  true  thi»ii^'!ir,— 
\'.  '   • »  rii\  i-rrmt   m>»Ml  wi-n*  well  n-Suke  1  ?— 
^  •  '  I'liT.'  M.i^  p|i'a<<ant  sadness  that  Ih-imiiii* 
y-  '1.   t!i-  ^•■iiflf  Ill-art  auil  pliant  -•  ii'.e. 
I  ■  ;'..i'  ".lisii-  i.!li — — vriyimr  ^*u  thii  !"i»ik 
>  '  I  I   ■  ■!'.   .\'i.\  -.1  ili-ir. — prjtllim;  awav. 
I...<-  .1  \  Mitij  iliil.l.  :i:i  th.iiuhtlt--s.  till  It  k;iH>« 
1  ..i.u  :-:i  i-l  >.%  I'll  •  hurdi;^!tt,  and  is  l,i>.t. 


i 


THE  i<!HAI)KD  WATER. 


Whrm  that  my  mood  u  nd.  and  in  tbr  dc 
And  hufitlf  of  thr  rrowd.  I  frrl  rrhfik«. 

I  turn  my  fot>t>te|M  fmm  it«  hollow  j-ni. 
And  hit  mo  down  lieMdf  thi*  bttlr  brouk 

The  waters  liuvi*  a  nm!«ir  to  mine  ear 

It  uliids  fill'  miii*h  to  liear. 

It  i!>  a  ipiirt  glen  as  \iiu  may  »er. 

Shut  in  from  all  inlruMon  I  \  thr  trrr«. 

Th.il  ^pread  their  maiit  liraiichi-*,  l>rtKad 
'J'hi-  hill  lit  erimlli  of  inan\  criitunr* , 

A  III  I  n.ikc  a  haiMiw'd  tiiiie  for  luiplc«a  m 

A  S.ilihath  of  tl.e  wihhIs. 


I  .. 


:i». 


». 


Few  know  its  ipiji-t  ••heltiT,— nonr.  likr 
I)o  M-ik  it  nut  with  such  a  frnitl  ilr«iri. 

Purinj.  in  idli>M<  niii>Kl,  on  Ht*wrT  xn>\  irre. 
And  liMi-nm:;.  a*:  tlie  \ii|reU-<4«  lra«r«  ."*-%:  -v  « 

Whi-ii  ihf  f.ir'tra^eiliii:;  I'reiit*.  done  waoOt*..  ^ 

lii-t-  herr  hi-.  w«arj  wiiij. 

Aliil  all  the  ilay.  with  tanri«'«  over  nrw. 

And   hwci-t  coMipaiiittns  t'ruui    lb«-ir    :<'«.:.'•■• 
Of  merry  v\\t'*,  U>'>paiii;;ii!  all  »;th  ilr*.         --  ^ 

Ka'ir;i'itii-  rrcitiires  of  iIh*  njd  tiinr  I  •rr.— 
Watiliirii;  tin  ir  wiltl  liut  uno^iiruMir  pU}, 
I  thn.'  t!if  liourn  away. 

A  irri-|»u-  i-i'Mi-!i. — till*  r.vif  ..f  an  oM  .-.-♦k. 

Wli  »«.»■  hr.uii'lti'-  Mil.i  It  ii!i*Si.  a'ld  rjfi-cT  — 
Is  (Mini — aiiil  »n  it  If  fr.»m  «•■  ■•!ni-in*»  *S7- -»r 

N-i'iiri».  sli  ill  iH'HT  lie  n-ijnrti  hy  mt : 
It  lianas  alNi\r  thi*  htrfjm  t!i4C  liiU   |tlit«, 
Htfd[i>.«  of  .iii\  evi-i*. 

ThiTi*.  u  iih  eye  «  •nietinp'*  «hut.  Kut  ntvwari  'v^* 

.^'^wfi'ily  1  niii«4'  lhro'i;:h  nuny  a  i^ubrt  Y*  <«.* 
Wl.ili-  f*\i'ry  «--TiM',  «•?!  •■.irn«*>»t  'iii*«i.iii  ^r.:.      •• 

Hi-tiir.>-.r!iMi<^hl-la.lr;t.l<'ti  k  with  ^-i'Ntni  a:.   '  ■ 
rur>\ii:'.::.  (h'MJj-t  fi-^ukiU  t'V  thi»r  »h^•  m.  ., 
A  priil'i!  i:!i-  I. III. 

An  1  «till  the  witiT*.  fn<'V!!»»T  ^'  niT  fr*l. 


\\  I'nl  on  ihi'ir  %«  iv  ^^\*\\  ci  r!*'«-«l 


.■••t. 


Vn  lihn.r  sv*e.  I  imM"!-*.  wKirh  ihr  traira  t»t»-»' 
Al"'\i'  tl.i  "J.  t'»  tl>i-  •::%\  hn^fr  pl!<!in3  ^«  — 
V«t  riol  *>•>  ni!i-!v  :io  t-i  •••nd  one  ••Hirid 
'i'liriii:jfi  l!;i-  till-  k  im;"m'  ar-'iiriiL 

S..IH'  :  „,  .1  '.-ij'.tir  i-Vmi!  '.'iin  J!  ihr  rr»* 
M  r  .:•"'■  rt:  •   ir-?!'.*    ..;■••.:    :!jr  «■.;•:  -  -- 

Uf  'kitij  I'll    -j*   I  '.I*    '  ■»'■  1  •!5i'»i**r.  J.'.-. 
t'.i  •!  .    "  •[!!  ■«  m".:  :'-  *■.»!•  t  iiiiiinr*  — 

\:  V  V. -t*.    .■•  t'^i    '!  \i--.iii  upward  l^f.l. 


II»\  !  \c — :!-  -i::i*  :«?v!  ii-  *:-?n'SM 

!.■{"  ':•  -  .'.■  t-..i'\    it  I  i*T.  -• .  ijrr  fri»m  wtics?^ 

Ti»  '!.•   p  !•'•  "I'l  r-  \r.  VI. 'i^'  i!  mi  fnS. 
Tli<-  1  ■■■.  '•]■..;  •  •■•  «  t'  it  •»*iT»ha.lr  my  '^^^ 

S  •  t  ir   i>  >>«i  ■  !•  •>!  tViii^«  i>f  I  arth  ta»\  mv:^ 

I.iki-  •!.■■-«■  *'\  \%!n«  h  we  dream. 

Thus.  I.I  inv  mitnl.  i«  the  philiWiif'hT 

T.  i-  \  Mill.'  I'lrd  ti  t>*h'^.  whit.  With  ki^iVo  t  z*-' 

S.i!.  t'lr  into  t'li-  *>!ne  that  s!>n-ji!«  on  hix^ 
1  r.!il  I  !>•-•■  hi  1.1  fr> Mil  my  •train iii(  N^ctii.^ 

\\  iih  1  vi'i-i  l"M\  ili^-'intrnt,  to  fiv 

Ip-Aa-  I.  :V  li.i  i.ir:li  !.»  -ky. 
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TO  THE   BREEZE: 

AFTER  ▲  PROTRACTED   CALM   AT  SEA. 

3U  hast  been  slow  to  bless  us,  gentle  breeze ; 
iVhere  hast  thou  been  a  lingerer,  welcome  friend  t 
lerc,  when  the  midnight  gathered  to  her  brow 
•  pale  and  crescent  minister,  wert  thou  1 
)n  what  far,  sullen,  soUtary  seas, 
'iping  the  mariner's  requiem,  didst  thou  tend 

The  home-returning  bark, 
rling  the  wliite  foam  o'er  her  lifted  prow,  [dark  1 
lite,  when  the  rolling  waves  around  her  all  were 

Gently,  and  with  a  breath 
)f  spicy  odour  from  Sabeean  vales, 
lere  subtle  life  defies  and  conquers  death, 
''iirdrtt  thou  her  yellow  sails  ! 

On,  like  some  pleasant  bird, 
th  glittering  plumage  and  light-loving  eye, 
lile  the  long  pennant  lay  alofl  unstirr'd, 

And  sails  hung  droopingly, 
nest  thou  with  tidings  of  the  land  to  cheer 

The  weary  mariner. 

How,  when  the  ocean  slept, 
Making  no  sign ; 
\  his  dumb  waters,  of  all  life  bereft, 

Lay  *nealh  the  sun-girt  line ; 
drapery  of  storm-clouds  lifted  high 
In  some  far,  foreign  sky, 
lile  a  faint  moaning  o*er  his  bosom  crept, 
is  the  deep  breathings  of  eternity, 
)ve  tlie  grave  of  the  unburied  time, 
Claiming  its  clime — 
How  (lid  ll»e  weary  tar, 
form  reclined  along  the  burning  deck. 

Stretch  his  dim  eve  afar, 
hail  the  6nger,  and  delusive  speck, 
f  bending  shadow,  from  some  rocky  steep, 
Down-darting  o'er  the  deep! 

Bom  in  the  solemn  night. 

When  the  deep  skies  were  bright, 
th  all  their  thousand  watchers  on  the  sigh^— 
ne  was  the  music  through  the  firmament 
By  the  fond  nature  sent, 

To  hail  the  blessed  birth, 

To  guide  to  lowly  earth 
3  glorious  glance,  the  holy  wing  of  light! 

Music  to  us  no  less. 

Thou  comest  in  our  distress, 
cheer  our  pathway.     It  is  clear,  through  thee. 

O'er  the  broad  wastes  of  sea. 
jv  poothing  to  the  heart  that  glides  alone, 
watrh'd  and  unremember'd,  on  the  wave. 

Perchance  his  grave  ! — 
»uld  he  there  perish,  to  thy  deeper  moan 

What  lip  shall  add  one  tone  1 

I  bless  thee,  gentle  breeze  ! 
set  minister  to  many  a  fond  desire. 

Thou  bear'st  me  to  my  sire, 
Thou,  and  these  rolling  seaA^! 
lat — O,  thou  Gou  of  this  strong  element  !— 

Are  we,  that  it  is  sent, 
Mient  to  our  fond  and  fervent  hope  1 
Jut  that  its  pinion  on  our  path  is  bent, 
s  had  been  doom'd  beyond  desire  to  grope. 


Where  plummet's  cast  is  vain,  and  human  art, 
Lacking  all  chart 


THE  LOST  PLEUD. 

Not  in  the  sky. 

Where  it  was  seen, 

Nor  on  the  white  tops  of  the  glistering  wave. 

Nor  in  the  mansions  of  the  hidden  deep, — 

Though  green. 

And  beautiful,  its  caves  of  mystery, — 

Shall  the  bright  watcher  have 

A  place — and,  as  of  old,  high  station  keep. 

Gone,  gone ! 

O,  never  more  to  cheer 

The  mariner  who  holds  his  course  alone 

On  the  Atlantic,  through  the  weary  night. 

When  the  stars  turn  to  watchers  and  do  sleep, 

Shall  it  appear. 

With  the  sweet  fixedness  of  certain  light, 

Downnshining  on  the  shut  eyes  of  the  deep. 

Vain,  vain ! 

Hopeful  most  idly  then,  shall  he  look  forth, 

That  mariner  from  his  bark — 

Howe'er  the  north 

Doth  raise  his  certain  lamp  when  tempests  lower — 

He  sees  no  more  that  perish*d  light  again ! 

And  gloomier  grows  the  hour  [dark, 

Which  may  not,  through  the  thick  and  crowding 

Restore  that  lost  and  loved  one  to  her  tower. 

He  looks, — the  shepherd  on  Chaldea*s  hills, 

Tending  his  flocks, — 

And  wonders  the  rich  beacon  doth  not  blaze. 

Gladdening  his  gaze ; 

And,  from  his  dreary  watch  along  the  rocks. 

Guiding  him  safely  home  through  perilous  ways ! 

How  stands  he  in  amaze. 

Still  wondering,  as  the  drowsy  silence  fills 

The  sorrowful  scene,  and  every  hour  distils 

Its  leaden  dews — how  chafes  he  at  the  night, 

Still  slow  to  bring  the  expected  and  sweet  light. 

So  natural  to  his  sight ! 

And  lone, 

Where  its  first  splendours  shone, 
Shall  be  that  pleasant  company  of  etan: 
How  should  they  know  that  death 
Such  perfect  beauty  mars ; 

And,  like  the  earth,  its  common  bloom  and  breath. 
Fallen  from  on  high, 

Their  lights  grow  blasted  by  its  touch,  and  die- 
All  their  concerted  springs  of  harmony,  '^ 
Snapp'd  rudily,  and  tho  generous  music  gone. 

A  strain — a  mellow  strain — 
Of  wailing  sweetness,  fiU'd  the  earth  and  sky; 
The  stars  lamenting  in  unborrowed  pain 
That  one  of  the  selectest  ones  must  die ; 
Must  vanish,  when  most  lovely,  from  the  rest ! 
Alas!  His  ever  more  the  destiny. 
The  hope,  heart-cherish 'd,  is  the  soonest  ]o«t; 
The  fiower  first  budded  soonest  feels  the  froet: 
Are  not  the  shortest-lived  still  loveliest  1 
And,  like  the  pale  star  shooting  down  the  skj. 
Look  they  not  ever  brightest  when  thej  fly 
The  desolate  home  thej  bleas'd  t 
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THE  EDGE  OF  THE  SWAMP. 

T  m  a  wild  spot,  and  hath  a  gloomy  look ; 
The  hird  sinf^ii  never  merrily  in  the  trees. 
And  the  yoant;  leaveH  Heem  hlii^hted.  A  rank  fn^>wth 
S|)rea<I<<  poiitonourily  round,  with  power  to  taint 
With  hIiHteringdewM  the  thontrhtleiw  hand  that  darea 
To  penetruti'  the  eovt-rl.     CyprenHca  [lensth, 

('rowd  on  the  dank,  wet  earth;  and,  itretch'd  at 
The  euyinan — a  fit  dweller  in  Hurh  h»»mi>^ 
SiuiiiIkts,  half-huried  in  the  Miiiiy  i;ram. 
UeKide  tilt'  ^rern  ooza*  where  he  hheltem  him, 
A  wh(K)[>ini;  crane  erectn  his  xkeli'ton  form, 
And  nltrieks  in  fli:;ht.   Two  summer  duclu,  arouaed 
To  ai)|>n'hen<tion,  as  they  hear  hi*  ery. 
Dash  up  from  the  la:;oon,  with  niur%-ellous  haale, 
Follow  in:;  hi»(  f;uidanee.    Meetly  tau|;lit  hy  theae, 
And  startled  at  our  rapid,  near  approach, 
'i'lie  Hti-el-jawM  monster,  from  his  ifrassy  bed, 
C'rawN  slowly  to  his  slimy,  pre<'n  tilMide, 
Which  str.ii:;ht  receives  him.    Vou  N'hold  him  now, 
Tlis  ridsy  hack  upri»iTi'^  as  he  simnnIs, 
In  silence,  to  the  centri>  of  the  stream. 
Whence  his  head  jH'ers  aliine.     A  hulterfly, 
'J*hat,  tnivrllini;  all  the  day.  has  eounte«l  climca 
Only  by  flowers,  to  n'st  hitns4*lf  a  while, 
I/it;hts  on  the  ni<mster*K  brow.     The  surly  mute 
Siraiirhtway  jjoi-s  down,  ho  suddenly,  that  he. 
The  danily  of  the  summer  flowers  and  woodi. 
Dips  his  lii;ht  wini;s,  and  s{M>il<4  his  polden  eoat. 
With  the  rank  water  of  that  turbid  |M>nd. 
Wondering  and  vex'd.  the  phimetl  citi/en 
Flics,  with  a  hurried  eflTort,  t»»  the  shore, 
Seeking?  his  kindred  fluwers : — but  sim-Isi  in  vain— 
Nothim;  of  >;enia1  i^rowtli  may  there  l»e  iieen, 
Nothini;  of  b«>autitul !     Wild,  rasffnl  treen, 
'JMi:it  lm>k  like  filun  s|Hi'tn's — fitid  shruba. 
That  taint  the  i;liH)iiiy  atmosphere— tlusk  shadea, 
That  uathcr.  half  a  citind.  ami  half  a  tlflid 
In  Uh}Mvt.  lurkinir  on  the  swarnp*s  wild  fnlse.— 
CiKHim  with  their  r>ternnc<.4  mid  forbiddim?  frowna 
The  Kt'iieral  prosjKM-t.     Thi*  s.u\  butterfly, 
Wa^ini;  bis  bu-kcrM  win.:<i.  darts  tpiickly  on. 
And,  by  his  tree  Ui-^fit.  couum^Is  us  to  s^ieed 
For  In'tter  l«Hl:;iiiirs,  and  a  scene  more  sweet. 
Than  Uie«c  drear  lH>rilerH  olTer  us  to-nighL 


riiA\(w:s  or  home. 

Wki.i.  nny  we  siti<^  her  ]*<'auties. 

This  pIi':t«t:iT»t  I. Hill  nf  oiir*. 
Her  »innny  '••Tuile-*.  biT  enlden  frultn, 

And  all  biT  wi>rKI  nf  flmvcrs; 
The  vi^niis  birls  of  !ht  fur  M-;jrovea, 

The  blue  fuM'j  iif  !iiT  ••ky. 
Ari'l  nil  t!iii-i'  nif  of  treiitb-nesji. 

That  never  ««'ein  t'»  flv ; 
Tbev  wifhl  alniut  i»nr  r»rni«  at  noon, 

Thev  w«v»  n**  in  the  «h:iile. 
WbtMi  |i-.intTn'j.  from  the  ••ummer*!!  heata. 

The  wooiliinn  seek*  the  elade ; 
Tli«"V  win  ns  with  :i  *»nu  of  bive, 

Thev  cheer  x)*  with  n  ilrt»«m, 
Th:it  eiliU  onr  pa— .in.;  tb«'»iijbts  of  life, 

As  Nunlii;bt  diN-s  t!ie  stream ; 


I 


i 


bcwta  ma«  ba. 


And  well  wooM  they 

In  momenta  all  too  dear. 
That,  ainful  thoug[h  our 

We  hare  our  Elden  hera. 

Ah.  well  haa  laviih  nature. 

From  out  her  bounillr«i  atore. 
Spread  wealth  and  loirhnrMi 

On  river,  rork.  ami  shnrr : 
No  sweeter  atreara  than  A«hl«7  gfuSea 

And,  what  of  wiuthrm  Fr«ner  * — 
She  iKKiHta  no  brishirr  rielil4  than  oura. 

Within  her  mainm  elanre  : 
Our  skiea  lottk  down  in  triulenirvi 

From  out  thrir  realms  of  blur. 
The  fairest  of  Italian  elimra 

May  claim  no  kotier  hue ; 
And  let  them  sine  of  fruit*  nf  Spaui, 

And  let  them  Uiait  the  fl<>«krr^ 
The  M(»oni*  own  eultunr  thrr  mav  rU«aL 

No  dearer  Hweet  thjn  oura^ 
perchance  the  dark-hairM  maiden 

Is  a  clorv  in  vour  r\e. 
But  the  lilue^yed  (*an>4inian  ruW, 

When  all  the  rest  are  niirh. 

And  ntme  may  say,  it  i«  not  true. 

The  liurden  "f  my  l.iv. 
*Tis  written,  in  the  sis^t  nf  a!t. 

In  flower  and  fruit  anil  ray ; 
Look  on  the  scene  amund  ua  now. 

Anil  say  if  cune  amisi^ 
The  sonic  that  picturtm  to  your  rro 

A  spot  so  fair  as  thia : 
Gay  sprintrs  the  merry  mnrkin|t*btrd 

Around  the  eottsffe  pale. — 
And.  seareelv  tauirht  bv  huntrr'a 

The  rabbit  down  the  «alr; 
E:ich  thviii  I  if  kiuilly  naturv, 

Iler  buiU.  h«'r  bliNimgi.  hr  flu 
Anil,  more  thin  all.  th<*  maidrna  fair 

7*liit  fUl  this  laml  of  nura. 
Are  still  in  rii-h  j«erfertiim. 

As  our  f.ithers  fMinl  them  6nt. 
But  our  «<ins  are  emtle  now  no  bmh 

And  all  the  land  is  eui 


Willi  thoutrhts  nf  in  our 

And  a  MVAje  di-cofifrnt ; 
Wi'  litve  U'l  mure  the  bfe  we  k^ 

The  mu-ic,  iinf  l*ie  •«-rnt ; 
The  nil  rry  d.iiii-e  di-lijhtii  u*  not, 

A"  in  t) I. it  Uf.tT  li;ne. 
A^ln  II.  si  i!.  in  b  ipp>  lands  w* 

Wi•^  •.ji-rits  bke  i»iir  cli-ni"- 
Anil  n!l  the  sttri^l  lo%r!irH*«s, 

Alii  aM  the  siiiile  is  ];<*ne, 
Tb;it  jiiik'-l  tlie  -{tiril*  'if  imr  TtXitK, 

.\]».l  nil  le  iiur  jwiiplr  one. 
Tlii'v  smile  no  m-'fr  lo^rlhet. 

A*  in  that  enrlser  d*v. 
On'  imidriis  «i:;b  m  lonrlineaak 

Whrt  once  were  nfwaya  cay; 
An-I  thuiijh  iMtr  kkie*  anp  bri^l, 

.\iid  iMir  «un  \>^\»  down  aa  it 
Ah.  Mie  *   the  th>M]{hl  i«  sod  I  ftvl. 

We  n^all  ne«er  smile 
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AUTUMN  MUSINGS. 


hou  with  me !     If  thou  hast  worn  away 
nost  glorious  summer  in  the  crowd, 

dust  of  cities,  and  the  din, 
rds  were  carolling  on  every  spray  ; 
iray  dawn  to  solemn  night's  approach, 

hath  wasted  all  its  better  thoughts, 
nd  panting  for  a  little  gold ; 
^  amid  the  very  lees  of  life 
iccursed  slave  that  makes  men  slaves; 
)u  with  me  into  the  pleasant  fields: 
re  breathe  on  us  and  make  us  free ! 
)u  shalt  hold  communion,  pure  and  high, 

great  Spirit  of  the  Universe ; 
erva'le  thy  soul ;  it  shall  renew 
les  of  thy  boyhood ;  thou  shalt  know 
)st  unwonted  tears  dimming  thine  eyes ; 
lit  forget,  under  the  old  brown  oak, 
gootl  south  wind  and  the  liberal  west 
cr  tidings  than  the  songs  of  birds, 
ft  news  wailed  from  fragrant  flowers. 

on  Nature's  face,  and  what  hath  she 
3n  with  thy  feelings  1     That  brown  hill, 
ose  sides,  from  the  gray  mountain-ash, 
?rVl  crimson  berries,  look'd  as  brown 
c  leaves  fell  twelve  autumn  suns  ago ; 
sant  stream,  with  the  well-shaded  verge, 
?  fair  surface  have  our  buoyant  limbs 
play'd,  caressing  and  carcss'd  ; 
it  brinks  are  green  as  then  they  were ; 
its  buhl»ling  murmur  down  the  tide, 
the  very  trees,  those  ancient  oaks, 
son-crested  maple,  feathery  elm, 
smooth  ash,  with  leaves  of  graceful  gold, 
!  familiar  faces  of  old  friends, 
ir  broad  branches  drop  the  withered  leaves, 
i  by  one,  without  a  single  breath, 
n  some  eddying  curl  round  the  old  roots 
em  about  in  merry  sport  a  while. 

not  chanired ;  their  office  is  not  done  ; 
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The  first  soft  breeze  of  spring  shall  see  them  fresh 
With  sprouting  twigs  bursting  from  every  branch, 
As  should  fresh  feelings  from  our  withered  hearts. 
Scorn  not  the  moral ;  for,  while  these  have  warm'd 
To  annual  beauty,  gladdening  the  fields 
With  new  and  ever-glorious  garniture, 
Thou  hast  grown  worn  and  wasted,  almost  gray 
Even  in  thy  very  summer.    'Tis  for  this 
We  have  neglected  nature !     Wearing  out 
Our  hearts  and  all  our  life's  dearest  charities 
In  the  perpetual  turmoil,  when  we  need 
To  strengthen  and  to  purify  our  minds 
Amid  the  venerable  woods ;  to  hold 
Chaste  converse  with  the  fountains  and  the  winds ! 
So  should  we  elevate  our  souls ;  so  be 
Ready  to  stand  and  act  a  nobler  part 
In  the  hard,  heartless  struggles  of  the  world. 
Day  wanes  ;  't  is  autumn  eventide  again ; 
And,  sinking  on  the  blue  hills'  breast,  the  sun 
Spreads  the  large  bounty  of  his  level  blaze, 
Lengthening  the  shades  of  mountains  and  tall  trees, 
And  throwing  blacker  shadows  o'er  the  sheet 
Of  this  dark  stream,  in  whose  unruffled  tide 
Waver  the  bank-shrub  and  the  graceful  elm, 
As  the  gay  branches  and  their  trembling  leaves 
Catch  the  soft  whisper  of  the  coming  air : 
So  doth  it  mirror  every  passing  cloud, 
And  those  which  fill  the  chambers  of  the  west 
With  such  strange  beauty,  fairer  than  all  throneSi 
BlazonM  with  orient  gems  and  barbarous  gold. 
I  see  thy  fiill  heart  gathering  in  thine  eyes ; 
I  see  those  eyes  swelling  with  precious  tears ; 
.But,  if  thou  couldst  have  look'd  upon  this  scene 
With  a  cold  brow,  and  then  tum'd  back  to  thoughts 
Of  traffic  in  thy  fellow's  wretchedness. 
Thou  wert  not  fit  to  gaze  upon  the  face 
Of  Nature's  naked  beauty ;  most  unfit 
To  look  on  fairer  things,  the  loveliness 
Of  earth's  most  lovely  daughters,  whose  glad  formi 
And  glancing  eyes  do  kindle  the  great  souls 
Of  better  men  to  emulate  pure  thoughts. 
And,  in  high  action,  all  ennobling  deeds. 
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But  lo !  the  hairmt  mooii !    She  cliuib*  w  fair 
Amoncf  the  ciuHter'd  ji'WfU  of  t)u*  nky, 
Ar<,  mid  tliL*  rosy  how«TH  of  |KiraiUM', 
Hit  soft  lii^ht,  triMiililiiifi;  uim>ii  leaf  aiid  flower, 
ISiiiilcd  o\'r  the  xIumUTri  of  the  firht-liorn  inaii. 
And,  whilf  her  U'auty  is  u|>oii  our  heartn, 
IS'im*  h*t  UK  si'ek  our  qnicl  Iniiiir,  thut  tfleep 
May  COM  11^  without  hut]  dn-aiiiii ;  iiia}'  coine  bm  lii^ht 
Alt  to  that  yellow 'hfuded  cottai^f-lioy, 
\Vhoiu>  wTiouM  muriiiiuri,  um  he  hoiiu'wanl  drives 
llirt  rioluT  hcnl,  are  o\'  iiw  frosty  diiwii. 
And  till'  ri|M'  nuts  which  liis  own  hantl  Hhall  pluck. 
'J'hni,  when  the  Inrd,  hii;h-eourirr  of  the  inom, 
IjO«>ks  fnmi  his  uiry  vanta:;i^  over  tlie  world, 
Anil,  liy  the  music  of  his  mounting  flight, 
'JVUs  many  MesstMl  things  of  ^ushint^  (fuld, 
Cotniin;  in  IIimmIs  oVr  tho  vastfrn  wave, 
Will  wv  urist'.  and  our  pure  orisons 
Shall  kei'p  us  in  the  trials  of  the  day. 


JKWI.SH   IJATTLK-SONG. 


Ho  !  Prinrefl  of  Jai*o!>!  the  strength  and  the  utay 
Of  the  duui;htcr  of  Zi<ni,— >iiow  up.  and  army  ; 
liO.  the  liuntrrs  have  htnirk  hrr.  ami  lilifdim:  alone 
Like  a  pird  in  the  d«-!M'rt  she  ni.iki'th  hi'r  mo;in: 
1']i,  with  war-hornf  and  haniier,  with  ii|>eBr  and 

willi  8Word. 
On  the  spoiler  go  down  ui  the  mii;ht  of  the  Lord ! 

S)i<>  lay  hlerpinQ  in  l)eauty.mon'  f.iir  than  the  moon. 
Witli  her  eiiildn.>a  aliout  her,  like  ktarn  in  night*ji 

noon, 
When  thry  ranie  to  her  covi*rt,  these  fi|N)ilrra  of 

Koine. 
Andan'tr.nnplinsherchiliip'nnndrininishcrhome: 
O.  up.  nolili'  rhief" !  woulil  \imi  liM«r  ht-r  furlurn, 
Tt)  li>  iTusliM  hy  the  (tfuiile.  a  niix-k  and  a  icorn  ! 

Thfir  h'jjons  anil  cohorts  are  fiir  to  !>«'hold. 
Willi  tlirir  iron-i'hiil  !>osiiiii<i,  ninl  hi-liin't't  of  i;i)ld  ; 
Hut,  irnrji'iMi*'  :inil  uliirioux  in  |iriilr  tlinu^h  they  he, 
Thi-ir  :n.(ric''  is  hroiid  a>  t!ic  i!r.t>>ii  nf  thp  sea; 
Thcv  t.ilk  niit  of  pitv  ;  the  mcri-ii-M  thrv  fci-l 
Are  cruel  and  fierce  sm  their  de.it !i-t1>>in:;  hteel. 

Will  ihcv  1  uiuh  at  the  hind  tliev  h.ivp  At  ruck  to 

the  e.irth. 
When  tlie  hiilil  stiir  «f  Napht.ili  hursti  on  their 

niirtli  ? 
Will  llii-y  d:ire  to  deride  anil  iii-iolf.  when  in  wrath 
The  ij.in  nf  .ludiih  clare*  wild  in  thi-ir  path  * 
(>.  S.I V,  will  they  miK'k  u<.  when  diiwn  on  the  ]iliin 
Tlie  hoots  of  our  steetls  thunder  o\er  their  cl.iin  ? 

They  ciiMie  willi  their  plumes  tossing  h:iu:;hty  aul 

free, 
Arul  wliite  ri-s  the  cn»>*t  of  the  nM  hoary  sei ; 
^'|■l  tlirv  tl  i.it  not  *•»  fierce  n*  the  wiM  li-in's  mine. 
To  whi><<i'  lair  ye  h.i\e  I  rack 'd  him,  whoso  wlirlpf 

\e  )i  i\e  «lain  ; 
lint,  ilaik  ni)unt.iin*archer  f  your  Hinewt  to-iliy 
Mii-t  'le  stMii.;aHtlie  ••{H'ar-'<harttoilri\ein  ihepn'V. 

Am'.  i!ii- triU'sare  all  i:at!iiTiii  •;  the  vaih-y-i  rinjont 
'J'o llii- }ieal  iif  the truni|H-l— tlie  Innhrrl—the  slmut: 


I 


Lo,  Zehulon  comes;  he  rrmrniberi  the  day 
When  the\  iM-rill'd  thrir  hvcfttolhedemth  in  iIj^  *rtT. 
And  the  riders  of  Na|»hlalii  bur^  from  iW  ^.  ^ 
Like  a  mouiilaiii-NWolli'n  stxrain  in  ihr  ^r^^  it 
its  rills. 

Ijike  Sisera'n  rolU  the  for*s  eharioK-wbarL 
And  he  conies,  like  tin*  l*hiii»tinr.  ffiMni 
Like  Uith  shall  he  perish,  if  jr  un  \na\ 
W  yimr  ja^rhiis  autl  hcarta  are  •■  nii<hiy  aa  1^3 , 
He  trusts  in  his  hiickler,  his  spemr,  and  bia  mm  ^i 
His  strength  u  but  wrakiirss  ;<^-«  c  trust  in  :h 

Lord  ! 

•— 

••PAS.s  ON,  RELKNTLESS  WORLD  • 

SwiFTKR  and  nwifter.  day  by  day. 

Down  'J'uiM-'n  uuijuiet  current  buri'il. 
Thou  }iasi«eitt  itii  th\   re<*tleiyi  way. 

'I'uuiultiiiiUH  and  un«laM«*  world  ! 
Thi>u  |i»»M>st  on  !     TiiiM  hath  iiui  smv 

Delay  nisin  thy  hurriei!  pith  ; 
And  ]ira\ers  aii>l  tear*  a!ik«-  hi^e  Srrn 

In  vain  tii  stay  thy  r.iiir«n-  of  wrat^! 

Thiiu  pa-'N^t  Oil,  and  with  t!irr  g-^ 

'I'he  l>i\ef>  I  if  yiiUtii.  the  cart-*  nf  acr  ; 
Anil  smilfo  and  li-ar«.  aiu)  j  <v  uii-l  ».•, 

Are  I'll  thy  lii-t.ir\\  lr>ii.:'.id  i*a{i- 7 
'J'here.  e^en'  ilav.  like  ve*tcrii\. 

Writes  hiijies  that  eu<l  in  Ri><krry  ; 
But  will)  ^ha!l  t«Mr  liir  «iil  awav 

Before  the  aSyiw*  nf  tliin^*  t<i  be  ? 

Thi»u  p.Lss«-st  on,  and  at  thy  *idr, 

E\eii  as  n  tihitle,  OSlittiNi  trrsd^ 
Aiitl  o'er  the  iln-ains  nf  human  ^r^W 

Ills  mi-ty  slintuil  fi>n-«er  s|»rwU  : 
Wiiere  uU  Mime  iri>n  iiatiil  ha'.h  tracvU 

1*|N>n  ih.tt  Lfl'Mifiiv  M-fi'lI  tiMijy, 
With  rri-iinls  a^r*»  i.inci»  rrTared.-^ 

Like  them  shall  live,  like  them 

TI»«»ii  pi-si-?  nn.  with  thee  the  *ain. 
Who  •ip>»rl  np*»n  tliy  lianr.iin;  bh 
Pride,  frain*-d  nf  ihi-^t  sii<l  f>>:ly'*  train. 

Willi  ciMirt  i!iv  |i>\e.  and  run  thv  tratt: 

•  •        • 

But  th'iii  .ind  I. — ai.il  lie  it  sa,i^- 

Pri'*^'.  on vv aril  t>i  eternity  ; 
Vet  tMt  t>  ji-:1ii-r  lit  II-  I'll 

'J*>i  tijal  ili-'-ri-^iiii'i-l  but  •}\e*ti 


Tlii>n  ha*t  thy  frienls. — I  wouU  ba«e  ai^r  . 

Th'iii  li  i<»t  thv  tli<>iii;ht*.~iea«r  mr  ai  *>«■' . 
I  kiHt'l  iinl  :it  thy  k!i!  N^d  «lir.rie. 

I  hiiw  i.nt  at  \\i\  «Ia«ii>h  tJiroi.r; 
I  «i'i'  tijeiii  pi-*  with  ifit  I  *ijh.— 

'l'lie\  w.iki   ii>>  -ui'laii^  rapturr«  lu^r, 
T!je  I'li-rci-  il. '.i^h'.-  t'lit  firr  thinr  rir. 

Tiie  triiimplis  of  t!iy  haughty  I'fttw. 

V.i**  on.  rrli'nlli»«  world  !      I 

No  mi>rr  f-«r  all  that  thoa  hast 
Pass  on.  in  Gtiii\  naine.^^Hily 

The  tlt:!ij«  th'U  never  yrl  hasi 
A  hi-irt  at  •M->e,  a  mind  al  homr, 

AlVei-iiiii:«  !iietl  a!>««e  thy  awa^v 
Kailh  "rt-l  up  111  n  w>ir|d  to  ct^nw. 

All  I  patKit'-e  through  liCir'a  lillW^> 
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AoATTT  upon  the  sounding  shore. 
And.  O  how  bless'd,  again  alone ! 
I  could  not  bear  to  hear  thy  roar. 
Thy  deep,  thy  long,  majestic  tone ; 
I  could  not  bear  to  think  that  one 
Could  view  with  me  thy  swelling  might, 
And,  like  a  very  stock  or  stone. 
Turn  coldly  from  the  glorious  sight, 
And  seek  the  idle  world,  to  hate  and  fear  and  fight 

Thou  art  the  same,  eternal  sea ! 
The  earth  hath  many  shapes  and  forms, 
Of  hill  and  valley,  flower  and  tree ; 
Fields  that  the  fervid  noontide  warms, 
Or  w interns  rugged  grasp  deforms, 
Or  bright  with  autumn^s  golden  store; 
Thou  coverest  up  thy  face  with  storms, 
Or  smilest  serene, — but  still  thy  roar 
And  dashing  foam  go  up  to  vex  the  sea-beat  shore. 

I  see  thy  heaving  waters  roll, 
I  hear  thy  stem,  uplifted  voice, 
And  trumpet-like  upon  my  soul 
FalU  the  deep  music  of  that  noise 
Wherewith  thou  dost  thyself  rejoice ; 
The  ships,  that  on  thy  bosom  play. 
Thou  dashest  them  about  like  toys, 
And  stranded  navies  are  thy  prey, 
Strown   on   thy  rock-bound  coas^  torn  by  the 
whirhng  spray. 

As  summer  twihght,  soft  and  calm. 
Or  when  in  stormy  grandeur  drest. 
Peals  up  to  heaven  the  eternal  psalm. 
That  swells  within  thy  boundless  breast ; 
Thy  curling  waters  have  no  rest ; 
But  day  and  night  the  ceaseless  throng 
Of  waves  that  wait  thy  high  behest, 
Speak  out  in  utterance  deep  and  strong, 
And  loud  the   craggy  beach   howls   back   their 
savage  song. 

Terrible  art  thou  in  thy  wrath, — 
Terrible  in  thine  hour  of  glee, 
When  the  strong  winds,  upon  their  path, 
Bound  o'er  thy  breast  tumultuously, 
And  shout  their  chorus  loud  and  free 
To  the  sad  sea-bird's  mournful  wail, 
As,  heaving  with  the  heaving  sea, 
The  broken  mast  and  shnttcrM  sail 
Tell  of  thy  cruel  strength  the  lamentable  tale. 

Ay,  'tis  indeed  a  glorious  sight 
To  gaze  upon  thine  ample  face ; 
An  awful  joy, — a  deep  delight ! 
I  see  thy  laughing  waves  embrace 
Each  other  in  their  frolic  race ; 
I  sit  above  the  flashing  spray, 
That  foams  around  this  rocky  base, 
And,  as  the  bright  blue  waters  play,      [as  they. 
Feel  that  my  thoughts,  my  life,  perchance,  are  vain 

This  is  thy  lesson,  mighty  sea ! 
Man  calls  the  dimpled  earth  his  own, 
The  flowery  vale,  the  golden  lea ; 
And  on  the  wild,  gray  mountain-stone 
Claims  nature's  ten^ple  for  his  throne ! 


But  where  thy  many  voices  sing 
Their  endless  song,  the  deep,  deep  tone 
Calls  back  his  spirit's  airy  wing, 
He  ahrinks  into  himself,  where  Goo  alone  is  king ! 


PILGRIM  SONG. 

Oysr  the  mountain  wave,  see  where  they  come ; 
Storm-cloud  and  wintry  wind  welcome  them  home; 
Yet,  where  the  sounding  gale  howls  to  the  lea, 
There  their  song  peals  along,  deep-toned  and  frett : 

<*  Pilgrims  and  wanderers,  hither  we  come  ; 

Where  the  free  dare  to  bo — this  is  our  home !" 

England  hath  sunny  dales,  dearly  they  bloom ; 
Scotia  hath  heather-hills,  sweet  their  perfume : 
Yet  through  the  wilderness  cheerful  we  stray. 
Native  land,  native  land — home  far  away  ! 

«  Pilgrims  and  wanderers,  hither  we  come  ; 

Where  the  free  dare  to  be— this  is  our  home !" 

Dim  grew  the  forest^path ;  onward  they  trod ; 
Firm  beat  their  noble  hearts,  trusting  in  God  ? 
Gray  men  and  blooming  maids,  high  rose  their  song ; 
Hear  it  sweep,  clear  and  deep,  ever  along : 

**  Pilgrims  and  wanderers,  hither  we  come ; 

Where  the  free  dare  to  be — this  is  our  home !" 

Not  theirs  the  glory-wreath,  torn  by  the  blast ; 
Heavenward  their  holy  steps,  heavenward  they  past! 
Green  be  their  mossy  graves !  ours  be  their  fame, 
While  their  song  peals  along,  ever  the  same : 

<<  Pilgrims  and  wanderers,  hither  we  come ; 

Where  the  free  dare  to  be — this  is  our  home !" 


THE  LYRE  AND  SWORD. 


Thx  freeman's  glittering  sword  be  blest,— 

Forever  blest  the  freeman's  lyre, — 
77iat  rings  upon  the  tyrant's  crest ; 

This  stirs  the  heart  like  living  fire : 
Well  can  he  wield  the  shining  brand. 
Who  battles  for  his  native  land ; 

But  when  his  fingers  sweep  the  chords. 
That  summon  heroes  to  the  fray, 

They  gather  at  the  feast  of  swords. 
Like  mountain-eagles  to  their  prey ! 

And  mid  the  vales  and  swelling  hills. 

That  sweetly  bloom  in  Freedom's  land, 
A  living  spirit  breathes  and  fills 

The  freeman's  heart  and  nenres  his  hand ; 
For  the  bright  soil  that  gave  him  birth, 
The  home  of  all  he  loves  on  earth,*— 

For  thisj  when  Freedom's  trumpet  calls. 
He  waves  on  high  his  sword  of  fire,— 

For  thiSj  amidst  his  country's  halls 
Forever  strikes  the  freeman's  lyre ! 

His  burning  heart  he  may  not  lend 

To  serve  a  doting  despot's  swayr-* 
A  suppliant  knee  he  will  not  bend. 

Before  these  things  of  "  brass  and  clay :" 
When  wrong  and  ruin  call  to  war. 
He  knows  the  summons  from  afar ; 

On  high  his  glittering  sword  he  waves, 
And  myriads  feel  the  freeman's  fire. 

While  he.  around  their  fathers'  graves. 
Strikes  to  old  strains  the  freeman's  lyre! 


I 
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Jonif  HnwjiiiD  BwTA5iT  WM  bom  in  Camminf^ 
ton,  Ma!(iiachuM*ttA.  on  the  twentVHircond  dav  of 
July,  1807.  HiH  youth  war  passed  prinripally  in 
rur.il  ocrupationit.  and  in  attoniHu!;  the  district  and 
other  BchooU,  until  he  wiis  ninrtiM'n  years  of  a^e, 
whon  he  t)e:^n  t4)  stuily  thr  Latin  lanf^ai|;e,  with 
a  view  of  ontcrinj^  one  of  the  collo^es.  In  1826, 
he  wrote  tiie  first  i>oein  of  which  he  retained  any 
ci>py.  Thiswasenlilled-My  Native  VillaRe,"  and 
first  appeannl  in  the  '^rnitttl  States  Review  and 
Literary  (fuzette/*  a  |M'riiHlical  published  simulta^ 
neon  sly  at  New  York  and  Ddston,  of  which  hia 
britther,  William  <*rLLKM  UaTAXT,  was  one  of 
the  editors.  It  is  included  in  the  present  collec- 
tion. Afti*r  this  he  p^ave  up  the  iilea  of  a  univer> 
sity  education,  and  plact^l  himself  fur  a  while  at 
the  Rensselaer  ScIukjI  at  Trt)y,  under  the  superin- 
tendance  of  Pmfessor  Eatox.  lie  nutnequently 
applied  himself  to  the  study  of  the  mathematical 
and  natural  sciences,  under  different  instructors, 
and  in  his  intervals  of  leisure  pnxluced  acvera] 
poenis,  which  were  published  in  the  gazettes. 


In  April,  1^31,  he  went  to  Jackaoimlk.  m  n> 
nois ;  and  in  .S'ptemher  of  the  iievt  year  wnxi  to 
Princeton,  in  the  same  state,  whetv  bie  at  himvtf 
down  as  a  stfuattrr,  or  inhabitant  of  tb«  poSlv 
lands  ni>t  vet  onlered  to  be  soU  br  tbr  r-v^wr^ 
ment.  When  the  laruls  rame  into  tfar  martet.  :« 
purchas4*d  a  farm.  bi>rderinK  on  oar  of  ifer  fa* 
proves  of  that  couiitr}-.  He  was  marrwvi  in  KZl. 
He  accepted  siwin  atb^rwanl  two  or  thrrr  f«.'<«r 
offices,  one  of  which  was  that  of  R<rorder  ai  &> 
reau  county;  but  afterward  resicnc^  thrm.  ar^ 
devoted  himself  to  affriiultural  {lunuitak.  IK  1^ 
|>oems,  part  were  written  in  Mansorhacrtx^  mjm 
part  in  Illinois.  They  have  the  vamr  rr.t-h. 
characteristics  as  th<M«.*  of  his  brother.  He  n  • 
lover  of  nature,  and  d<*srribe«  minutrlT  am!  r&«% 

* 

ivrly.  To  him  the  wind  anil  the  stremnM  b;^  r^fr 
musical,  and  the  forects  and  the  pr^rn^  r.k^*-«-: 
in  Iteaiitv.  His  Trr>iificatinn  is  emsr  and  rnr-i*^ 
ami  his  writing*  show  him  to  be  a  man  ofrrf-w: 
taste  ond  kimlly  ftrlin^s.  and  to  have  • 
stored  with  tlie  best  learning. 


^^W^tfV^#^^^^V^^^^^k^«^«^«^^e 


THE  NEW  EXGLWD  PILGRIM'S 
FUNERAL. 

It  wa*  a  wintry  scene, 
Tlie  hills  were  white iiM  o'er. 
And  the  chill  north  winds  were  blowing  keen 
.Mong  the  rocky  shore. 

(Ji>ne  was  the  wooil-binVs  lay, 
That  the  su miner  fi>reHt  tilU, 
An. I  the  v«iice  itf  the  sTre:un  Ins  passM  away 
Fr«>m  its  path  amom?  t!ie  hills. 

And  the  liiw  sun  eitMly  sniileil 
Through  the  ImmicIis  of  the  ancient  wood. 
Where  a  hundred  snuls,  hire,  wife,  and  child, 
Amund  a  coirin  stotnl. 

They  rai'MHl  it  gently  up. 
And,  lhn>n:;h  the  niitnNldi-n  snow, 
Th**y  !M>re  it  aw.iy,  with  .i  Milemn  sti'p, 
To  a  woo»ly  vale  Ih'Iijw. 

And  erief  wa^  in  each  eye, 
Ai  they  niovoil  toivanis  lh»'  s|iot. 
Anil  hrief.  low  s^H^vh.  and  tear  and  sigh 
Titlil  that  a  friend  was  not. 

When  they  laid  his  roM  corpse  low 
In  it<4  dark  and  narrow  cell, 
HiMvy  the  inintrletl  earth  and  snow 
I  poll  his  culfni  lell. 

Wci'pinj,  tliey  p:i<<4M  awaj. 
And  lel\  him  there  alime. 


With  no  mark  to  tell  where  their  de^ 
But  the  mossv  forest-stone. 


frmM  isv. 
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When  the  winter  storms  were 
And  the  stransre  binls  sun?  around. 
Green  tfrass  and  \iiilels  sprung  Upoa 
'i'liat  K|)iit  of  h<ily  ground. 

And  oVr  him  irinnt  trees 
Their  pnnid  arms  tix/il  im  hifh* 
Ami  rtistled  mu-ic  in  the  lirenr 
That  wanderM  tliroui^h  the  skj. 

When  the-ie  wcn»  ovrrsprrad 
With  the  hues  that  Autumn  ga*v« 
They  Ihtw'd  theni  in  the  wind,  and  shed 
Their  leaves  u(Mm  his  grave. 

Th«*s«>  wooils  are  peri*h*d  now, 
.\nd  that  humble  irrave  forvnt. 
And  the  yriMnnn  sines,  as  he  drivco  his 
O'er  that  onre  sacml  spot. 

Two  centuri<*s  are  flown 
Si  I  Iff  they  laid  his  eiild  corpse  low. 
And  his  Intnet  are  moulder'd  to  dus^  ai 
To  the  liri-eAcs  \oiiz  ago. 

And  thry  who  laid  him  then. 
That  sail  ami  sutrerinz  train. 
Now  sliTp  in  du4l.— 4o  tril 
No  li'tterM  stones  remain. 

Thi'ir  ini'inrtry  remains, 
An-I  vwT  ohwil  refnain. 
More  I  i-tinj  than  the  a;rrd 
Of  Egypt's  storied  plain. 
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Hbrs  tread  aside,  where  the  descending  brook 
Pays  a  scant  tribute  to  the  mightier  stream. 
And  all  the  summer  long,  on  silver  feet, 
Glides  lightly  o'er  the  pebbles,  sending  out 
A  mellow  murmur  on  the  quiet  air. 
Just  up  this  narrow  glen,  in  yonder  glade 
Set,  like  a  nest  amid  embowering  trees. 
Where  the  green  grass,  fresh  as  in  early  sprmg, 
Spreads  a  bright  carpet  o*er  the  hidden  soil, 
Lived,  in  my  early  days,  an  humble  pair, 
A  mother  and  her  daughter.     She,  the  dame. 
Had  well  nigh  seen  her  threescore  years  and  ten. 
Her  step  was  tremulous ;  slight  was  her  frame, 
A  nd  bow'd  with  time  and  toil ;  the  lines  of  care 
Were  deep  upon  her  brow.     At  shut  of  day 
I  've  met  her  by  the  skirt  of  this  old  wood, 
Alone,  and  faintly  murmuring  to  herself. 
Haply,  the  history  of  her  better  days. 
I  knew  that  history  once,  from  youth  to  age  :— 
It  was  a  sad  one ;  he  who  wedded  her 
Had  wrong'd  her  love,  and  thick  the  darts  of  death 
Had  fallen  among  her  children  and  her  friends. 
One  solace  for  her  age  remained, — a  fair 
And  gentle  daughter,  with  blue,  pensive  eyes. 
And  cheeks  like  summer  roses.     Her  sweet  songs 
Rang  like  the  thrasher's  warble  in  these  woods, 
And  up  the  rocky  dells.     At  noon  and  eve. 
Her  walk  was  o'er  the  hills,  and  by  the  founts 
Of  the  deep  forest.     Oft  she  gathered  flowers 
In  lone  and  desolate  places,  where  the  foot 
Of  other  wanderers  but  seldom  trod. 
Once,  in  my  boyhood,  when  my  truant  steps 
Had  led  me  forth  among  the  pleasant  hills, 
I  met  her  in  a  shaded  path,  that  winds  [low. 

Far  through  the  spreading  groves.     The  sun  was 
The  shadow  of  the  hills  stretch'd  o'er  the  vale, 
And  the  still  waters  of  the  river  lay 
Black  in  the  early  twilight     As  we  met, 
She  stoop'd  and  press'd  her  friendly  lips  to  mine. 
And,  though  I  then  was  but  a  simple  child. 
Who  ne'er  had  dream'd  of  love,  nor  knew  its  power, 
I  wonder'd  at  her  lieauty.     Soon  a  sound 
Of  thunder,  muttering  low,  along  the  west. 
Foretold  a  coming  storm;  my  homeward  path 
Lay  through  the  woods,  tangled  with  undergrowth. 
A  timid  urchin  then,  I  fear'd  to  go. 
Which  she  observing,  kindly  led  the  way. 
And  left  me  when  my  dwelling  was  in  sight. 
I  hasten'd  on ;  but,  ere  I  reach'd  the  gate. 
The  rain  fell  fast,  and  the  drench'd  fields  around 
Were  glittering  in  the  lightning's  frequent  flash. 
But  w^here  was  now  Eliza?     When  the  morn 
Blush'd  on  the  summer  hills,  they  found  her  dead. 
Beneath  an  oak,  rent  by  the  thunderbolt 
Thick  lay  the  splinters  round,  and  one  sharp  shaft 
Had  pierced  hersnow-white  brow.  And  here  she  lies, 
AVhere  the  green  hill  slopes  toward  the  southern  sky. 
'Tis  thirty  summers  since  they  laid  her  here; 
The  cottage  where  she  dwelt  is  razed  and  gone; 
Her  kindred  all  are  perish'd  from  the  earth, 
And  this  rude  stone,  that  simply  bears  her  name, 
Is  mouldering  fast ;  and  soon  this  quiet  spot, 
Held  sacred  now,  will  be  like  common  ground. 


Fit  place  is  this  for  so  much  loveliness 
To  find  its  rest     It  is  a  hallow'd  shrine, 
Where  nature  pays  her  tribute.    Dewy  spring 
Sets  the  gay  wild  flowers  thick  around  her  grave; 
The  green  boughs  o'er  her,  in  the  summer-time, 
Sigh  to  the  winds ;  the  roliin  takes  his  perch 
Hard  by,  and  warbles  to  his  sitting  mate ; 
The  brier-rose  blossoms  to  the  sky  of  June, 
And  hangs  above  her  in  the  winter  days 
Its  scarlet  fruit     No  rude  foot  ventures  near; 
The  noisy  schoolboy  keeps  aloof,  and  he 
Who  hunts  the  fox,  when  all  the  hills  are  white. 
Here  treads  aside.     Not  seldom  have  I  found, 
Around  the  head-stone  carefully  entwined, 
Garlands  of  flowers,  I  never  knew  by  whom. 
For  two  years  past  I  *ve  miss'd  them ;  doubtless  one 
Who  held  this  dust  most  precious,  placed  them  there. 
And,  sorrowing  in  secret  many  a  year, 
At  last  hath  left  the  earth  to  be  with  her. 


MY  NATIVE  VILLAGE. 

Therx  lies  a  village  in  a  peaceful  vale, 

With  sloping  hills  and  waving  woods  around, 

Fenced  from  the  blasts.    There  never  ruder  gale 
Bows  the  tall  grass  that  covers  all  the  ground ; 

And  planted  shrubs  are  there,  and  cherish'd  flowers, 

And  a  bright  verdure,  born  of  gentler  showers. 

'Twas  there  my  young  existence  was  begun. 
My  earliest  sports  were  on  its  flowery  green, 

And  often,  when  my  schoolboy  task  was  done, 
I  climb'd  its  hills  to  view  the  pleasant  scene. 

And  stood  and  gazed  till  the  sun's  setting  ray 

Shone  on  the  height,  the  sweetest  of  the  day. 

There,  when  that  hour  of  mellow  light  was  come, 
And  mountain  shadows  cool'd  the  ripen'd  grain, 

I  watch'd  the  weary  yeoman  plodding  home, 
In  the  lone  path  that  winds  across  the  plain. 

To  rest  his  limbs,  and  watch  his  child  at  play. 

And  tell  him  o'er  the  labours  of  the  day 

And  when  the  woods  put  on  their  autunm  glow. 
And  the  bright  sun  came  in  among  the  trees. 

And  leaves  were  gathering  in  the  glen  below. 
Swept  softly  from  the  mountains  by  the  breeze, 

I  wander'd  till  the  starlight  on  the  stream 

At  length  awoke  me  from  my  fairy  dream. 

Ah !  happy  days,  too  happy  to  return. 

Fled  on  the  wings  of  youth's  departed  years, 

A  bitter  lesson  has  been  mine  to  learn. 
The  truth  of  life,  its  labours,  pains,  and  fears ; 

Yet  does  the  memory  of  my  boyhood  stay, 

A  twilight  of  the  brightness  pass'd  away. 

My  thoughts  steal  back  to  that  sweet  village  still, 
Its  flowers  iemd  peaceful  shades  before  me  rise ; 

The  play-place,  and  the  prospect  from  the  hill, 
Its  summer  verdure,  and  autumnal  dyes ; 

The  present  brings  its  storms ;  but,  while  they  last, 

I  shelter  me  in  the  delightful  past 
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THE  INDIAN  SUMMER. 

That  nod  aiitumnni  time 
III  rn'ii<«.  t!iat  •<h(ils,  ii|Min  thf  nuked  ineiM, 
<*hdnii'i  only  kmiivn  ifi  \h\*  niir  northern  clim^— 

Bruht  MMniiiis,  fir  In'twcen. 

The  wnmilanil  fi»li.i7*»  now 
N  li'Ii'tM  !«v  thi*  wii»l  Nnvrnilier  MaM; 
lyfii  ihc  ?lii<-k  iiMvi's  iiiNiM  thr  poplar**  boagh 

Ari'  fiUi'fi,  to  till*  l.iNt. 

Th<*  muhty  \ini'i«.  that  mund 
Tlif  t'iirr-:t  lruiik<<  tlu-ir  ^ll•llll^r  branches  bind* 
Tht'ir  (.■ri:ii<«oii  fnliiijc  >!i.iki*ii  to  the  groimd, 

^Swin.;  ii.tki'il  in  the  wind. 

Snino  liviisij  crn'rii  P'rnaiiiK 
I)y  t!ii'  vU'-.xT  briNik  thai  Niiinri*  alon^  the  lawn; 
liut  thi'  "'AT  i;r:i<-:  stiiiiiU  uliito  ttVr all  the  plains, 

Ami  ihf  brulit  11  »v\rrs  an*  (fonc. 

But  thrjv,  thi"5«'  ;iri»  I  by  rharniJ*^ 
Mil«1  n\r*  mil!  trm-M-rM  lijht  nfmn  the  lea; 
And  tli«'  yrar  hi>liU  ii<»  tinio  within  ita  arms 

'J'liiit  tlolii  fi'M'iniilt'  thct*. 

Thp  KUiiny  mxui  ix  ihino. 
P  »ft.  iri»I«h*n,  noinolrii  am  tbo  doiul  of  niffht; 
And  lutPH  th:it  in  thf  fln'«hM  hori7.on  ahine 

At  rvo  and  Parly  ii.;ht. 

Tin*  vr.ir*K  \\*t,  li>vi'lii'st  umile, 
Tli-ni  cornt'Mt  to  fill  willi  ho|M*  thr  human  heart. 
Ami  -tri'inithi'ii  it  til  iH'sir  tbi'  Kt4)nn«  awhile, 

Till  wiiiti'r  dnys  dfpart. 

O'lT  th<»  wide  ]diitn«.  thnl  lie 
A  di'-»l;ifi*  '*4-Mnt».  tin*  lin--*  nf  aiilunm  •pre-.id, 
And  iii'^htly  mi  thi'  diirk  w.tlU  of  the  fkj 

A  rudily  brii;btni'-*'«  •ihiil. 

F:ir  in  a  ^hrltrrM  ni»i»k 
I'vi'  ini't.  in  tbi*M*  rsdin  d:iv!«.  a  finiilini^  flower, 
A  liMii'ly  :i<ti'r.  trcMibbiit;  bv  a  bnntk. 

At  thi*  qiiif't  iiinMiiiili'it*  IiiMir  : 

Aiil  M»:nt-l!iiii:;  ti'M  mv  mind, 
Tb-it.  oImiiM  III  I  iiL"-  t.i  i-bil.llitMnl  rail  me  Imrk, 
>«iin<'  ''iiiinv  il.ivs  iiinl  t1  ii\i-r^  I  »till  nii^ht  find 

Ai>i:u;  lili's  wiMrv  ttiu  k. 


T!ir.  ri.iN'n  Kr.sTuKr.n  to  pi^iit. 

'*  \iii   1  uiiit  Dii'l  U4<iiii-I,  ami  I  rfcfivfj  tight  "■ 

\\'\t\  \  i!jr  .Ti  it  M  i-.»i-r  «|Htk<*, 

II.'  Inii'li'il  b'-*  wilbi-i'd  I'Vi**. 
Aii>l  :il  Hill*  -Tli-Hii  ii|*iHi  hull  broke 

Till*  ui  1*1  i-.iiili  uiitl  the  •kink 


I 


And  h<>  raw  the  rtt^*«  walla, 
And  kinipi*  and  prophrfa'  tooiK, 

And  niiithly  airhe*.  and  vaulted 
And  tlip  Icmplr'a  loftv  dome. 

Hi*  li¥ik*d  on  the  ri*er't  flood. 

And  ihr  fl.i<>h  nf  mountain  rilla. 
And  thi*  irrntl**  wa^r  of  ihr  |«liiis  that  *Ji>i 

r|H>n  Juib-.i**  hilli. 

lit*  «nw  on  lii'iLrht*  and  |dains 

Crratiin-h  nf  «**rry  rare: 
But  a  miizhty  ihriU  rjn  Ihrouzh  his  «caDS 

W'hi'n  ht*  nii't  tlir  human  Dkv; 

And  hill  \inrin  iiizhl  N-hriJ 

Thf  nil!  !y  jl««w  nf  f^\rn. 
An.I  thr  thiiu».ind  libinin;  orHs  that  fiU'd 

Thr  a/nn-  tlfpth*  nf  hra%rn. 

And  woman**  voire  hrfnee 

Hail  rh«^'r'd  hi«  irbviniy  nirbt. 
Bnt  to  BPp  thr  !in?i'l  furni  •hr  i 

Maiir  dr«'(i«*r  the  driicht. 


And  hiM  heart,  at  du\lishl*a  el 

Knr  tlw  bright  wnrkl  «hrre  br  trod. 

And  Mhi'n  Iht'  yrllow  nmriiinc  mar, 
Gavr  iipi*rrhli-Mi  thank*  to 


SONNET. 

TnraK  \n  a  mnpie  in  thr  monn*a  mild  rar— > 
Wbit  ti  mr  iih«'  •nftly  rlirnK*  llir  e^rtimr  ^T- 
And  nitti'th  with  thr  nilrnt  «iarB  on  birh^ 
That  charm*  th#»  panir  of  rarth-hnrn  wnr{  ••!▼ 
I  rai'M'  my  vyr  to  thi'  blur  drpih*  aNvir. 

A  nil  uiirHliip  Him  wh<>^  i^twrr.  prr^aJinr  ^rmen 
HnbU  thoH'  bn-.;ht  nrtM  at  fira.  •  in  bi«  re*  "an 
Yi't  r«>Tn[>n'bpni!*  ranh**  li«wlir»i    hinc«  in  *  ^•- 
0:r.  whfii  th.it  ^ib*nl  m*^m  via*  vailinc  birfc. 
I'm*  Irfk  mv  vii'ithful  Hinirtii  to  raar.  ard  ^^. 
Whrn  tinir  with  era^tr  lii*r*  has  nari'i  v* 
SwiTtly  -br  •|jiTi»»M  iijhmi  my  i^iitvr'd  eyr.       ''^.■« 
O.  ni'iv  ihi*  lic^t  nf  triifh.  niy  ctrp*  to  cv^V 
SliiiM*  on  my  en*  of  l:r<  — sMne  •<4i,  and  k'Cif 


SiiNNET. 

Ti*  Antiimn.  nnd  my  -li-p*  havr  Wd 

T>>  a  \\i!.l  hill   lb:i*  ••«rr!nnV«  a  land 
\Viili-->-iirr.iil  :rid  f<«*iuliful.      A  vinclr 

Sji.irkli*-  ni  w-^*  in  lira*rn.  OVr  it»hrr^'  «asd 
Tin*  •.triMiiiN't  "'ii!!*  with  P-rlt-'W  ttMfe*  awi*  . 
Thr  wi'-t  ii  iTini*m  »:lS  rit-ring  dar; 
A  fid  thr  iiiirth  {;!rain«  with  it*  oviii  native  !:;*• 

Ilf!<iw.  in  antiinin  crrrn.  thr  mraJkyw*  Iv. 

Ar.i!  lliri>ujh  Kftt-n  tank*  thr  ri«rr  mnrif^  ^* 
An  1  thi'  wiili-  w-n-n!*  with  autumn  bura  aiv  ^rv^iA 
llriilbt — but  nf  f.idms  bnjhtiwa*     a<wa  n  paiC 

Th  i»  iln*arii-likr  clori-  of  the  painted  —*-"-* 
Anil  |iiti!i-«<i  driiy  o*rrtakr«,  aa 

Till'  prido  of  mt>n,  the  beaulrooa, ; 


■I 


JONATHAN   LAWRENCE. 


(Bon,  1807.    Diad,  18SS.] 


Few  persons  in  private  life,  who  have  died  so 
younj^,  have  been  mourned  by  so  many  warm 
friends  as  was  Jonathait  Lawrence.  Devoted 
to  a  profession  which  engaged  nearly  all  his  time, 
and  req^rdless  of  literary  distinction,  his  produc- 
tions would  have  been  known  only  to  his  asso- 
ciatos,  had  not  a  wiser  appreciation  of  their  merits 
withdrawn  thera  from  the  obscurity  to  which  his 
own  low  estimate  had  consigned  them. 

He  was  born  in  New  York,  in  November,  1807, 
and,  after  the  usual  preparatory  studies,  entered 
Columbia  College,  at  which  he  was  graduated 
l>ef«)re  he  was  fifteen  years  of  age.  He  soon  afler 
became  a  student  in  the  office  of  Mr.  W.  Slossox, 
an  eminent  lawyer,  where  he  gained  much  regard 
by  the  assiduity  with  which  he  prosecuted  his 
studies,  the  premature  ripeness  of  his  judgment, 
and  the  undeviating  purity  and  honourableness  of 
his  life.  On  being  admitted  to  the  bar,  he  entered 
into  a  partnership  with  Mr.  Slossox,  and  daily 
abided  confirmation  to  the  promise  of  his  proba- 
tional  career,  until  he  was  suddenly  called  to  a 
better  life,  in  April,  1833. 


The  industry  with  which  he  attended  to  his 
professional  duties  did  not  prevent  him  from  giving 
considerable  attention  to  general  literature ;  and  in 
moments — to  use  his  own  language— 

"Stolen  from  hours  I  iliould  have  tied 
To  musty  volumes  at  mjr  side. 
Given  to  hours  thnt  sweetly  woo'd 
My  heart  from  study's  solitude,"— 

he  produced  many  poems  and  prose  sketches  of 
considerable  merit.  These,  with  one  or  two  ex-  , 
ceptions,  were  intended  not  for  publication,  but 
as  tributes  of  private  friendship,  or  as  contributions 
to  the  exercises  of  a  literary  society — still  in  exist- 
ence— of  which  he  was  for  several  years  an  active 
member.  Afler  his  death,  in  compliance  with  a 
request  bj  this  society,  his  brother  made  a  collec- 
tion of  his  writings,  of  which  a  very  small  edition 
was  printed,  for  private  circulation.  Their  cha- 
racter is  essentially  meditative.  Many  of  them 
are  devotional,  and  all  are  distinguished  for  the 
purity  of  thought  which  guided  the  life  of  the 
man. 


tf^MWMV^^M^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


THOUGHTS  OF  A  STUDENT. 

Maxt  a  sad,  sweet  thought  have  I, 

Many  a  passing,  sunny  gleam. 
Many  a  bright  tear  in  mine  eye. 

Many  a  wild  and  wandering  dream. 
Stolen  from  hours  I  should  have  tied 
To  musty  volumes  by  my  side. 
Given  to  hours  that  sweetly  woo*d 
My  heart  from  study's  solitude. 

Oft,  when  the  south  wind  *s  dancing  free 

Over  the  earth  and  in  the  sky. 
Ami  the  flowers  peep  softly  out  to  see 

The  frolic  Spring  as  she  wantons  by ; 
When  the  breeze  and  beam  like  thieves  come  in, 
To  steal  me  away,  I  deem  it  sin 
To  sli;7ht  their  voice,  and  away  I  *m  straying 
Over  the  hills  and  vales  a-Maying. 

Then  can  I  hear  the  earth  rejoice, 

Happier  than  man  may  ever  be ; 
Every  fountain  hath  then  a  voice. 
That  sings  of  its  glad  festivity ; 
For  it  hath  burst  the  chains  that  bound 
Its  currents  dead  in  the  frozen  ground, 
And.  flashing  away  in  the  sun,  has  gone 
Singing,  and  sing^g,  and  singing  on. 

Autumn  hath  sunset  hours,  and  then 
Many  a  musing  mood  I  cherish ; 


Many  a  hue  of  fancy,  when 

The  hues  of  earth  are  about  to  perish ; 
Clouds  are  there,  and  brighter,  I  ween, 
Hath  real  sunset  never  seen. 
Sad  as  the  faces  of  friends  that  die, 
And  beautiful  as  their  memory. 

Love  hath  its  thoughts,  we  cannot  keep, 

Visions  the  mind  may  not  control. 
Waking,  as  fancy  does  in  sleep. 

The  secret  transports  of  the  soul ; 
Faces  and  forms  are  strangely  mingled, 
Till  one  by  one  they  *re  slowly  singled, 
To  the  voice,  and  lip,  and  eye  of  her 
I  worship  like  an  idolater. 

Many  a  big,  proud  tear  have  I, 

When  from  my  sweet  and  roaming  track, 
Prom  the  green  earth  and  misty  sky. 

And  spring,  and  love,  I  hurry  back ; 
T^en  what  a  dismal,  dreary  gloom 
Settles  upon  my  loathed  room. 
Darker  to  every  thought  and  sense 
Than  if  they  had  never  travelfd  thence. 

Yet,  I  have  other  thoughts,  that  cheer 
The  toilsome  day  and  lonely  night. 
And  many  a  scene  and  hope  appear. 

And  almost  make  me  gay  and  bright. 
Honour  and  fame  that  I  would  win, 
Though  every  toil  that  yet  hath  been 
Were  doubly  borne,  and  not  an  hour 
Were  brightly  hued  by  Fancy's  power. 
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laa  JONATHAN    LAWKkMCS. 

And,  ikouib  I  MmcdiiKa  H^  to  ihink  Ami.  O  ■  whrn  doth  nww  hi  hia  Irrrm.  t.i  ^ 

Ur  cirLli  uul  hi-ivrn,  anil  wiiiJ  uid  »■,  Hi.  (van  oo  liw  I'uiu^  U*  |aU  on  Itv  [mc 

Anil  kimw  lliuL  Ihc  ruji  wliii-h  utiik'n  Uriuk  In  llaHntimrulof  Jalkai^wilh  h.^*  initi  ^n.- 

»Juill  nrxThr  l.riinm'il  hy  iw;  AnJ  »  fuule  in  lluiie  rj  f.  "  look  ■!««,' »ad  .;'i«.i 

Tlul  auuiy  ■  joy  niuHl  be  unUnkTl,  | 

Aiiil  tuii[iy  II  |;1arii)uii  iiircir  Iv  wiuitcil, 

Vi'I  woulil  nut,  if  I  Junl.  rriHiie.  TO  MAY. 

Tliat  liiil,  md  duily,  uiil  can:  ue  muic.  — 

Co«t.  irntlrMavl 

• —  rorm-  mih  tliv  fJ-r  vt  iamrni, 

C'i>rnri»iihlhj«aB>BJA7,'d9rlaadaanJ«b'>B«r 

Cmop,  and  bfinv  Ibtik  «ate  ihr  rt*  of  ^i . 
ftoai  tbeli  imfnaaaini  ^iJ  mi  atrnuaa  BizM. 
Ttw  bwlt  of  BUf  hurf,  Ur  rtuUfi-a  of  ihi  j«li 

L'umr.  ».<i.<Imu*M>v! 
r.ir.  It  till-  liiilJiiiK  uf  UiT  awRic  «»<L 
.   (JuiFk  I'niiii  iW  rBM-ni>  <if  Ow  Ixmhibi  luki. 

In  all  ihi'ir  £nxB  mu\  Kl-.niw  am* 
Tl«-y  >)irinii.  m.  ■lirinn  Ih'  l'»rr 
Thy  OufIiiuu  {••iA-U-\m  in  "     ' 

I-ntiH-.  T.«-il  M;i.v  ! 
ri>nir  wilK  ih;  i»iii.  Ihil  hish 
On  ■omr  CwiA  IniM'h  pnnr  mit  ibrir  mrt«ff . 

Ilr.mmlliiietliv  |ir«i«tbfli.rlunei!»».' 

„„l  l,.v,.li«.  t«,  thiB  yon  ninhow  •  hup,  r;,         ^^.^^  ^„  ^,„,„  ,,„^  ^^„_  ,„  ^^^  ^,^^, 

A-  It  hithl*  Uk  tinM  wi,  j(„|  ,„u„„uhiiy  n.»lri  uul  muw->l  aaur.  fi_i 

tn-  \hv  ilatLuchl  ampM  uiil  nuiLny  glcamn 
liriluhBvtthalttiTabf  r.ir  (hiv.  C.iini'.  i>iitiitt  Mii! 

,  rnrnp  wiih  lliv  Imiiiliine  linm, 

,n.\  whrn  m*m  »n,l  >tan  an-  B.lc.p  OK  ihewaw.,       ^^.^_^,  ,;^,  ,^-,  ,^„.  ^,^  ^,„  ^  ,^  _,,,^ 
■rii..ir  .lanriin  t,.,..  .mmiK.  „^  ^,.^,  „„  n„;u„,„„.,.^  u.  „^  «,,  „.. 


SEA-SnXG. 

Ovm  the  f« 

Him  oe.in-wa 

f. 

On  III.'  » 

A  wiiulu  t  fllf. 

Vri  tVl'TV  II 

niiilit  uf  my  ra 

utani  heart 

I»»iiiui>i:(.  Wctotbiv: 

F.ir  .wU  r.M 

lUDAlaauof  M 

gallant  -tip 

ll»l  lurliM  t  pux  Alt  ma 

IIuil  mil  lliv  b<nii.  ilmmith  > 

n  uiJ  itarni, 

Bi'vn  uiv 

Illy  rai-niuty. 

0.  Ih.-  -r,i-m 

A.l..'.lii. 

ill  the  ilunrins 

,•1-1  an.1  fail. 

Di.tt(.vt,-r» 

.1  (vWi  tlw  IhmiKliL*.  [  wwn 

I't  llll<<l<'»-h>|l<HllhllWUWfl«A  &>* 


io  wiilinB  ihp Ion;  watch-hour  ^  __  ^_^ ,„-„-„,.,,., 

Hylh*irn-irrf  hlii»™!t;  ilalh  |.U""lJli".hui' jiij''bi 
WIk'h  xiir  sail  11  «hiU-  m  the  dark  ouilaiGhl. 

AikI  il4  'hailnw  H  iin  Ihr  m,  ('oidp.  h"1v  Mav! 

O,  lu'MT  kiK'w  hill  aui-h  fi-xival  :  "Whnt,  •nnk  biiinl  thr  r»M  iml  wMna  kil 

Ah  niyfuml  lirart  hoMi  with  Uu'c!  '   Hia  li^llialhnawd  )»  )>liiy  on  InT  and  ni. 

_  ]        And  Iwiluthl'aliMiU^pahaMrn  hHdfni; 

— * —  I  Cmnr  wilh  thy  Truuinvk  and  mi-  hrwt  ^afl  kt 

LOOK  AI,nFT.  i  '"•"•  ■  !•""  '■■"'I''-  '•"'-"-'  •-  "^ 

N  thi-l.-iiii-'-l  ■■niri',  whi-n  thr  WBTP  ami  Ihi- Mie  i^n^,.  v,>uih  an.l  l.iir'hiw-M. 

An-  »r.m,,  I  I  ,.!-.vr.  Iflhv  f.-lm::  -l...>.l.l  f.il,  ,_,^..  -^,,,  ,  |.,„.  ^,    ^,.,„  ;„  ^,  |y,  4,^ 

Ifll" -y.-!,..!;;!.      >     I,     .                            ',.1,  Th.d«|rrv(.l«k»ii.1rr™Ma«.»: 

"I,i.>h  aL-ri.  '  .>                                                           ''<-  T,>  lh»  lirishl  •'>(•  an.l  thp  ihJ  bmt  ffr» 

Iflti^frinul   wli.i  rmiirni-.M  m  |-r.r...Mi,.  -  k...-,  yiwn  nf  llir  >]<rina,  and  tuMnwaT  Ihr  y«W- 


Sh>iuld  lu'lriv  tlire  iith<-n  ii.irt.>m  lil>c  cl 
•■I,>i»k  iil->l1"  t»  thr  fiiriiilAdiip  nhii'li  nr 


Yrt.  Iinilv  M»v 

Tn«-hhriHli 


An.lkn-|>.  a.  i)i.m  Kill  ;...!- L.';*i 
Mii.ul.1  Ih.-  ywrnn  whirh  hoj*  ■proiiN  in  lighl  Io      I'ur.-  »•  ihy  iIjhd.  and  a>  thj  w 


l.ikf  IW  tiiiU  iif  ihr  Tainhow,  hut  hrishlrn  lA  fly. 
Thi->i  mm.  anil.  Ihrnush  li-ani  nf  ir|>i-iitant  n^rrl, 
■■  I^Kik  alift"  10  Ihr  ran  that  in  nrvi-r  Io  irL 
i«1i.iiiM  Ihry  who  an>  draint.  Ih#  uin  "f  Ihy  hrart. 

"I,.v.|t:il,.rt'r™ihrdiirkn™iaiiddu-l..flh'toml.. 
I'd  Ihil  -uil  when  -allnlion  i>  rvcr  ill  Himid.*' 


Ft  May! 


JOHN    GREENLEAF    WHITTIER. 


[Bora,  1H8.] 


The  ancestors  of  Mr.  Whtttixr  settled  at  an 
early  period  in  the  town  of  Haverhill,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Merrimack  River,  in  Massachusetts. 
They  were  Quakers,  and  some  of  them  sufiered 
from  the  «<  sharp  laws"  which  the  fierce  Independ- 
ents enacted  against  those  «  devil-driven  heretics," 
as  they  are  styled  in  the  "Magnalia"  of  CoTToir 
Mathkr.  The  poet  was  bom  in  the  year  1808, 
on  a  spot  inhabited  by  his  family  during  four  or 
five  generations;  and  until  he  was  eighteen  years 
of  age,  his  time  was  chiefly  passed  in  the  district 
schools,  and  in  aiding  his  father  on  the  farm.  His 
nineteenth  year  was  spent  in  a  Latin  school,  and 
in  1828  he  went  to  Boston  to  conduct  »*The 
American  Manufacturer,"  a  gazette  established  to 
advocate  a  protective  tariff.  He  had  previously 
won  some  reputation  as  a  writer  by  various  con- 
tributions, in  prose  and  verse,  to  the  newspapers 
printed  in  his  native  town  and  in  Newburyport, 
and  the  ability  with  which  he  managed  the  "  Ma- 
nufacturer," now  made  liis  name  familiar  through- 
out the  country.  In  1830  he  went  to  Hartford, 
in  Connecticut,  to  take  charge  of  the  "  New  Eng- 
land Weekly  Review."  He  remained  here  about 
two  years,  during  which  he  was  an  ardent  politi- 
cian, of  what  was  then  calletl  the  National  Re- 
publican party,  and  devoted  but  httle  attention  to 
literature.  He  publinhed,  however,  in  this  period 
his  "Legends  of  New  England,"  a  collection  of 
poems  and  prose  sketches,  founded  on  events  in 
the  early  history  of  the  country;  wrote  the  memoir 
of  his  friend  BRAiNAnn,  prefixed  to  the  collection 
of  that  author's  works  printed  in  1 830 ;  and  several 
poems  which  appeared  in  the  "  Weekly  Review." 

In  1831  Mr.  Whittikr  returned  to  Haverhill, 
where  he  was  five  or  six  years  engaged  in  agri- 
cultural pursuits.  He  represented  that  town  in  the 
legislature,  in  its  sessions  for  183.5  and  1836,  and 
declined  a  reelection  in  1837.  His  longest  poem, 
«  Mogg  Megone,"  was  first  published  in  1836.  He 
regarded  the  story  of  the  hero  only  as  a  framework 
for  sketches  of  the  scenery  and  of  the  primitive 
settlers  of  Massachusetts  and  the  adjacent  states. 
In  portraying  the  Indian  character,  he  followed  as 
closely  as  was  practicable  the  rough  but  natural 
delineations  of  Church,  Mathew,  Charletotx, 
and  Roger  Williams,  discarding  much  of  the 
romance  which  more  modern  writers  have  thrown 
around  the  red-man*s  life.  In  this,  as  in  the  fine 
Dallad  of  "  Cassandra  Soothwick,"  and  in  some 
of  his  prose  writings,  he  has  exhibited  in  a  very 
striking  manner  the  intolerant  spirit  of  the  Puri- 
tans. It  can  excite  no  surprise  tliat  a  New  Eng- 
land Quaker  refuses  to  join  in  the  applause  which 
it  is  the  custom  to  bestow  upon  the  persecutors  of 
his  ancestors.     But  our  poet,  by  a  very  natural 


exaggeration,  may  have  done  them  even  len  than 
justice. 

Impelled  by  that  hatred  of  every  species  of  op- 
pression which  perhaps  is  the  most  marked  of  hJa 
characteristics,  Mr.  Whittier  entered  at  an  early 
period  upon  the  discussion  of  the  abolition  ques- 
tion, and  since  the  year  1836,  when  he  was  elected 
one  of  the  secretaries  of  the  American  Anti-Sla- 
veiy  Society,  he  has  been  among  the  most  promi- 
nent and  influential  advocates  of  immediate  eman- 
cipation. His  poems  on  this  subject  are  full  of 
indignant  and  nervous  remonstrance,  invective 
and  denunciation.  Very  few  in  this  country  ex. 
press  themselves  with  uniform  freedom  and  sin- 
cerity. Nowhere  else  is  there  so  common  and 
degrading  a  servility.  We  have  therefore  com. 
paratively  little  individuality,  and  of  coarse  less 
than  we  otherwise  should  have  that  is  original. 
Mr.  Whittier  rates  this  tyranny  of  public  opi- 
nion at  its  true  value.  Whatever  may  be  its  power 
he  despises  it.  He  gives  to  his  mind  and  heart 
their  true  voice.  His  simple,  direct  and  earnest 
appeals  have  produced  deep  and  lasting  impres- 
sions. Their  reception  has  happily  shown  that 
plain  and  unprejudiced  speech  is  not  less  likely 
to  lie  heard  than  the  vapid  self-praise  and  weari- 
some iteration  of  inoffensive  commonplaces  with 
which  the  great  mass  of  those  who  address  the 
public  ply  the  drowsy  ears  of  the  hydra. 

Although  boldness  and  energy  are  Wuittixr's 
leading  characteristics,  his  works  are  not  without 
passages  scarcely  less  distinguished  for  tendemeM 
and  grace.  In  his  later  poems  his  style  is  more 
subdued  and  correct,  though  it  \b  divested  of  none 
of  his  peculiar  freshness. 

Besides  his  **  Mogg  Megone,"  «  Ballads,"  «  Lays 
of  Home,"  "  Bridal  of  Pennacook,"  and  other  po- 
ems, he  has  written  the  <<  Legends  of  New  Eng- 
land," before  mentioned,  ^The  Stranger  in  Lowell," 
and  much  more  in  prose,  all  in  the  same  honest 
and  fearless  spirit  which  marks  his  verse. 

Whittier  may  reasonably  be  s^led  a  national 
poet  HIa  works  breathe  aflfection  for  and  fidth  in 
our  republican  polity  and  unshackled  religion,  but 
an  aflection  and  a  faith  that  do  not  blind  him  to 
our  weakness  or  wickedness.  He  dares  to  « tell 
the  world  it  lies."  He  is  of  that  daas  of  aothon 
whom  we  most  need  in  America  to  build  up  a  lite- 
rature that  shall  elevate  with  itself  the  natkmal 
feeling  and  character. 

The  last  volume  of  his  poems  was  puhtiahed  by 

Ticknor  &,  Company,  of  Boston,  in  1844.      An 

edition  of  his  select  works  has  since  appeared  in 

London,  with  an  introduction  by  Mr.  Wrioht, 

the  accomplished  translator  of  the  Fablei  of  La 

Fontaine. 
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THE  BALLAD  OF  CASSANDRA 

sorrnwicK.' 

To  the  (lotl  of  all  Kurc  iihtcim  let  my  hloiHiiiig  riiw 
to-(lay, 

From  the  Rro(Ti*r  and  the  cruel  he  hath  plui'kM  the 
H|niil  iiwuy, — 

Yea,  Hi*  who  cxxiVd  the  furnace  around  the  faith- 
ful tlinN>, 

And  taiiKHl  tlu'  (.Mialdcan  lioniif  hath  aet  hia  hand- 
iniiid  fn*t>! 

Lrist  ni^tit  I  Haw  tlic  nuniN't  melt  through  my  pri- 
st mi  harx, 

JsivHi  n)a;ht  ncTo>A  my  dump  rartlt-floor  fell  the  pale 
f^lt'ain  (tf  Ktars; 

III  the  coldiirHs  tiiid  tlie  dark  new  all  throu'^h  the 
Imii?  lUL^lit  time. 

My  grated  casement  whit4*nei]  with  Autumn'ii 
early  rime. 

Alone,  in  that  dark  dorntw,  htuir  after  hnnr  cre(>t  hv ; 
Star  aftiT  ntar  1< Miked  ftali'ly  in  and  Kaiik  adt»wn 

the  nky ; 
No  itounti  ninid  nii;ht*i«  MtilineiMy  save  that  which  ' 

itiM'niM  tti  U* 
The  dull  and  heavy  U'.itini;  of  the  pull's  of  the  sea :  : 

All  niu;lit  I  Rat  unnlet'pin'^,  fur  I  knew  that  on  the 

njonrow 
The  ndcr  and  the  cruel  j>rii'!<t  would  mn<*k  me  in 

my  Mormw,  | 

Dra:;{;M  to  their  place  of  market,  and   hari^ainM  ' 

for  and  sold. 
Like  a  lamh  lM'ft)re  the  Hliamldeii,  like  a  heifer  from  I 

the  fold ! 

Oh,   the  weaknesii  of   the   fleith  waH   there— -the 

i«hriiiktni(  and  tlif  Mhanu*;  ' 

And  the  low  vitice  of  the  Tempter  like  whi^peri 

to  mi*  came : 
"  Whv  nil'rtl   th'Mi   ihuH   forlornlv  !"  ll»e  wicked  , 

ninniiiir  Niid,  ! 

*'  Dam|>  w.dit  tliy  Uiwer  o(  lieauty,  ciild  earth  thy 

maiili'u  Uil ! 

"  Where  In*  thr  Nrnilim;  f  uf w,  and  V(iin*ii  cuft  and 

KWl'i't, 

Sc<'n  in  thy  fither*t<  dwcllin'j,  heard  in  the  plf.i- 

8ant  stii'ft ' 
Where  U*  tlie  ynutlH.  whose  ulanr«'«  the  nummt-r 

S^.ililMtti  thfiiuuh 
TiimM  leinlrrU  arnl  ti:nidly  nntnthy  fathT'^  jicw  ? 

*  riiiH  liiilinl  III*  iiii  liiiiiiil-iiixii  ii|kiii  a  viiiiH'w  l.ai  f' 
ni:trk-tMc  rv»'rii  in  lli>'  liiii'-rv  nf  l*Mrii.iii  inttil  rtnii*. 
Twii  \<iiin:{  iM-r-'iiM.  miii  >iriil  ilmclii-r  •>f  Liw rt^i «• 
f>iiiilli%\  II  k,  iif  S  ili-iii.  M  111!  h  III  ltiiii'>li'  ii-T|i  iip;iri*->rii-ii 
mill  il<-;ir|\fil  iif  ,ill  hi*  |iri<!iiri}  f>>r  li:iviiis  •  tit>-rl4:ii'  I 
tw>i  i|<inkrr«  -ii  III*  h<iii*e,  MrrH  lii-i«<l  im  |iiiiiiif|4  t-.n  h 
fur  n<>n-illpiHl  iih'«*  at  rlimrli,  u  Im  h  Ihry  « •'ri-  iiiiiM>-  in 
pHv.  Till'  r:i«ip  h  Hit;  rriiri'M'iitril  lit  iiii*  rji-m-riil  r'^mri, 
at  II-  «|iiii.  Ill  It  li>-iti  i»«i|i-il  .111  'iitliT  wliiih  iii.i\  •iitl  if 
■I'l-ii  Oil  Ilii'  ciMirt  riTiirilii,  linrip;  itii'  ■tciiiiiin-  >f 
V.  |<i  -iril  K  iw«iin,  r*i'rrftjry,  hv  Mhn  h  ilti*  lr«*i*iir»r  "f 
Ihi'  (*ii:in!\  w-iii  **r«illi  fiiipuwrrfii  I'l  •///  tkf  «4iJ  ;>/r- 
ftr  III  ;ili\  Iif  lllr  K-icl-«ll  nalmn  «l  I'lr/iau  .  r  /{.:r'.,| 
tf»rr.  to  nnvwpr  h.iiil  finm  "  An  ntlfiiiiM  « -la  nil  !•■  !■» 
rirry  tlii«  liirhiri«i«  i-nifr  iiil-i  rYi*ritlioii.  Iml  H'*  •h<j»-  ' 
III  I  at*  r  wnn  r«iiin'l  wiMiiic  in  i-iinvi*>  tTifiii  I  •  ili<-  \Vr«i 
Indiri      Viiif  Haw  all'*  fli»tur>,  pp.  '£1*  f't  H    lliRiMr 


**  Why  n{\t  thou  h«*R>,  CaMaadn  ^ — BflhxLi  ^ 

with  what  mirth 
Thy  hap|iy  w-hoolinatra  galhrr  miooad  ife  v« 

liriicht  hearth ; 
Hinv  tin-  criiiiMiii  *luda«rt  tivmUr,  ob  IsrtkM 

whiti*  bih]  fair. 
On  eyes*  of  mi-rry  Kirlhood.  h^lf  hid  in  foliVs  hi 

••  Not  frir  thee  the  hearth-firr  hn^trna.  doI  ijt  t 

kind  wonU  are  vptikm. 
Not  for  thee  tht*  nutt of  Wtnham  woo^  H  Li« 

iiiie  lN>ya  arr  hruken ; 
No  first-friiiu  of  the  orchanl  within  iLt  U; 

lai.1.  *    ^ 

For  the«>  no  fi^iweri  of  Autumn  ihr  routLfuI  zx 

em  hruid. 


**  Oh !  w«>uk.  di-luileil  maiilen  ■— ^  mxr  fan-y*  I 
With  wild  and  ravini;  raileni  an  rvil  path  t.>  irr. 
To  leuvt*  a  wholenour  wur4u(i»  mad  tr«ril*rix  p 

and  itfiund; 
And  matr  with  nijniar  Wtmicn,  loGor-hAui  i 

Kii'kcloth-lMjiintL 

»•  Matl   flrofli'm  of   llir  prirvthool,  who   rkwi 

thiniTK  divine. 
Who  rail  ajain^t  tlie  piili.tt.  aiHi  hulj  brr»i  i 

win*' ; 

Sore  fmrn  tht-ir  cart -tail  M-nureinr«.  and  f'l^  ; 

pillopk'  l.iiiir, 
ncjoiciii'j  in  thrir  wn-lclirdneflB,  and  fijn^.^ 

ihi'ir  ishaMM'. 

"Ami  \%fiat  a  fate  awailn  ther!— •  aafr  i^ 

hl.i\r, 
Drat!i?inL:  ihf  liliiwly  leni^th'ninfc  chain  d  Scaia 

to  till'  ){r4\r! 
'Hiiiik  of  thy  woman *n  n^lurr,  aubJivd  la  ^y 

\r—i  thrall. 
'Dif  eaty  pn*y  of  any,  thi*  tci4T  and  arara  ci  i* 

OIi!^'%rr  a-*  t!;e  Triiijiti  r  •{■jLr.  am!  ftv?«tf  ^ 

tMn*'«c  fi-ar« 
Wruiii!  dr>ip  liy  drop  tho  ««-aMin^  ikiw  of  lz^'b 

iiit;  tr.irt. 
I  wii'^tli'ii  down  tht'  r\il  tliiiu^la,  m^  icr  «t  i 

»>i!i>iit  pra\i*r 
To  fi  il,  i>h.  Ill  lj<r  of  the  weak  ?-— thai  TS  c  z 

dfiil  Mi>rt  tlii-re! 

I  i!»iii^hi  «if  Taiil  ml  Silt^.  within  PhiL^f*'*  ***! 
And  liiiv.  from   l*i  ti'r\  «!t-«'{*iii|;  lunkto  thr   :rjk« 

>h  n'kli  ^  It'll, 
Till  I  HI  •».]  t*i  lirar  tht'  trailuif  <if  an  ai^Tt  -;* 

of  mIiiIi'. 
Aii'l  tti  ti'il  a  I  Ir't'itil  |iTr%'iice  in«iail4r  Ip  •crit 


I{!r->  till'  I.-inl  f>>T  all  Ili4  mr rr ir«  ?-^v  thr  :« 

mill  i<i\«-  I  U  }\, 
L.ki'  ili'w  oi  Hrniii»u*«  h'My  hill,  upon  v>  cvi 

III*  it  ; 

Wl.i'ii.  -int  t^'hir.d  mr.  Sjunf**  wm  t!W  1« 
en  ijt-  n!'  iii_\  ht'^t. 

All!  I  t.lMh.' KvdTi'inptrr  withal!  hvdoofctt  i^;^ 

SI.iu  |-riil»i-  the  ctAS  cold  minunK;  ^M  1^  M^ 

^htiir  If  1 1. 
riii-k'  i  uith  i!i*'  «)iade  of  bar  and 

loiii  Iv  ri'ii ; 
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The  hoarfrost  melted  on  the  wall,  and  upward 

from  the  street 
Came  careless  laugh  and  idle  word,  and  tread  of 

passing  feet 

At  length  the  heavy  bolts  fell  back,  my  door  was 

open  cast. 
And  slowly  at  the  sherifTs  side,  up  the  long  street 

I  passM; 
I  heard  the  murmur  round  me,  and  felt,  but  dared 

not  see. 
How,  from  every  door  and  window,  the  people 

gazed  on  me. 

And  doubt  and  fear  fell  on  me,  shame  bum*d  upon 
my  cheek. 

Swam  earth  and  sky  around  me,  my  trembling 
limbs  grew  weak ; 

«  O  Lord !  support  thy  handmaid ;  and  from  her 
soul  cast  out 

The  fear  of  man,  which  brings  a  snare— the  weak- 
ness and  the  doubt" 

Then  the  dreary  shadows  scattered  like  a  cloud  in 
morning*8  breeze, 

And  a  low  deep  voice  within  me  seemed  whisper- 
ing words  like  these : 

"  Though  thy  earth  be  as  the  iron,  and  thy  heaven 
a  brazen  wall, 

Trust  still  His  loving-kindness  whose  power  is 
over  all." 

We  paused  at  length,  where  at  my  feet  the  sunlit 

waters  broke 
On  glaring  reach  of  shining  beacii,  and  shingly 

wall  of  rock ; 
The  merchants-ships  lay  idly  there,  in  hard  clear 

lines  on  high, 
Tracing  with  rope  and  slender  spar  their  net-work 

on  the  sky. 

And  there  were   ancient  citizens,  cloak-wrapp*d 

and  grave  and  cold. 
And  grim  and  stout  sea-captains  with  faces  bronzed 

and  old, 
And  on  his  horse,  with  Rawson,his cruel  clerkathand, 
Sat  dark  and  haughty  Endicott,  the  ruler  of  the  land. 

And  poisoning  with  his  evil  words  the  ruler's  ready 
ear, 

The  priest  leaned  o'er  his  saddle,  with  laugh  a«d 
scoff  and  jeer; 

It  stirr'd  my  soul,  and  frt>m  my  lips  the  seal  of  si- 
lence broke, 

As  if  through  woman's  weakness  a  warning  spirit 
spoke. 

cried,  "  The  Lord  rebuke  thee,  thou  smiter  of  the 

meek, 
Thou  robber  of  the  righteous,  thou  trampler  of  the 

weak! 
Go  light  the  dark,  cold  hearth-stones — go  turn  the 

prison  lock 
Of  the  poor  hearts  thou  hast  hunted,  thou  wolf 

amid  the  flock!" 

Dark  lowered  the  brows  of  Endicott,  and  with  a 

deeper  red 
O'er  Rawson's  wine-empurpled  cheek  the  flush  of 

anger  spread; 


«  Good  people,"  quoth  the  white-lipp'd  priest, «  heed 

not  her  words  so  wild, 
Her  master  speaks  within  hep— the  Devil  owns  his 

child !" 

• 

But  gray  heads  shook,  and  young  brows  knit,  the 

while  the  sheriifT  read 
That  law  the  wicked  rulers  against  the  poor  have 

made. 
Who  to  their  house  of  Rimmon  and  idol  priesthood 

bring 
No  bended  knee  of  worship,  nor  gainful  offering. 

Then  to  the  stout  sea-captains  the  sherifT  turning 
said: 

"  Which  of  ye,  worthy  seamen,  will  take  this  Qua- 
ker maid  ? 

In  the  Isle  of  fair  Barbadoes,  or  on  Virginia's  shore. 

You  may  hold  her  at  a  higher  price  than  Indian 
girl  or  Moor." 

Grim  and   silent  stood  the  captains;   and  when 

again  he  cried, 
«  Speak  out,  my  worthy  seamen !" — no  voice  or 

sign  replied; 
But  I  felt  a  hard  hand  press  my  own,  and  kind 

words  met  my  ear : 
«  God  bless  thee,  and  preserve  thee,  my  gentle  girl 

and  dear !" 

A  weight  seem'd  lifted  from  my  heart, — a  pitying 

friend  was  nigh, 
I  felt  it  in  his  hard,  rough  hand,  and  saw  it  in  his 

eye ; 
And  when  again  the  sherifi*  spoke,  that  voice,  so 

kind  to  me, 
GrowFd  back  its  stormy  answer  like  the  roaring  of 

the  sea : 

<<Pile  my  ship  with  bars  of  silver — pack  with 

coins  of  Spanish  gold. 
From  keel-piccc  up  to  deck-plank,  the  roomage  of 

her  hold. 
By  the  living  God  who  made  me ! — ^I  would  soonei 

in  your  l^y 
Sink  sliip  and  crew  and  cargo,  than  bear  this  chikl 


away 


»»» 


«  Well  answer'd,  worthy  captain,  shame  on  their 
cruel  laws !" 

Ran  through  the  crowd  in  murmurs  loud  the  peo- 
ple's just  applause. 

« liike  the  herdsman  of  Tekoa,  in  Israel  of  old, 

Shall  we  see  the  poor  and  righteous  again  for  sil- 
ver sold  1" 

I|pok'd  on  haughty  Endicott;  with  weapon  half 
way  drawn, 

Swept  round  the  throng  his  lion  glare  of  bitter  hate 
and  scorn ; 

Fiercely  he  drew  his  bridle  rein,  and  tum'd  in  si- 
lence back. 

And  sneering  priest  and  baffled  clerk  rode  mur- 
muring in  his  track. 

Hard  after  them  the  sheriff*  \(xk*d  in  bitterness  of 

soul; 
Thrice  smote  his  staff*  upon  the  groond^and  cnu&'d 

his  parchment  roll. 
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«  Good  friends,"  be  nid,  «  fince  both  bave  fled,  the 

ruler  and  the  pricirt. 
Judge  ye,  if  from  their  further  work  I  be  not  well 

rrloaHed.** 

Loud  WM  the  rheer  whirh,  full  and  ciear,  iiwrjit 

round  the  Ml<*nt  )iay. 
A»,  with  kind  wtmlit  and  kinder  \itokn,  he  bade  inr 

Ro  my  way ; 
For  He  who  turnfi  the  roumes  of  the  nAreaink't  nf 

the  rIoh, 
And   the  river  of  Rreat  waten,  had  tumM  the 

liearta  of  men. 

Oh,  nt  that  hour  the  vi-rv  rarth  ^ei-mM  chanci-il 

licneath  my  eye, 
A  holior  wonder  round  me  nwe  the  blue  walU  of 

the  i«kv, 
A  Kivelior  li:;ht  on  rork  and  tiill,  and  stream  ami 

wtxiill.ind  lay. 
And  MiHi-r  Iit(Ai«od  on  nunnirr  nuuIm  the  watrri  nf 

the  kiy. 

Thank!*:rivinc  to  the  Lonl  of  Hfe!"to  Him  all 

praiKt'tf  Im', 
\Mio   from  (he  handu  of  evil  men  hath  net  )\\* 

handniaii)  fnv ; 
All  praise  to  Him  l»rfi>rr  whov  jwwer  the  miirhty 

are  afntid. 
Who  take's  thi*  rnifty  in  the  wiare,  which  for  the 

INX)r  in  luid ! 

Sinij,  oh,  my  houI,  rejoirimrly ;  on  evrninj;**  twi- 

liirht  ralni 
T'pHft  thr  loud  thatikfiinvim; — |H>ur  forth  the  crate- 

ful  i>Miilin; 
Let  all  di'ar  heart*  with  me   njoit*e,  a-t  did  the 

i*;iitltK  of  old. 
When  of  the  Lord's  uood  angel  tlie  n-itcned  Ti'tt-r 

toltl. 

Ami  Wfi'ji  and  howl,  ye  evil  pririitM  and  mi*^hty  mi*n 

of  wriiii'^. 
The  I.nrd  shall  •irniti*  the  proud  and  lay  Ifi^  hnn<i 

u|h>n  the  Mrmi'j. 
Wo  t4)  till'  wii'ki-d  riitiTM  in  His  a\en;n»f?  hour? 
Wo  to  the  woUi'rt  wilt)  Hi-rk  tin'  t1>N-kN  to  ravi  n  ari.1 

di'vour : 

But  let  the  humhle  ont^n  ari'<<\ — the  |N»r  in  hi-:iil 

W  ulaii. 
And  let  tlM'  mourn in'4  tmrn  airain  wii'a  n •!••'<«  uf 

praitte  U>  rluil. 
For  He  who  oinUM  the  furnace,  and  »•  Hid  it  I  nil  tlx* 

Ntoiiny  wa\i'. 
And  taiiK'd  llur  Chaldean  lions,  iii  nii:;ht \  i>ull  to  m^  i ! 


NKW    FA'<;LAM). 

Li^n  of  the  fttrent  aiul  the  riM-k— 

( )t'  dark'btue  lake  and  miichty  river— 
Of  niountuiiiN  rear'il  aloll  to  mi>'k 
Thr  Ktonn'it  ran-er,  the  lichtninii'H  iihijrk— 

My  own  unvn  land  for  e\i'r! 
Land  of  the  U*aiitiiiil  anil  llrav|^^ 
Tlie  freeman'it  htinii*-^litf  luartyr'a  ^n\^^ 


The  nurverr  of  ffiuit 

Wluwr  derda  have  liiikM 

A  nd  every  hill,  and  rwfy 

Th«*  romance  uf  wmh 

( )h  !  nevrr  mar  a  mm  %it 

When'Vr  hi«  wandering 

Forget  I  tie  Ay  whirh  hrnt  shove 

Mm  ehiMlioi^]  hke  a  dremm  uf  low, 

Tlu'  ftnani  Iviieatb  the  girra  hill 

The  hr  dtl-arniM  treni  alwrr  it 

The  I'iear  hn-eie  thniuirh  tbr  foliw  bbnns< 

Or  hrar.  unnMV<iI,  the  taunt  of  aeum 

I)nMth<*i!  o'er  the  hravr  Nff*w  Enclaid 

( >r  m irk  the  •trmevr •  jacuar-hattd 

I)i<>turli  thi<  a<ihi-«  of  thy  dead, 
T!ir  liiirii>l  clory  nt  a  la  ml 

Who<4*  Mill  with  liuhle  Mood  ia  i«dL 
Anil  Kinrtifiitl  in  evrry  part.-^ 

Ni»r  fi'fl  n'w;it!tti  nt.  hke 
I'n^lii'Hthin:;  from  hii  f»*rj  heart ! 

Oh  f  trn'^'mT  hilln  may  rairh  the 

Hi-niMlh  till'  ;;!>iniiu«  hraTm  of  P 
Anil  titn'am<*.  rtjoirinff  a*  ihrr  nm 

Lik«'  life  Iiem*ath  thr  djy 
May  wandi-r  whiTe  tht-  ortin 
With  ciiliifMi  fniit  i«  hrri^hiiff  l«iw  ; 
And  th*  H'  may  lend  a  bn::hler  wkj 
O'lT  irrifn  anti  elMsmr  Iiah  — 
And  pi  liar  M  lane  ufid  anrirnt  ^ravv 

lle:ir  n-ennl  uf  annlSfr  Uine, 
Aiiil  i»xi'r  i>liall  aMii  ari'liitrave 

The  trnrn.  lu\uri«nt  ny  eliinb; 
A  III!  \M  loMunl  tiM-  nK4iu  »un 

The  palm  may  «hakr  ita  IrovM  a 
Whi'rt'  tliwrix  uri>  i>fa  i.iuf.  vne  bv 

l.iki'  *Ut*  u(ion  iIm*  twilurhl  i^y; 
A  lilt  hn>«-7j'4  wilt  a«  i*\'\^  III   livvv 

AiNixe  thi*  liniai)  lun  1114  rtrar, 
Aiitl  thriMijh  tlif  ISrahinm**  *arml  fi««r 

A  thi*u«.iiul  hnclit-hiinl  lanidw 
Vi-t  unto  \\\f%\  Ni-w  I'liL'ljiiil.  rtiD 

'V\\\  UHiiili-niic  i*>>ii«  idtall  iljvfrh  Aor 
Aii-I  thy  riiiU'  rliart  uf  Mik  and  hiD 

.Sfiii  ili-.iri'r  llijii  thi-  larkl  iif 
Tli\  nia'>'*\  o.ik  uiid  niiiuiilain-fwnr 

M<iri'  \\i-|iiiini*  than  llw  ^«nian't 
At.'!  t  \i  r\  In  V,  Mui'  vlrrafn  titf'  ihiB* 

>•  •  :ii  rii-lii  r  ih  ui  thi*  |^lilk*n  hi«d 
t);   ••'!•  i.t.i!  wa«i-«.  Mliirli  kUiw 
Aii'l  ^jitiklt-  «ilii  the  «rAilh  *    '       * 


TO  JOHN  PIERPOXT. 

.Not  1 1  the  imei,  (ml  the  man.  I  bnng 
In  irii-iiiUliip'*  trarleiM  truftl  my 
ll'iM  niurh  It  laek*  I  IrrL  and 
\tt  wi-.l  I  kiiiiw  tiul  thou 
I. ill*  a' I  Um  earneai,  and  ila  tii 
For  ilri'aniy  eauc  and  Fanej*f 

Ami  girded  t«ir  ihy  fTi*1an1 
Likf  ^i-heimah.  tik;hlin(  whilo  ho 

J'he  liroken  walia  of  Zmo.  wmm  1^ 
Hath  a  rutle  martial  tooc,  ■  blow  m 
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PALESTINE. 

'  land  of  Jadea !  thrice  hallowM  of  tM)ng, 
i  the  holiest  of  memories  pilgrim-like  throng ; 
shade  of  thy  palms,  by  the  shores  of  thy  sea, 
i  hills  of  thy  beauty,  my  heart  is  with  thee. 

he  eye  of  a  spirit  I  look  on  that  shore, 
!  pilgrim  and  prophet  have  lingered  before ; 
the  glide  of  a  spirit  I  traverse  the  sod 
jright  by  the  steps  of  the  angels  of  God. 

ea  of  the  hills ! — in  my  spirit  I  hear 
aters,  Gennesaret,  chime  on  my  ear ; 
the  Lowly  and  Just  with  the  people  sat  down, 
y  spray  on  the  dust  of  His  sandals  was  thrown. 

i  are  Bethulia*s  mountains  of  green, 
e  desolate  hills  of  the  wild  Gadarene ; 
pause  on  the  goat-crags  of  Tabor  to  see 
eam  of  thy  waters,  O,  dark  GaUlee ! 

I  sound  in  the  valley !  where,  swollen  and 

ver,  O,  Kishon,  is  sweeping  along;  [strong, 

the  Canaanite  strove  with  Jehovah  in  vain, 

f  torrent  grew  dark  with  the  blood  of  the  slain. 

down  from  his  mountains  stem  Zebuloit 

came, 

APiiTALi's  stag,  with  his  eyeballs  of  flame, 

e  chariots  of  Jab  in  rollM  harmlessly  on, 

!  arm  of  the  Lord  was  Abi^toam's  son ! 

deep  the  still  rocks  and  the  caverns  which 

rang 

song  which  the  beautiful  prophetess  sang, 

the  pnnces  of  Issachar  stood  by  her  side, 

e  shout  of  a  host  in  its  triumph  replied. 

thlehera's  hill-site  before  me  is  seen, 
le  mountains  around  and  the  valleys  between; 
ested  the  shepherds  of  Judah,  and  there 
ig  of  the  angels  rose  sweet  on  the  air. 

ithany's  palm  trees  in  beauty  still  throw 
hadows  at  noon  on  the  ruins  below ; 
ere  are  the  sisters  who  hastened  to  greet 
vly  Redeemer,  and  sit  at  His  feet? 

where  the  twelve  in  their  wayfaring  trod; 
where  they  stood  with  the  chosen  of  (tod — 
His  blessings  was  heard  and  his  lessons 
were  taught, 

the  blind  were  restored  and  the  healing 
was  wrought. 

with  His  flock  the  sad  Wanderer  came — 
lilU  Hr  toilM  over  in  grief,  are  the  same — 
mts  where  He  drank  by  the  way-side  still 
flow, 

J  same  airs  are  blowing  which  breath'd  on 
his  brow ! 

•oned  on  her  hills  sits  Jerusalem  yet,  [feet; 
h  dust  on  her  forehead,  and  chains  on  her 
crown  of  her  pride  to  the  mocker  hath  gone, 
i  holy  Shechinah  is  dark  where  it  shone. 

erefoi%  this  dream  of  the  earthly  abode 
lanity  clothed  in  the  brightness  of  Goo  1 


Were  my  spirit  biil  tuned  firom  the  outward  and  dim. 
It  could  gaze,  even  now,  on  the  presence  of  Him  ! 

Not  in  clouds  fnd  in  terroiB,  but  gentle  as  when. 
In. love  and  in  meekness.  He  moved  among  men; 
And  the  voice  which  breathed  peace  to  the  waves 

of  the  sea. 
In  the  hush  of  my  spirit  would  whisper  to  me ! 

And  what  if  my  feet  may  not  tread  where  He  stood, 
Nor  my  ears  hear  the  dashing  of  Galilee's  flood, 
Nor  my  eyes  see  the  cross  which  he  bow'd  him  to 

bear. 
Nor  my  knees  press  Gethsemane's  garden  of  prayer. 

Yet,  Loved  of  the  Father,  Thy  Spirit  is  near 
To  the  meek,  and  the  lowly,  and  penitent  here ; 
And  the  voice  of  thy  lore  is  the  same  even  now. 
As  at  Bethany's  tomb,  or  on  Olivet's  brow. 

O,  the  outward  hath  gone ! — but,  in  glory  and  power, 
The  Spirit  surviveth  the  things  of  an  hour ; 
Unchanged,  undecaying,  its  Pentecost  flame 
On  the  heart's  secret  altar  is  burning  the  same ! 


PENTUCKET.' 


How  sweetly  on  the  wood-girt  town 
The  mellow  light  of  sunset  shone ! 
Each  small,  bright  lake,  whose  waters  still 
Mirror  the  forest  and  the  hill. 
Reflected  from  its  waveless  breast 
The  beauty  of  a  cloudless  west, 
Glorious  as  if  a  glimpse  were  given 
Within  the  western  gates  of  Heaven, 
Left,  by  the  spirit  of  the  star 
Of  sunset's  holy  hour,  ajar ! 

Beside  the  river's  tranquil  flood 
The  dark  and  low-wall'd  dwellings  stood. 
Where  many  a  rood  of  open  land 
Stretch'd  up  and  down  on  either  hand, 
With  corn-leaves  waving  freshly  green 
The  thick  and  blackcn'd  stumps  between ; 
Behind,  unbroken,  deep  and  dread. 
The  wild,  untravell'd  forest  spread. 
Back  to  those  mountains,  white  and  cold, 
Of  which  the  Indian  trapper  told. 
Upon  whose  summits  never  yet 
Was  mortal  foot  in  safety  set. 

Quiet  and  calm,  without  a  fear 
Of  danger  darkly  lurking  near. 
The  weary  labourer  \eh  his  plough — 
0  The  milk-maid  caroll'd  by  her  cow — 

*  The  village  of  Haverhill,  on  the  Merrimack,  called  by 
the  Indians  Pentiicket,  was  for  nearly  seventy  years  a 
frontier  town,  and  during  thirty  years  endured  all  the 
horrors  of  savage  warfare.  In  the  year  1706,  a  comhfned 
body  or  French  and  Indiann,  under  the  command  of  Di 
Challions,  and  ntRTBL  db  Rouvillb,  the  tnfiimoaaand 
bloody  sacker  of  Deerfield,  made  an  attack  upon  the  vil- 
lage, which,  at  that  t)me,  conUined  only  thirty  bouses. 
Bixteen  of  the  villagers  were  massacred,  and  a  still 
larger  nufiber  made  prisoner*.  About  thirty  of  the  enemy 
also  fell,  and  among  them  HBaraL  ds  Rouvills.  The 
minister  of  the  place,  BBNJAMiif  RoLTB,  was  killed  by  a 
shot  through  bis  own  door 
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Prom  eeOMfB  door  uJ  ItouiduiU  iMvlh 
ItoM  tongm  at  pniar,  AT  tonei  of  mirth- 
At  leiiglli  the  murmut  ditJ  awiy. 
And  ltlcn«  on  »Ul  «illm[r  Uy  J- 
8a  ilnpt  Pomiwii,  towfr  uid  ball, 
Ew  t]i«  quick  »»rtliqu»k»  iiw»llow*d  all, 
ITnilreuDing  of  the  fi««7  his 
W  liurh  niaJe  il>  dncUiogi  dewiltu ! 

Hciun  pWd  iin»y.     By  mnonligbt  iped 
ThB  MBmin«rk  alon g  hi*  Iwd. 
fialhed  in  th«  inllul  luiirr,  ■loud 
Dark  coUagn-wall  lUiJ  rock  and  wood, 
Hilviil.  beneath  ihal  Iranquil  Iwam, 
All  thi-  hiuli'd  grouping  -of  a  drnm. 
Yet  mi  (hr  Mill  air  errpt  a  (ound — 
So  biirk  of  fill — no  r»blwt'«  bound — ■ 
Kd  iilir  of  wiiiga-^ior  watan  floiriiiK — 
Kur  li"jvra  ill  miiliiiiiht  linvua  liluHiiig. 

Wail  thni  Ihr  Irrad  nf  manv  li^-t, 
Whirh  downwird  fr-HK  ihr  hill-iJp  l>nt< 
WliJl  funiu  won;  llmw  wlii-li  darkly  atood 


I  uf  llu' 


iH-i  ^ 


(.'linrrM  lri<r-alurn(ia  in  Ihr  iii'iniili^bt  ilira, 

Or  palinc  mda,  or  Iniflfia  limb ! 

N,i — ihroiwh  llir  Ihth  firrrf  rvrhalln  clow'd, 

U:irk  human  f.-rmi.  in  ni...ti-hinf  .h..w'J, 

Wild  fnim  ihrir  native  wildrrtKM, 

With  painlnl  liiulM  ami  tullU-drrM  ■ 

A  y*-ll,  (he  Jnd  niKhl  mkr  la  'bnr, 
9*wi-iril  Ml  ihn  niKht  ail  tar  kdJ  rlear — 
1'bm  iimitc  the  Iiullan  loioahawk 
( III  rrtidiiiii;  door  «n J  ■tiatlrrin^  1«rk — 
Thru  TMff  ihfl  rid^-ahul— and  ihrn 
The  ■brill  dralh-acmm  of  alrickra  men — 
Knnk  llir  ml  hip  in  wi.miin"*  hrmin, 
AikI  rbil.lhn.«rK  cry  ar.i-r  in  laiii— 
l)iin«in:C  thniiifli  T.i.>f  nml  winrliww  rarar, 
K.h1.  fict.  and  fipm-,  thr  kindlnl  flume; 
An<l  bJrnd>d  fir*  and  tmixiiliehl  nlHivd 

'Hie  mnniinv  Min  ImikM  lirizhlly  (Lruush 

'I'be  riivr-will"WK,  w>l  with  di-w. 

No  Niund  uf  PiMulut  Gll'd  Ibp  air, 

N»  hb-iiit  wa<  hranl,— iinr  Kun-^hnl  Ihrn: 

Vi'l  ■till  lh<-  lhi<^  and  -ullm  .mnkp 

And  on  llw  etfrn  awanl  nimiv  >  Bl:iiii. 
And.  hrre  mill  lh<w,  Ihf  n 
TM  hnv  llixt  tnklniillil  l« 
i'.Klih-krl.ou  thv  fiti^l  III' 


«itI»1  -I 
K  Iwl  .]• 
d! 


KVn  n.-.  Ihi-  villaEr  .-ail  fit 
W1,.r>-  R-ari  l«ii.lr  liii'  hrjrth-l.me  f.-II. 
s-,ii  .h..w  ihe  A"*  of  wii-iiiii  ..  ik 
'J'Ii-..h;!i  «lii;-Ii  llf  fjtjl  .!.^illi-!i.-l  hrokf, 
And  i»int  llif  rufiiHi*  i>lniiai-r  nlirn' 
1)k  K»i  VILLI'*  ciinr  lay  arini  aii<l  I'.iri' — 
Mil—'  bidi-fliK  brad,  iii'iliulh  ftill  tr.ir'd, 
TI..T.-  n 


ToUwaf 
.Vainly  look  we  Ihm 

In  Ihy  (ilirr  to  aland. 
Wlio  ahull  ottrt  youlh  ltd  Ua^ 


O  !  thy  vrnllF  amiW  of  BfrniBC 

U'ho  amiii  rluiU  an  ! 
Who.  ainidtl  ilif  nilrmn  BMtiBi, 

Who,  whm  frvi  tathm  a'n  a^ 

Will),  wilh  ('111  nirn  IvfaR  Oi, 


Buttv  bath  Ibr  aioHlrt  f>iM 

Iln.lh-r.>f  <H»Uo.'! 
,\ulumn'«  fidrJ  nrlh  art* 


1[lll..-li>rk<lhv 

N.a.Ml.rrv 

«r.»k  ; 

OnT),.    r.ir, 

•Kiflit  fhork 

F.v.'.  uf  lieht  an.l  li)>4  of  im^ 

Surh  mj.  Hii 

Otrr  ull  lb*I  <-ii 

rtain  d.wa. 

Whirh  d>all 

wt  numort! 

Will  Itip  vicil  I 

.«f  i.  k.'idnc 

K.Min.1  thul  e 

nST  .<f  thiM. 

M..iirnfiillv.  Ilk 

i..,.,«pi„ 

(l»i'rMmi:.t 

Will  thr  t.1,-^.1 

(ii'iilN-  hfirt 

..f  lh«.. 

.1..M  d-rUim 

All  llllbi'r.t.. 

l^! 

If  t}«  .laril  rw 

iratM. 

Ifi!..   .    m^ 

^rf  tm 

1  ln.'k  ; 

Will  Ih.n,  ,i..I. 

1  IT-Ihrr.  BMt  M 

Aii.1.  in  Iniir*  of  wlfma.  piMl  ■■ 

IVtr.-  U  wilh  iIhv.  0  onr  bcu««. 

AniUtill.  1 


in  Ih'  ' 


JOHN   G.   WHITTIER. 


848 


RANDOLPH  OF  ROANOKE. 

Oh,  Mother  Earth  !  upon  thy  lap 

Thy  weary  ones  receiving, 
And  o*er  them,  silent  as  a  dream, 

Thy  grassy  mantle  weaving — 
Fold  softly  in  thy  long  embrace 

That  heart  so  worn  and  broken, 
And  cool  its  pulse  of  fire  beneath 

Thy  shadows  old  and  oaken. 

Shut  out  from  him  the  bitter  word 

And  serpent  hiss  of  scorning ; 
Nor  let  the  storms  of  yesterday 

Disturb  his  quiet  morning. 
Breathe  over  him  forgetful  ness 

Of  all  save  deeds  of  kindness, 
And,  save  to  smiles  of  grateful  eyes, 

Press  down  his  lids  in  blindness. 

There,  where  with  living  ear  and  eye 

He  heard  Potomac's  flowing. 
And,  through  his  tall  ancestral  trees 

Saw  Autumn's  sunset  glowing, 
He  sleeps — still  looking  to  the  west, 

Beneath  the  dark  wood  shadow, 
As  if  he  still  would  see  the  sun 

Sink  down  on  wave  and  meadow. 

Baril,  sage,  and  tribune ! — in  himself 

All  moods  of  mind  contrasting — 
The  tenderest  wail  of  human  wo. 

The  scorn  like  lightning  blasting; 
The  pathos  which  from  rival  eyes 

Unwilling  tears  could  summon, 
The  stinging  taunt,  the  fiery  burst 

Of  hatred  scarcely  human  ! 

Mirth,  sparkling  like  a  diamond-shower. 

From  lips  of  life-long  sadness ; 
Clear  picturings  of  majestic  thought 

Upon  a  ground  of  madness ; 
And  over  all,  romance  and  song 

A  classic  beauty  throwing, 
And  laurel  I'd  Clio  at  his  side 

Her  sloried  pages  showing. 

All  parties  fear*d  him ;  each  in  turn 

Beheld  its  schemes  disjointed. 
As  right  or  left  his  fatal  glance 

And  spectral  finger  pointed. 
Sworn  foe  of  Cant,  he  smote  it  down 

With  trenchant  wit  unsparing, 
And,  mocking,  rent  with  ruthless  hand 

The  robe  Pretence  was  wearing. 

Too  honest  or  too  proud  to  feign 

A  love  he  never  cherish'd. 
Beyond  Virginia's  border  line 

His  patriotism  perish'd. 
While  others  hail'd  in  distant  skies 

Our  eagle's  dusky  pinion, 
He  only  saw  the  mountain  bird 

Sloop  o'er  his  Old  Dominion ! 

Still  through  each  change  of  fortune  strange, 
Rack'd  nerve,  and  brain  all  burning, 

His  loving  faith  in  mother-land 
Knew  never  shade  of  turning: 


By  Britain's  hkes,  by  Neva's  wave, 

Whatever  sky  was  o'er  him. 
He  heard  her  rivers'  rushing  sound. 

Her  bluf  peaks  rose  before  him. 

He  held  his  slaves,  yet  made  withal 

No  falfe  and  vain  pretences, 
Nor  paid  a  lying  priest  to  seek 

For  Bcriptural  defences. 
His  harshest  words  of  proud  rebuke. 

His  bitterest  taunt  and  scorning, 
Fell  firelike  on  the  northern  brow 

That  bent  to  him  in  fawning. 

He  held  his  slaves :  yet  kept  the  while 

His  reverence  for  the  human ; 
In  the  dark  vassals  of  his  will 

He  saw  but  man  and  woman ! 
No  hunter  of  God's  outraged  iioor 

His  Roanoke  valley  enter'd ; 
No  trader  in  the  souls  of  men 

Across  his  threshold  ventured. 

And  when  the  old  and  wearied  man 

Laid  down  for  his  last  sleeping. 
And  at  his  side,  a  slave  no  more. 

His  brother  man  stood  weeping, 
His  latest  thought,  his  latest  breath, 

To  freedom's  duty  giving. 
With  failing  tongue  and  trembling  hand 

The  dying  btess'd  the  living. 

Oh  !  never  bore  his  ancient  state 

A  truer  son  or  braver ; 
None  trampling  with  a  calmer  scorn 

On  foreign  hate  or  &vor. 
He  knew  her  faults,  yet  never  stoop'd 

His  proud  and  manly  feeling 
To  poor  excuses  of  the  wrong. 

Or  meanness  of  concealing. 

But  none  beheld  with  clearer  eye 

The  plague-spot  o'er  her  spreading, 
None  heard  more  sure  the  steps  of  Doom 

Along  her  future  treading. 
For  her  as  fur  himself  he  spake. 

When,  his  gaunt  firame  upbracing. 
He  traced  with  dying  hand,  "  Rkmorss  !"* 

And  perished  in  the  tracing. 

As  firom  the  grave  where  Henry  sleepa. 

From  Vernon's  weeping  willow. 
And  from  the  grassy  pall  which  hides 

The  sage  of  Monticello, 
So  from  the  leaf-strewn  burial-stone 

Of  Randolph's  lowly  dwelling, 
Virginia !  o'er  thy  land  of  slaves 
*       A  warning  voice  is  swelling. 

And  hark !  from  thy  deserted  fields 

Are  sadder  warnings  spoken. 
From  quench'd  hearths,  where  thine  exiled  sons 

Their  household  gods  have  broken. 
The  curse  is  on  thee — wolves  for  men. 

And  briers  for  corn-sheaves  giving ! 
Oh !  more  than  all  thy  dead  renown 

Were  now  one  hero  living ! 

*  See  the  remarkable  statement  of  Dr.  Parrish,  his  medi- 
cal attendant 
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THE  PRISONER  FOR  DEBT. 


Look  on  him — ^through  hit  dungcon-grmte. 

Feebly  and  cold,  the  mnmiiiff  lii^ht 
ComoK  vtealinfc  round  htm,  dim  and  late, 

As  if  it  loathed  the  sight. 
Rrrliiiini^  on  hU  strawy  bed. 
Hilt  liatid  ii|iiiol«Irt  hid  drooping  head— 
Hilt  liloodli'M  rhe«*k  'm  iteaiu'd  and  hard^ 
irnxhoru  hill  i;r:iy,  ne^Urtinl  beard ; 
And  oVr  hilt  bony  tin;;i'rM  flow 
Hilt  loii^,  dishevrllM  biclu  of  tnovr. 

No  grateful  fire  liefore  him  glowsv* 

And  vet  the  winter*H  bn^th  if  chill: 
And  oVr  hiH  hulf-iMod  penion  goea 

The  fn^quent  ugue-thrill ! 
Silent — Have  ever  and  anon, 
A  Kound.  hulf-murniur  and  half-grotn, 
Ft>rri'it  apart  the  painful  grip 
Of  the  oltl  riutferer*!!  lieardix)  Up: 
O.  it:id  and  crushing  ifi  tiie  fate 
Of  old  age  chuin'd  and  desolate ! 

Juitt  Goit!  whv  lies  that  oM  man  there  t 

A  munlerer  shares  hit  priM>n-lied. 
Whi><ie  eyebaltn.  ilin^ugh  hit  horrid  hair, 

(fleam  on  him  fierce  and  red ; 
And  the  nide  oath  and  heartlcHN  jeer 
Fall  ever  on  hi!«  loathing  ear. 
Ami,  or  ill  wakefulneiw  or  i>leep, 
Ni'r%-i\  flesh,  and  fibre  thrill  and  creep, 
Whene'er  that  rutlian'a  towHing  limb, 
CriHitH>n'd  with  murder,  touches  him ! 

\Vh.it  has  the  gray-hairM  prisoner  done? 

Has  murder  KtainM  hit  handri  with  gore? 
Not  Ko:  hit  crime *i(  a  fouler  one: 

ft f«/  mmff  thr  ohi  mttn  pr^r  ! 
For  this  he  shares  a  frl«m*t  cell— 
The  litt«»«t  e.irthly  ty|ie  of  hi'll ! 
Y^^x  this — the  U^on  for  which  he  pour*d 
Hi*i  voiinvr  bJixMl  on  the  iii\at!i'r*it  swonl. 
And  roiiiiti'tl  lit;!it  the  frarful  c«ist^ 
His  blo«Nl-gain*d  liU^rty  it  loiit! 

And  fio,  for  such  a  place  of  rf«t. 

Old  prisoner.  pourM  thy  bIo<til  afl  rain 
<ln  < 'i»ni-i»rd*<  fn'lil.  and  Hunker's  crest. 

And  S.initojii's  plain  ? 
T<(><ik  ftrth.  ihou  man  of  many  ncars. 
Through  thy  dim  duii^rt'ou's  iron  l>urs! 
It  must  be  joy,  in  «i»oth.  to  see 
Yini  iiiiiniiinent*  upn-arM  to  the<v^ 
Pilfil  irranite  and  a  pri*»n-crll — 
Tin*  land  repank's  thy  si»r\i<*e  well! 

(lo.  rin.;  the  l)clls  and  fire  the  cuns 
And  fling  the  starry  Imniu-r  out; 

Sh.Mit  "  Fntilom!"  till  your  lispin.;  once 
<iivi'  bu-k  thfir  rr.idlc-*hout : 

l.ct  bo.iotrd  elihjiitMire  dtvlaim 

or  lionour.  liU'rIy.  and  fame; 

h^iilt  ii't  thi-  poi't's  strain  lie  heard. 

With  "glory"  fi»r  each  sectiiid  word, 


And  cTery  thing  with  bivalh 
To  praise  •*  our  glorioae 


And  when  the  patriot  emnnon  jaie 
That  prison's  cold  and  glooniT 

And  through  its  grates  the 
Rise  on  the  wind,  and  fiUl— 

Think  ye  that  prisoner's  a^rd 

Rejoices  in  the  grneral  rheer  ? 

Think  ye  his  dim  and  Ciilinf  era 

Is  kindb-d  at  your  pageantry  1 

Sorrowing  of  soul,  anil  rhain'd  of 

What  is  your  carnival  to  hia  ? 

Down  with  the  law  thai  binds  him  thus ' 

Unworthy  freemen,  let  it  find 
No  rrfuge  from  the  withering 
Of  GuD  and  human  kind ! 
Open  the  prisoner's  liTing  tooh. 
And  usher  from  its  brooding  gl< 
The  victims  of  your  savage  code. 
To  the  free  sun  and  air  of  Go*  ! 
No  longer  dare  as  crime  to  brand 
The  chastening  of  the  Almighij'a  hftod! 


ilanki'r  lliil  M>>nuiu«nl. 


THE  MERRIMACK. 

ATREiw  of  my  fiithen !  sweetly  slill 
The  suns4-t  ravs  thv  vsllev  fill : 

•  •  • 

PourM  slantwise  down  the  lung  defihi, 
Wavp,  wooil.  and  spire  beneath  tl 
I  see  the  winding  Powow  i«ild 
The  gn*«*n  hill  in  its  bell  of  gold. 
And.  following  down  its  wavy  Una, 
Its  sjiarkling  waters  blend  with  thij 
There's  nut  a  tree  u|iun  thy  side. 
Nor  rock,  which  thy  returning  tide 
As  yft  hath  left  a!irupt  and  »tark 
AInivi>  thy  exeiiing  water-mark; 
No  calm  covr  with  it«  rocky  hem. 
No  isl«*  whi>se  rmeraM  swells  hegvi 
Thy  bnmil.  smisith  currrnl ;  nnc  a  afl 
llowM  to  the  freshening  orran 
No  small  lM>at  with  its  busy 
Nor  irray  wall  sloping  to  thy 
Nor  farmdiouse  with  its  msfde 
(tr  ri^id  (lopljr  colonnade. 
Hut  lii-s  (li>tinct  and  full  in  sighU 
Bt-niMlh  this  gush  of  sunset  lighL 
C'riitiirieo  airo.  that  harbour-har. 
8tn>trhinsr  itn  length  of  fnam  afar. 
Ami  S;ili«bur>-*s  brach  of  shining 
Aiiil  yoinler  i-land's  wave-smooCh 
Siiw  thf  ail  venturer's  liny  sail 
Flit.  «tiio{iiiu  fr<*m  thf  raslrm  gak ; 
Aiiil  n'cr  ilii--^'  wivh]«  and  walm  broke 
The  ihiiT  front  Britain's  hearts  of 
As  l»ri-jhtlv  on  the  voyajrr's  eve. 
Weary  i»f  f  irest.  sea,  and  sky, 
llriM*^in7  thr  dull,  cimtinuoos  wood, 
Th'-  Mi'rrirn.ick  roll'd  difwn  his  flrtod; 
Min:;1iiiL'  thit  r\r\T.  pelllirid  bmok 
Wlii.-h  rhaniM-U  \%A  AfiiMchook— 
Win  n  <|irinc-time*s  sun  and 
Thi"  fruu-n  fiHiniains  of  the 
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And  more  abundant  waters  given 
From  that  pure  lake,  *  The  Smile  of  Heaven,' 
Tributes  from  vale  and  mountain  tidfr— 
With  ocean's  dark,  eternal  tide ! 

On  yonder  rocky  cape  which  braTes 
The  stormy  challenge  of  the  waves, 
Midst  tangled  vine  and  dwarfish  wood, 
The  hardy  Anglo-Saxon  stood. 
Planting  upon  the  topmost  crag 
The  staff  of  England's  battle-fiag ; 
And,  while  from  out  its  heavy  fold 
8t  Gsoroe's  crimson  cross  unroU'd. 
Midst  roll  of  drum  and  trumpet  blare, 
And  weapons  brandishing  in  air. 
He  gave  to  that  lone  promontory 
The  sweetest  name  in  all  his  story; 
Of  her — the  flower  of  Islam's  daughters. 
Whose  harems  look  on  Stamboul's  waters— 
Who,  when  the  chance  of  war  had  bound 
The  Moslem  chain  his  limbs  around. 
Wreathed  o'er  with  silk  that  iron  chain. 
Soothed  with  her  smiles  his  hours  of  pain, 
And  fondly  to  her  youthful  slave 
A  dearer  gift  than  fireedom  gave. 

But  look !  the  yellow  light  no  more 
Streams  down  on  wave  and  verdant  shore ; 
And  clearly  on  the  calm  air  swells 
The  distant  voice  of  twilight  bells. 
From  ocean's  bosom,  white  and  thin 
The  mist  comes  slowly  rolling  in ; 
Hills,  woods,  the  rivePs  rocky  rim. 
Amidst  the  sea-like  vapour  swim, 
While  yonder  lonely  coast-light  set 
Within  its  wave-wash'd  minaret, 
Half-quench'd,  a  beamless  star  and  pale. 
Shines  dimly  through  its  cloudy  veil ! 
Vale  of  my  fathers !— I  have  stood 
Where  Hudson  roU'd  his  lordly  flood ; 
Sf^en  sunrise  rest  and  sunset  fade 
Alon^  his  frowning  palisade; 
LookM  down  the  Appalachian  peak 
On  Juniata's  silver  streak ; 
Have  seen  along  his  valley  gleam 
The  Mohawk's  softly  winding  stream ; 
The  setting  sun,  his  axle  red 
Quench  darkly  in  Potomac's  bed ; 
The  autumn's  rainbow-tinted  banner 
Hang  lightly  o'er  the  Susquehanna  ; 
Yet,  wheresoe'er  his  step  might  be, 
Thy  wandering  child  look'd  back  to  thee! 
Heard  in  his  dreams  thy  river's  sound 
Of  murmuring  on  its  pebbly  bound. 
The  un forgotten  swell  and  roar 
Of  waves  on  thy  familiar  shore ; 
And  seen  amidst  the  curtain'd  gloom 
And  quiet  of  my  lonely  room, 
Thy  sunset  scenes  before  me  pass ; 
As,  in  Aqrippa's  magic  glass, 
The  loved  and  lost  arose  to  view, 
Rememher'd  groves  in  greenness  grew; 
And  while  the  gazer  lean'd  to  trace, 
More  near,  some  old  familiar  face, 
He  wept  to  find  the  vision  flown — 
A  phantom  and  a  dream  alone ! 
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GONE. 


AiroTHXR  hand  is  beckoning  vim. 

Another  call  b  given ; 
And  glows  once  more  with  angel-atept 

The  path  which  reaches  Heaven. 

Our  young  and  gentle  friend  whose  smile 

Made  brighter  summer  hours, 
Amid  the  frosts  of  autumn  time 

Has  left  us,  with  the  flowers. 

No  paling  of  the  cheek  of  bloom 

Forewarned  us  of  decay. 
No  shadow  from  the  silent  land 

Fell  around  our  sister's  way. 

The  light  of  her  young  life  went  down. 

As  sinks  behind  the  hill 
The  glory  of  a  setting  star — 

Clear,  suddenly,  and  still. 

As  pure  and  sweet  her  fair  brow  seemed— 

Eternal  as  the  sky ; 
And  like  the  brook's  low  song,  her  voices— 

A  sound  which  could  not  die. 

And  half  we  deemed  she  needed  not 

The  changing  of  her  sphere. 
To  give  to  heaven  a  shining  one, 

Who  walked  an  angel  here. 

The  blessing  of  her  quiet  life 

Fell  on  us  hke  the  dew ; 
And  good  thoughts,  where  her  footsteps  pre«'d, 

Like  fairy  blossoms  grew. 

Sweet  promptings  unto  kindest  deeds 

Were  in  her  very  look ; 
We  read  her  face,  as  one  who  reads 

A  true  and  holy  book : 

The  measure  of  a  blessed  hymn. 
To  which  our  hearts  could  move ; 

The  breathing  of  an  inward  psalm— 
A  canticle  of  love. 

We  miM  her  in  the  place  of  prayer, 

And  by  the  hearth-fire's  light ; 
We  pause  beside  her  door  to  hear 

Once  more  her  sweet  "  Good  night! " 

There  seems  a  shadow  on  the  day, 

Her  smile  no  longer  cheers ; 
A  dimness  on  the  stars  of  night, 

Like  eyes  that  look  through  tears. 

Alone  unto  our  Father's  will 

One  thought  hath  reconciled—- 
That  He  whose  love  exceedeth  oun 

Hath  taken  home  his  child. 

Fold  her,  oh  Father !  in  thine  arms, 

And  let  her  henceforth  be 
A  messenger  of  love  between 

Our  human  hearts  and  thee. 

Still  let  her  miki  rebuking  stand 

Between  us  and  the  wrong. 
And  her  dear  memory  serve  to  make 

Our  faith  in  goodness  strong. 

And  grant  that  she  who,  trembling,  here 

Distrusted  all  her  powers. 
May  welcome  to  her  holier  home 

The  well  belov'd  of  ours. 
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or  <anil<tnwlMi  tAtaikm. 
And  srnllc  r):».  which  Mill  RiM 

Thni  |>Kiun  on  Ik*  tmK  ^Ahm^ 


And  hpn«  roj  p«l  unf.ltrr'J  mam 
In  fiTwI.im  which  ituiinirt  ajipHnw— 
The  iwglifTiu«  which  frtmJahip  lu<n. 

AnJ  will  thnu  priiv  my  |>i»r  sift  Im 

>'ur  ■iin]d«  air  aiiil  ni>U<'  itifii. 

And  lign  uf  lishle  ami  i-jrrii'*<iir«i ! — 

O !  mare  (Inn  npiriiHiii  raunterrvil 

Of  ■viitiiiii'nL  IT  .ludiwl  «it. 

A  hvarl  likr  Ihiiir  •liuuM  talus  it. 

Vrl  hair  I  fnr  <ay  gid  will  ha 
I'lito  thy  biuli.  if  iiul  III  Ihii*. 
or  niiini  Ibaii  iluuUliil  ruurlMT. 

A  httniiliM  atiar  from  rs-hi.in'«  n'liri* — 
A  lif  unh«ai.l  of  Urauly'x  inr. 

FarliiJ,  diwiwii'il,— wlui  io  llii-y  hprc  ! 


An.l  -mLW  .till.  I  mw 
Whirh  ixili  wiHinili'i) 
Whrii  priili-'n  ■Iniiiiit'ii 


III  «i.rl«  i*hich  j'TUi!'  r»  amnthrtM  lung 
My  Kiul  (poke  oul  «it*Iii>t  Ihr  wrung. 


iiunh  Ihr  hirii  lrijiii)N't  uf  wfori 


Fininii  5tnhM  W«ilp  m*  pltsrim  wi 
Flxwi-r*  nwiinR  iii»n  ihr  hrii>lin«  agi 
And.  hnmil  and  I>ii«lit  i>n  pilhrr  haii 
W'ilh  li»)>i>'i.  rliTnu]  .uliNiw  ■i>iiiiiM 
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And  when  the  fammer  winds  shall  sweep 
With  their  light  wings  my  place  of  sleep, 
And  mosses  round  my  head-stone  creep, 

If  still,  as  freedom's  rallying  sign. 
Upon  the  young  heart's  altars  shine 
The  very  fires  they  caught  from  mine. 

If  words  my  lips  once  utterM  still 
In  the  calm  faith  and  steadfast  will 
Of  other  hearts,  their  work  fulfil, 

Perchance  with  joy  the  soul  may  learn 

These  tokens,  and  its  eye  discern 

The  fires  which  on  those  altars  bum,— 

A  marvellous  joy  that  even  then 

The  spirit  hath  its  life  again, 

In  the  strong  hearts  of  mortal  men. 

Take,  lady,  then,  the  gift  I  bring, 

No  gay  and  graceful  offering — 

No  flower-smile  of  the  laughing  spring. 

Midst  the  green  buds  of  youth's  fresh  May, 
With  fancy's  leaf-enwoven  bay, 
My  sad  and  sombre  gift  I  lay. 

And  if  it  deepens  in  thy  mind 

A  sense  of  suffering  human  kind— 

The  outcast  and  the  spirit-blind : 

Oppress'd  and  spoil'd  on  every  side. 
By  prejudice,  and  scorn,  and  pride ; 
Life's  common  courtesies  denied : 

Sad  mothers  mourning  o'er  their  trust. 
Children  by  want  and  misery  nursed, 
Tasting  life's  bitter  cup  at  first. 

If  to  their  strong  appeals  which  come 
From  fireless  hearth,  and  crowded  room, 
And  the  dark  alley's  noisome  gloom, — 

Though  dark  the  hands  upraised  to  thee 

In  mute,  beseeching  agony, 

Thou  lend'st  thy  woman's  sympathy, 

Not  vainly  on  thy  gentle  shrine 

Where  love,  and  mirth,  and  friendship  twine 

Their  varied  gifts,  I  offer  mine. 


DEMOCRACY. 

Oh,  fairest  born  of  love  and  light. 
Yet  bending  brow  and  eye  severe 

On  all  which  pains  the  holy  sight 
Or  wounds  the  pure  and  perfect  ear ! 

Beautiful  yet  thy  temples  rise, 

Though  there  profaning  gifls  are  thrown; 
And  fires  unkindled  of  the  skies 

Are  glaring  round  thy  altar-stone 

Still  sacred — though  thy  name  be  breathed 
By  those  whose  hearts  thy  truth  deride ; 

And  garlands,  pluck'd  from  thee,  are  wreathed 
Around  the  haughty  brows  of  pride. 

O,  ideal  of  my  boyhood's  time ! 

The  faith  in  which  my  father  stood. 


Even  when  the  sons  of  lust  and  crime 
Had  stain'd  thy  peaceful  courts  with  blood  I 

Still  to  those  courts  my  footsteps  turn. 
For,  through  the  mists  that  darken  there, 

I  see  the  flame  of  freedom  bum — 
The  Kebla  of  the  patriot's  prayer! 

The  generous  feeling,  pure  and  warm. 
Which  owns  the  right  of  all  divine— 

The  pitying  heart — the  helping  trm — 
The  prompt  self-sacrifice— are  thine. 

Beneath  thy  broad,  impartial  eye. 

How  fade  the  lines  of  caste  and  birth ! 

How  equal  in  their  suffering  lie 
The  groaning  multitudes  of  earth  I 

Still  to  a  stricken  brother  trae, 

Whatever  clime  hath  nurtured  him; 

As  stoop'd  to  heal  the  wounded  Jew 
The  worshipper  of  Gerizim. 

By  misery  unrepell'd,  unawed 

By  pomp  or  power,  thou  see'st  a  Miir 

In  prince  or  peasant — slave  or  lord — 
Pale  priest,  or  swarthy  artisan. 

Through  all  disguise,  form,  place  or  name, 
Beneath  the  flaunting  robes  of  sin. 

Through  poverty  and  squalid  shame. 
Thou  lookest  on  the  man  within. 

On  man,  as  man,  retaining  yet, 

Howe'er  debased,  and  soil'd,  and  dim. 

The  crown  upon  his  forehead  set — 
The  immortal  gill  of  God  to  him. 

And  there  is  reverence  in  thy  look ; 

For  that  frail  form  which  mortals  wear 
The  Spirit  of  the  Holiest  took, 

And  veil'd  His  perfect  brightness  there. 

Not  from  the  cold  and  shallow  fount 

Of  vain  philosophy  thou  art, 
He  who  of  old  on  Syria's  mount 

Thrill'd,  warm'd  by  turns  the  listener's  heart 

In  holy  words  which  cannot  die, 

In  thoughts  which  angels  leanM  to  know, 
Proclaim'd  thy  message  from  on  high— 

Thy  mission  to  a  world  of  wo. 

That  voice's  echo  hath  not  died ! 

From  the  blue  lake  of  Galilee, 
And  Tabor's  lonely  mountain  side, 

It  calls  a  struggling  world  to  thee. 

Thy  name  and  watchword  o'er  this  land 

I  hear  in  every  breeze  that  stirs. 
And  round  a  thousand  altars  stand 

Thy  banded  party  worshippers. 

Not  to  these  altars  of  a  day. 

At  party's  call,  my  gif^  I  bring; 
But  on  thy  olden  shrine  I  lay 

A  freeman's  dearest  offering : 

The  voiceless  utterance  of  his  will — 
His  pledge  to  freedom  and  to  truth. 

That  manhood's  heaK  remembers  still 
The  homage  of  its  generous  youth. 
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THE  CYPRESS  TREE  OF  CEYLON.* 

Thst  nt  in  silent  watchfulnea 

The  sacred  cypress  tree  about. 
And  from  the  wrinkled  brows  of  age 

Their  failing  eyes  look'd  out 

Gray  age  and  sickness  waiting  there. 
Through  weary  night  and  lingering  daj, 

Grim  as  the  idoln  at  their  side. 
And  motionless  as  they. 

Unheeded,  in  the  boui^hs  above. 

The  Hong  of  Ceylon^s  birds  was  sweet; 

Unseen  of  them  the  island's  flowen 
BIoom*d  brightly  at  their  feet. 

OVr  them  the  tropic  night-storm  swept. 
The  thunder  cronhM  on  rock  and  hill. 

The  lightning  wrappM  them  like  a  dond,— 
Yet  there  they  waited  still ! 

Whnt  was  the  world  without  to  themi 
The  Modlt'iirri  sunrH't  call — the  dance 

Of  CryIon*s  niaidti — the  passing  gleam 
Of  imttle-flag  and  lance  1 

Thry  waited  for  that  fulling  leaf 

Of  which  the  wandering  Jogees  sing, 

Which  lends  once  more  to  wintry  age 
The  greenness  of  its  spring. 

O !  if  tbeiie  poor  and  blinded  onea 

In  trui»tful  patience  wait  to  feel 
OVr  torpid  pulne  and  failing  limb 

A  youthful  frenhness  steal : 

Shall  we,  who  sit  beneath  that  tree 
WhoiW  healintr  leaves  of  life  arc  shed 

In  answer  to  the  breath  of  prayer, 
U|x>n  the  waiting  head : 

Not  to  restore  our  failing  forms. 
Nor  build  the  npirit'ii  bn>ken  shrine, 

But  on  the  fainting  soul  to  shed 
A  light  and  life  divine: 

Shall  we  umw  weary  at  our  watch. 
And  murmur  at  the  Iitiii;  delay,— 

Impatient  of  our  Father's  time, 
And  his  ap{iointed  way  ! 

Or  shiH  the  stir  of  outwnni  things 
Allure  and  rlniin  the  (^hrintian's  eye, 

Whrii  on  the  hfathi'u  waii'her's  ear 
Their  j)owerlr!«!i  murmurs  die  ? 

All*  I  a  deejier  te«d;  of  faith 

Than  prifMin-cell  or  martyr's  stake. 

The  oelf-abaMini;  wal4'lifu!ni*Hs 
Of  itileut  prayer  may  make. 

We  cinl  u«  bravrly  to  rebuke 
Our  errinjj  brother  in  the  wrnns; 

Ainl  ill  the  ear  nf  pridi*  snil  power 
OwT  wamini;  voire  is  stnini;. 


Easier  to  smite  with  PrriB*s 

Than  "watrh  one  hoar^  in  hambibiff  friTfr, 
Life's  x  great  things,"  like  tlw  Syriu  Idril' 

Our  soub  can  do  and  dare. 


•  iBi  n^TirA.  th«*  fi'Irhrati'll  Mu««iilnian  iriTrlIrr  nf 
till-  f  iirii'fMih  rfiiiiiry,  «|>^akii  nf  a  r«|ir«««  trrp  m  (>>■ 
l.-ii.  iii.|\i  runlly  hi  M  mrri-d  Itv  tin*  inh-|(iif4ni€.ihr  lrav<*g 
fifntiii-ri  wi>ri>  li.iiil  111  fill  itrilr  al  l>int  mhi)  unrfrtiln  pe. 
rl'i.!«;  mill  h4>  wh-i  hml  iIik  h:ipplp«M  ti>  fluii  iinl  ni  nj.r 
of  ihi'in  wa«  rrsioml  m  onfi»  in  «niith  «nr|  rienur  Th** 
invrlliT  p.iw  wi'vrral  vfnrraMr  Jnc^***,  «»r  •Aiiilt,  mliiiif 
•iliiit  unJ«r  the  irfe.  lunirntly  waitinfihi*  f4ll  of  a  Inf. 


But,  O,  we  shrink  from  Jordaa'a  m 
From  waters  which  aloiie  ran 

And  murmur  for  Abana's  hanks. 
Aiul  Pharpar's  brighter  wave. 

O !  Thou  who  in  the  ganlm'a 
Didiit  wake  thv  wearv  onn 

m  m 

Who  slumberM  in  that  faarfnl 
Forgetful  of  thy  pain : 

Bend  o'er  us  now,  as  awn  them. 
And  set  our  sleep-hmind  spirite  ffee. 

Nor  U*ave  us  slumbering  in  the  waich 
Our  souls  should  keep  with  lht«  ! 


THE  WORSHIP  OF  XATURf 

Tac  ocean  lookrth  up  to  hram. 

As 't  were  a  living  thin;; 
The  homatrc  of  its  waves  is 

In  ceaM'less  worshipping. 

They  kneel  upon  the  sloping 
A  A  biMids  the  human  kiMv, 

A  lN>autiful  and  tinlms  l«nd. 
The  prieiithood  of  the  sea  ? 

They  {»«iur  the  glitt^nir  t 

Whirh  in  the  deep  ha«e  birth. 

And  rh.int  thfir  awful  hymiu 
The  waii*hing  hills  of  earth. 

The  (H^ren  earth  sends  it«  imrnet  np 
From  evrry  mountjiin-shrine. 

From  evrry  flt)wer  ami  dewy  mp 
That  iireeteth  the  «unshinr. 

The  mtiits  arc  lifliNl  from  the  filXik 
Like  the  white  win;  nf  prayer; 

They  liMM  a!Ni\e  thr  siirirtil 
Aii  ditiiur  hi*ma:re  thriv. 


The  fiirei(t-tiip4  are  lowly 

OVr  bni'/y  hill  and  t,\en. 
An  if  a  pnyrrful  n^nnt  pass'd 

On  nature  aa  on  men. 

The  rlimiU  weep  ly'rr  the  Cdlca  weri^ 

E'en  a*  repentant  love ; 
Err.  ti»  thi*  bitfuied  bfreae  anfrnT^ 

They  faile  in  light  above. 

The  «ky  i«  as  a  temple's  airh. 

Tbi'  t>lup  aiiil  wa\y  air 
Is  irl<>riiiu4  with  the  spiritHamch 

Of  m«*Men^rs  al  prayer. 

The  zrntle  mtton.  the  kindling  wmk^ 
The  many  fttara  aiv  givm. 

As  vbriiifs  to  bum  earth's 
The  altur-firvs  of  Heaven ! 


"  '*  II  htlh  hf^nr  at  II wrr*  Mprctany 
an<1  iiii>l<*  piling  anil  l^fiMv  In  My 
B  ff^t  wurihipp  !•  gMBf  oa 

fSSALT. 
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THE  FUNERAL  TREE  OF  THE 
SOKOKIS.* 

Arouhd  8ebago*f  lonely  lake 
There  lingers  not  a  breeze  to  break 
The  mirror  which  its  waters  make. 

The  solemn  pines  along  its  shore, 
The  6r8  which  hang  its  gray  rocks  o'er, 
Are  painted  on  its  glassy  floor. 

The  sun  looks  o*er,  with  hazy  eye, 
The  snowy  mountain-tops  which  lie 
Piled  coldly  up  against  the  sky. 

Dazzling  and  white !  save  where  the  bleak. 
Wild  winds  have  bared  some  splintering  peak, 
Or  snow-filide  left  its  dusky  streak. 

Yet  green  are  Saco's  banks  below, 
And  belts  of  spruce  and  cedar  show. 
Dark  fringing  round  those  cones  of  snow. 

The  earth  hath  felt  the  breath  of  spring, 
Though  yet  upon  her  tardy  wing 
The  lingering  frosts  of  winter  cling. 

Fresh  grasses  fringe  the  meadow-brooks. 
And  mildly  from  its  sunny  nooks 
The  blue  eye  of  the  violet  looks. 

And  odours  from  the  springing  grass, 
The  sweet  birch,  and  the  sassafras. 
Upon  the  scarce-felt  breezes  pass. 

Her  tokens  of  renewing  care 
Hath  Nature  scattered  everywhere. 
In  bud  and  flower,  and  warmer  air. 

But  in  their  hour  of  bitterness. 
What  reck  the  broken  Sokokis, 
Beside  their  slaughter'd  chief,  of  this  1 

The  turf's  red  stain  is  yet  undried — 
Scarce  have  the  death-shot  echoes  died 
Along  Sebago's  wooded  side : 

And  silent  now  the  hunters  stand, 
Grouped  darkly,  where  a  swell  of  land 
Slopes  upward  from  the  lake's  white  sand. 

Fire  and  the  axe  have  swept  it  bare. 
Save  one  lone  beech,  unclosing  there 
Its  light  leaves  in  the  April  air. 

With  grave,  cold  looks,  all  sternly  mute, 
They  break  the  damp  turf  at  its  foot. 
And  bare  its  coilM  and  twisted  root 

They  heave  the  stubborn  trunk  aside. 
The  firm  roots  from  the  earth  divide— 
The  rent  beneath  yawns  dark  and  wide. 

And  there  the  fallen  chief  is  laid, 
In  tasseird  garb  of  skins  array'd, 
And  girdled  with  his  wampum-braid. 

*  PoLATf,  a  chief  of  the  Sokokis  Indians,  the  original 
inhabitants  of  the  country  lying  between  Agamenticus 
md  Casco  bay,  was  killed  in  a  skirmish  at  Windham,  on 
he  Bebsgo  lake,  in  the  spring  of  1756.  He  claimed  all 
he  lands  on  both  sides  of  the  Presumpscot  river  to  its 
nouth  at  Casco,  as  his  own.  He  was  shrewd,  subtle, 
ind  brave.  After  the  white  men  had  retired,  the  sur* 
riving  Indians  **  swayed**  or  bent  down  a  young  tree 
mtil  its  roots  were  turned  up,  placed  the  body  of  their 
hief  beneath  them,  and  then  released  the  tree  to  spring 
lack  to  its  former  poshlon. 


The  silver  cross  he  loved  is  press'd 
Beneath  the  heavy  arms,  which  rest 
Upon  his  scanr'd  and  naked  breast* 

'T  is  done :  the  roots  are  backward  sent. 
The  beechen  tree  stands  up  imbentp— 
The  Indian's  fitting  monument ! 

When  of  that  sleeper's  broken  race 
Their  green  and  pleasant  dwelling-place 
Which  knew  them  once,  retains  no  trace ; 

O  !  long  may  sunset's  light  be  shed 
As  now  upon  that  beech's  head-— > 
A  green  memorial  of  the  dead ! 

There  shall  his  fitting  requiem  be. 
In  northern  winds,  that,  cold  and  free. 
Howl  nightly  in  that  fimeral  tree. 

To  their  wild  wail  the  waves  which  break 
Forever  round  that  lonely  lake 
A  solemn  under-tone  shall  make ! 

And  who  shall  deem  the  spot  unblest, 
Where  Nature's  younger  children  rest, 
Lull'd  on  their  sorrowing  mother's  breast  ? 

Deem  ye  that  mother  loveth  less 
These  bronzed  forms  of  the  wilderness 
She  foldeth  in  her  long  caress  ? 

As  sweet  o'er  them  her  wild  flowers  flow. 
As  if  with  fairer  hair  and  brow 
The  blue-eyed  Saxon  slept  below. 

What  though  the  places  of  their  rest 
No  priestly  knee  hath  ever  press'd — 
No  funeral  rite  nor  prayer  hath  bless'd  1 

What  though  the  bigot's  ban  be  there, 
And  thoughts  of  wailing  and  despair, 
And  cursing  in  the  place  of  prayer  If 

Yet  Heaven  hath  angels  watching  round 
The  Indian's  lowliest  forest-mound — 
And  they  have  made  it  holy  groimd. 

There  ceases  man's  frail  judgment;  all 
His  powerless  bolts  of  cursing  fidl 
Unheeded  on  that  grassy  pall. 

O,  peel'd,  and  hunted,  and  reviled ! 
Sleep  on,  dark  tenant  of  the  wild ! 
Great  Nature  owns  her  simple  child ! 

And  Nature's  God,  to  whom  alone 
The  secret  of  the  heart  is  known — 
The  hidden  language  traced  thereon ; 

Who,  from  its  many  curaberings 

Of  form  and  creed,  and  outward  things. 

To  light  the  naked  spirit  brings ; 

Not  with  our  partial  eye  shall  scan — 
Not  with  our  pride  and  scorn  shall  ban 
The  spirit  of  our  brother  man  f 

*  The  Sokokis  were  early  converts  to  the  Oatholie 
ftith.  Most  of  them,  prior  to  the  year  1758,  had  removed 
to  the  French  settlements  on  the  St.  Francois. 

t  The  brutal  and  unchristian  spirit  of  the  early  settlers 
of  New  England  toward  the  red  man  is  strikingly  itlus. 
trated  in  the  conduct  of  the  man  who  shot  down  the  So- 
kokis chief.  He  used  to  say  he  always  noticed  the  anni- 
versary of  that  exploit,  as  **  the  day  on  which  ha  sent 
the  devil  a  present  "~Wiu.iaii80Ii's  MUUrff  tf  .WUim. 
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RAPHAEL. 

I  SHALL  not  iioon  fur(n*t  thnt  liitht: 
Tho  glow  of  autumn*ii  westering  day, 

A  hnzy  wnrmth.  a  clreamy  light, 
On  Raphacru  picture  lay. 

It  won  a  Hiinple  print  I  saw, 
The  fair  face  of  a  muninic  boy; 

Yet  while  I  gazeil  a  sense  of  awe 
Seeni'd  hliMulint;  with  my  joy. 

A  simple  print : — the  i^raceful  flow 
Of  lM>\hi>4Hi*H  HDfi  and  wavy  hair, 

And  fresh  yoiiiiK  lip  and  cheek,  and  brow 
Unmark'd  and  cleiir,  were  there. 

Tet  throuKh  it.i  !<wpct  and  calm  repose 

I  suw  the  inw;ird  spirit  shiue; 
It  was  as  if  U'fore  me  rose 

The  white  veil  of  a  iihrine. 

Ah  if,  as  (lotlihind'ii  't-AiSo  has  told. 
The  hidden  lifi'.  the  man  within, 

Dis4cver*d  from  itn  frame  and  mould, 
l)y  mortal  eye  were  seen. 

Was  it  the  liftinir  of  that  eye, 

The  waving  of  that  pictured  hand  1 

Loom  as  a  cloud-wrc.ith  on  the  nky 
I  saw  the  walls  expand. 

The  narrow  nwrn  h.id  vani^h'd-— upara 
Droail,  luminouM.  remain'd  alone. 

Through  which  all  hues  and  shapes  of  grace 
And  beauty  l«K>kM  or  shone. 

m 

Aro\md  the  mighty  master  came 

The  marveln  which  his  f)oncil  wrought, 

Tho?te  miracles  of  p-nver  whose  fame 
Is  wide  as  human  thought. 

There  droopM  thy  Tniire  than  mortal  face, 

O  Mother,  U'autiful  and  miM ! 
Enfolding  in  one  deur  mihriice 

Thv  Sdviiiur  and  thv  child  ! 

The  rapt  brow  of  the  l)i'M«»rt  John; 

The  awful  glory  o(  that  day 
When  all  the  Father's  brightness  shone 

Through  manliixMrs  veil  of  clay. 

Ami.  inidot  cray  prtiphft  forms,  and  wild 
Diirk  «i*>ii>n4  of  ihe  d:iyt  itf  old, 

Ilnw  sweetly  woinHn's  iN'SUty  smiled 
Through  |i*«-ks  of  brown  anil  gold ! 

ThiTi'  Foniirin.rs  f:iir  younj  fiice 
Once  mon>  ii|Min  her  Invrr  f»liiine, 

Wlii>«e  mi>i!i'l  i>f  an  anm-l"*  i*race 
He  iNirrow'd  frum  her  own. 

Slow  pas-i*d  that  virion  from  my  \iew, 
Dut  not  the  !e««i>n  whii'h  it  t^uelit; 

The  toft.  calm  sltai|i>w«  which  it  threw 
Still  restttl  on  my  thought : 

The  truth.  tliM  ]iainter.  bard  and  sase. 

Evt'n  in  earth'i  colil  and  changeful  clime, 
Pliiiit  f«»r  thrir  de^thb'ss  heritage 

The  fruits  and  flowers  of  time. 


Wr  shape  oanwlvn  the  jay  or 
Of  which  the  maiiof  Ufc  ie 

And  fill  our  future's  el 
With  sunshine  or  wiih 


The  tiiMtue  of  the  lifr  to  b* 
We  weave  with  rukrara  all 

And  in  the  field  of  de»tiiijr 
We  reap  as  we  have 


Still  shall  the  soul  aroand  it  all 
The  shallows  which  it  gatber'd 

.\nd  |>ainte«l  un  the  eirmal  will 
The  past  »hall  reap|«ar. 

Think  ve  the  nntrs  of  holv  aoo* 
On  Milton*«  tuneful  ear  ba««  dud* 

Think  ye  ih:ii  Kaphael's  uiivl  ibroaf 
Has  vanifkh'd  frum  his  aiile  ! 

Oh  no ! — we  live  our  hfe  agvin : 
Or  warmly  tourh'd  or  eoUly  dim 

Tlie  pictures  of  the  {»a«t  remain.— 
Man's  works  »haH  follow 


MEMORIES 

.^  REirTiri'L  and  happy  girl 

With  step  as  s«ift  as  summer  air, 
Aiiil  fresh  Vi  tunic  lip  snd  bruw  of  pev! 
.***ii.i(iow'd  by  msny  a  car^Ir«a  rcrl 

Of  unconfined  and  flowing  hair: 
.\  seemine  child  in  e«ery  thing 

Sa^e  thonehtful  brow,  and  npmuag 
As  nnttire  wears  the  smile  of  wpnnf 

When  sinking  into  summer'a  aniH 

\  mini]  rejoicins  in  the  light 

Whii-h  nu-ltrd  thriMii{h  its  giieful 
I.i-.if  arter  leaf  serenrly  bnghl 
And  ^fainle«s  in  its  hnlv  while 

T'nf'ildin?  like  a  mnrning 
A  heart,  which,  like  a  fin 

With  e^ery  bre.-ith  of  feeling 
Aim!.  e\i*ii  when  the  litngiie  was 

From  eye  and  lip  in  music 

How  thrills  onre  more  the  IragtheMig 

Of  rnemork-  at  the  thought  of  Ibtv'— 
Ojil  th>{if«  whi«'h  Iiinj  in  du«l  have  lai^ 
0!d  dre.im*  come  ihrimsinc 

.\nd  lN)yho(M!  li\e«  again  in  ae; 
I  fi-el  its  glow  npim  my  eherk, 

It«  l'iiliie««  of  the  heart  n  mine. 
As  whrn  I  b-sn'il  to  bear  Ihtv 

( >r  raisnl  niT  doubtful  eTe  lo 


I  hrnr  airain  thy  Inw  rrpliea^ 

I  I'iN'l  fhv  arm  within  tnx 
And  limiilly  aeain  uprise 
The  fringitl  lids  of  hair!  eree 

With  stift  brown  trr 
Ah  *  memories  of  sweet  sum 

( >f  nii^Milit  wave  and  willowv 
Of  star*  and  flowers  and  dewy 

And  smiles  and  tooes 
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Ere  this  thy  quiet  eye  hath  smiled 

My  picture  of  thy  youth  to  see, 
When  half  a  woman,  half  a  child. 
Thy  very  artlessness  beguiled. 

And  folly's  self  seem'd  wise  in  thee. 
I  too  can  smile,  when  o'er  that  hour 

The  lights  of  memory  backward  stream, 
Yet  feel  the  while  that  manhood's  power 

Is  vainer  than  my  boyhood's  dream. 

Years  have  pass'd  on,  and  left  their  trace 

Of  graver  care  and  deeper  thought ; 
And  unto  me  the  calm,  cold  face 
Of  manhood,  and  to  thee  the  grace 

Of  woman's  pensive  beauty  brought. 
On  life's  rough  blasts  for  blame  or  praise 

The  schoolboy's  name  has  widely  flown; 
Thine  in  the  green  and  quiet  ways 

Of  unobtrusive  goodness  known. 

And  wider  yet  in  thought  and  deed 

Our  still  diverging  thoughts  incline, 
Thitie  the  Genevan's  sternest  creed, 
While  answers  to  my  spirit's  need 

The  Yorkshire  peasant's  simple  line. 
For  thee  the  priestly  rite  and  prayer. 

And  holy  day  and  solemn  psalm. 
For  me  the  silent  reverence  where 

My  brethren  gather,  slow  and  calm. 

Yet  hath  thy  spirit  left  on  me 

An  impress  time  has  not  worn  out, 
And  something  of  myself  in  thee, 
A  shadow  from  the  past,  I  see 

Lingering  even  yet  thy  way  about ; 
Not  wholly  can  the  heart  unlearn 

That  lesson  of  its  better  hours. 
Not  yet  has  Time's  dull  footstep  worn 

To  common  dust  that  path  of  flowers. 

Thus,  while  at  times  before  our  eye 

The  clouds  about  the  present  part, 
And.  smiling  through  them,  round  us  lie 
Soft  hues  of  memory's  morning  sky — 

The  Indian  summer  of  the  heart, 
In  secret  sympathies  of  mind, 

In  founts  of  feeling  which  retain 
Their  pure,  fresh  flow,  we  yet  may  find 

Our  early  dreams  not  wholly  vain ! 


TO  A  FRIEND, 

ox  HER  RETURN  FROM  EUROPE. 

How  smiled  the  land  of  France 
Under  thy  blue  eye's  glance, 

Light-hearted  rover! 
Old  walls  of  chateaux  gray. 
Towers  of  an  early  day 
Which  the  three  colours  play 

Flauntingly  over. 

Now  midst  the  oriHiant  train 
Thronging  the  banks  of  Seine : 
Now  midst  the  splendour 


Of  the  wild  Alpine  range. 
Waking  with  change  on  change 
Thoughts  in  thy  young  heart  strange, 
Lovely  and  tender. 

Vales,  soft,  Elysian, 
Like  those  in  the  vision 

Of  Mirza,  when,  dreaming. 
He  saw  the  long  hollow  dell 
Touch'd  by  the  prophet's  spell 
Into  an  ocean's  swell 

With  its  isles  teeming. 

Clifls  wrapt  in  snows  of  years. 
Splintering  with  icy  spears 

Autumn's  blue  heaven : 
Loose  rock  and  frozen  slide, 
Hung  on  the  mountain  side. 
Waiting  their  hour  to  glide 

Downward,  storm-driven ! 

Rhine  stream,  by  castle  old 
Baron's  and  robber's  hold. 

Peacefully  flowing ; 
Sweeping  throui^h  vineyards  g^reen. 
Or  where  the  clifls  are  seen 
O'er  the  broad  wave  between 

Grim  shadows  throwing. 

Or,  where  St.  Peter's  dome 
Swells  o'er  eternal  Rome 

Vast,  dim,  and  solemn, — 
Hymns  ever  chanting  low — 
Censers  swung  to  and  fro^ 
Sable  stoles  sweeping  slow 

Cornice  and  column ! 

Oh,  as  from  each  and  all 
Will  there  not  voices  call 

Evermore  back  again? 
In  the  mind's  gallery 
Wilt  thou  not  ever  see 
Dim  phantoms  beckon  thee 

O'er  that  old  track  again  1 

New  forms  thy  presence  haun^— 
New  voices  softly  chant — 

New  faces  greet  thee ! — 
Pilgnms  from  many  a  shrine 
Hallo w'd  by  poet's  line 
At  memory's  magic  sign 

Rising  to  meet  thee. 

And  when  such  visions  come 
Unto  thy  olden  home. 

Will  they  not  waken 
Deep  thoughts  of  Him  whose  hand 
Led  thee  o'er  sea  and  land 
Back  to  the  household  band 

W  hence  thou  wast  taken  1 

While  at  the  sunset  time. 
Swells  the  csithrdral's  chime. 

Yet,  in  thy  dreaming, 
While  to  thy  spirit's  eye 
Yet  the  vast  mountain's  lie 
Piled  in  the  Switzer's  sky, 

Icy  and  gleaming: 


3.i2 


JOHN   G.   WHITTIER. 


Prompter  of  nient  prayer. 
Be  the  wild  picture  there 

In  tlic  mind's  cliamher, 
And,  throuuh  each  c«»minK  day 
Him,  who,  br  rtafT  and  Muy, 
Watcird  o\>r  tliy  wandoring  way, 

Freshly  ri'iueniber. 

So,  when  the  call  ahall  be 
8oon  or  late  unto  thi-e. 

Ah  to  all  ^iven, 
Still  niuy  tluit  picture  live, 
And  its  fair  tbrnw  survive, 
And  to  thy  ii|>irit  ^ivc 

Cf  ludneM  in  heaven ! 


THE  REFORMER. 


All  cjim,  mid  soil'd,  and  hrown  with  tan, 

I  saw  a  Htroiic  one,  in  hin  wrath, 
Smiting  the  uo«llei*tf  ^Il^illeli  of  man 
Along  hin  puth. 

Tiie  (M)uroh  lH>neath  her  tremhlin;?  dome 

KN>»yM  in  vain  her  i^hoKtly  ehurm : 
Wealth  Hhiiok  within  hiii  gilded  home 
Wilh  stranue  uljrin. 

Fraud  from  \m  MH*ret  chamlierfl  fled 

Dt'fore  the  NUiiliuht  hurntini!  in : 
Sloth  drew  her  pillow  o'er  her  head 
To  drown  the  din. 

••  Spare,"  Art  implored,  »•  yon  holy  pile ; 

'i'hut  craud.  old,  time-worn  turret  Hpure !" 
Meek  Heverenee,  kmt'lint^  in  the  aisle. 
Cried  out,  ••  For  hear  I" 

Ciray-lH'artleil  I'oe,  who,  deaf  and  blind, 
(trii)>ed  lor  hid  old,  aecuKtoni'd  stone, 
Lean'd  on  hiit  Ktatf,  and  wept,  to  find 
JIi«  tfcat  oVrthrown. 

Youni;  Komanee  rais^ed  liii*  dreamy  eyesi, 

O'erhuni;  with  paly  litck^  of  ;;i>id : 

**  Why  »inile,"  he  anketl  in  mitl  Murjiri^^, 

-ThotUir,  theold?" 

Vet  louder  ram?  the  stnmi;  one'n  utroke. 

Vet  nearer  fLi-^liM  hi<«  »\e*»i  uleam! 
Sliudderinj  and  i«irk  of  heart  1  wuke, 
An  from  a  dream. 

I  |ii«)k*d :  a*«ide  the  duflt-cloud  n.>ll*d  ^ 
The  waster  M'ctn'd  t)ie  liinlder  loOi 
U{»>prin:;int;  from  the  ruin'd  old, 
I  i»aw  the  new. 

'Tnan  hut  tlic  ruin  of  the  had  — 

The  wastiiit;  o(  the  wrom;  anil  il! ; 
Wiiute'er  of  kimkI  the  old  time  had, 
W'aj*  hvin<4  atill. 

Calm  crew  the  brow*  of  him  I  fear'd : 

The  fmwn  whieh  awed  me  paM«*d  away. 
And  li'(\  iH-hind  a  mnilo  which  chterM 
Like  brcakinn  ^^y* 


The  irrain  xrew  Kiven  oa 

OVr  awarded  warHnoaoib 
The  alavc  stood  forging  from  hia 
The  BfMde  and  |4o«ch. 

Mliere  frown'd  the  foit,  pavifiaoB 

And  cuttaicr  windowa, 
Look*d  out  upon  the  peaceful  baj 
And  hills  behiiul. 

Thmu(;fi  vine-wreath*d  cup*  with  wine 
I'he  Iii;ht»  on  linmminff  crystal  frB. 
Drawn,  sfiarklin?,  from  the  rirnlcf 
.\nd  niuwiy  welL 

Through  prison  walla,  like  Hc« 

Fresh  brerus  blew,  and 
And  with  the  idle  Kalluw^rofM 

lite  youug  child  ptay'i 


h.c«. 


Wlierc  the  iloum'd  ^iriim  in  his  cell 

Had  countiil  o'er  the  wcafj  bouvK 
(ilad  hrhoiil-;;irIs,  answering  to  the 
(.'amc  cruwn'd  wiih 


Grown  wiiHT  fur  the  lesson  given, 

I  fear  no  liMuer,  for  I  know 
That,  wheri>  the  fiharr  is  dcr^cal  driven, 
I  Tiiti  Um  fruits  grow. 

The  out w urn  rite,  the  old  abuse. 

The  pi'iu-*  fr.iiiil  transparent 
The  ^inmI  Iii'!.1  raptiie  in  the 
Of  wroii^  alone — 

TheM*  wail  their  diK^m,  from  that  givat  !•« 
Whirh  maki-it  the  past  time  arrvv  t^^fiay , 
And  fre»her  lift-  the  work!  shall  draw 
From  their  decay. 

Oh !  backward-looking  aan  of  Tuaa  *— 

The  new  is  oU\,  the  oM  is  new— 
The  cycle  nf  a  change  sublime 
Still  fweeping  through. 


Ho  wisely  tam;ht  the  Indian 
DcMtri  t\  in  l;  >*< ».  t  a  .  fivming 
Who  wake  li;  turii«  Earth's  iam 
.\re  one.  the 


A*  iilly  as,  in  that  oLl  day. 
Thiiu  niounir»it.  did  thy 
So,  in  hix  tiiiit .  ili\  child  grown 
shall  sj^h  for  thine 


f»7. 


Vet.  not  the  :r«s  fur  them  or 

The  cterunl  *tep  of 
To  that  cri  at  an  them,  calm  and 
WhiihlSod— — -• 


Take  heart  *  —  the  waster 
A  rharin-  •!  life  old  fi«i 
llie  tares  may  ptri^h — but  iha 
N  not  fur  death. 


(iml  work*  in  all  things;  all 

Hin  firvt  pro|iulsion  fhMn  iha 
Ho,  wake  and  wairh !— >|Im  woild 
Wiih  nioming  hgfaftl 


L. 


JOHN   O.  WHITTIER. 


858 


MY  SOUL  AND  I. 

Stattd  still,  my  soal :  in  the  ailent  dark 

I  would  question  thee, 
Alone  in  the  shadow  drear  and  stark 

With  God  and  me  ! 

What,  my  soul,  was  thine  errand  here  t 

Was  it  mirth  or  ease. 
Or  heaping  up  dust  from  year  to  yeart 

"  Nay,  none  of  these." 

Speak,  soul,  aright  in  His  holy  sight 

Whose  eye  looks  still 
And  steadily  on  thee  through  the  night : 

"  To  do  his  will !" 

W'hat  hast  thou  done,  oh,  soul  of  mine, 

That  thou  tremblest  so  1 — 
Hast  thou  wrought  His  task,  and  kept  the  line 

He  bade  thee  go  ? 

What,  silent  all ! — art  sad  of  cheer? 

Art  fearful  now  1 
W^hen  God  seem'd  &r,  and  men  were  near, 

How  brave  wert  thou ! 

Aha  !  thou  tremblest! — well  I  see 

Thou  *rt  craven  grown.- 
Is  it  so  hard  with  God  and  me 

To  stand  alone  1 

Summon  thy  sunshine  bravery  back, 

Oh,  wretched  sprite ! 
Let  me  hear  thy  voice  through  this  deep  and  black 

Abysmal  night 

W^hat  hast  thou  wrought  for  Right  and  Truth, 

For  God  and  man. 
From  the  golden  hours  of  bright-eyed  youth 

To  life's  mid  span  1 

Ah,  soul  of  mine,  thy  tones  I  hear, 

But  weak  and  low; 
Like  far,  sad  murmurs  on  my  ear 

They  come  and  go. 

"  I  have  wrestled  stoutly  with  the  Wrong, 

And  borne  the  Right 
From  beneath  the  footfall  of  the  throng 

To  life  and  light 

*'  Wherever  Freedom  shiver'd  a  chain, 

*  God  speed,'  quoth  I ; 
To  Error  amidst  her  shouting  train 

I  gave  the  lie." 

Ah,  soul  of  mine  I  ah,  soul  of  mine  I 

Thy  deeds  are  well : 
Were  they  wrought  for  Truth's  sake  or  for  thine  ? 

My  soul,  pray  tell. 

"  Of  all  the  work  my  hand  hath  wrought 

Beneath  the  sky. 
Save  a  place  in  kindly  human  thought. 

No  gain  have  I." 

Go  to,  go  to ! — for  thy  very  self 

Thy  deeds  were  done: 
Thou,  for  fame,  the  miser  for  pelf. 

Your  end  is  one. 

And  where  art  thou  going,  soal  of  mine  ? 

Canst  see  the  end  1 
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And  whither  this  troubled  life  of  thine 
Evermore  doth  tend  1 

What  daunts  thee  now  1 — what  shakes  thee  so  ? 

My  sad  soul,  say. 
« I  see  a  cloud  like  a  curtain  low 

Hang  o'er  my  way. 

**  Whither  I  go  I  cannot  tell : 

That  cloud  hangs  black. 
High  as  the  heaven  and  deep  as  hell, 

Across  my  track. 

**  I  see  its  shadow  coldly  enwrap 

The  souls  before. 
Sadly  they  enter  it,  step  by  step. 

To  return  no  more ! 

**  They  shrink,  they  shudder,  dear  God !  they  kneel 

To  thee  in  prayer. 
They  shut  their  eyes  on  the  cloud,  but  fed 

That  it  still  is  there. 

« In  vain  they  turn  from  the  dread  Before 

To  the  Known  and  Gone ; 
For  while  gazing  behind  them  evermore, 

Their  feet  glide  on. 

**  Yet,  at  times,  I  see  upon  sweet,  pale  feces 

A  light  begin 
To  tremble,  as  if  from  holy  places 

And  shrines  within. 

**  And  at  times  methinks  their  cold  lips  move 

With  hymn  and  prayer. 
As  if  somewhat  of  awe,  but  more  of  love 

And  hope  were  there. 

**  I  call  on  the  souls  who  have  left  the  light. 

To  reveal  their  lot ; 
I  bend  mine  ear  to  that  wall  of  n^ht, 

And  they  answer  not 

«  But  I  hear  around  me  sighs  of  pain 

And  the  cry  of  fear. 
And  a  sound  like  the  slow,  sad  dropping  of  rain. 

Each  drop  a  tear ! 

<*  Ah,  the  cloud  is  dark,  and,  day  by  day, 

I  am  moving  thither : 
I  must  pass  beneath  it  on  my  way — 

God  pity  me ! — whitbbb  1" 

Ah,  soul  of  mine,  so  brave  and  wise 

In  the  life-storm  loud, 
Fronting  so  calmly  all  human  eyes 

In  the  sunlit  crowd ! 

Now  standing  apart  with  God  and  me, 

Thou  art  weakness  all, 
Gazing  vainly  after  the  things  to  be 

Through  Death's  dread  walL 

But  never  for  this,  never  for  this 

Was  thy  being  lent ; 
For  the  craven's  fear  is  bat  selfishness. 

Like  his  merriment 

Folly  and  Fear  are  sisters  twain  : 

One  closing  her  eyes. 
The  other  peopling  the  dark  inane 

With  spectral  lies. 

Know  well,  my  soul,  God's  hand  oontrob 
Whate'er  thou  feareal; 
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flit  iiiirit  goi'ih. 
Man  TH  no  (iiturp — i  [ihinlom  ihow 

!■  lloilF  bpfiiiv  htm  1 
Va»t  Tiiiip  in  clrHtl.  irtil  Ihr  imimc*  gmv, 

And  denera  blooid  nVr  liiin. 
N«lliin(  k'foTr.  nnlhini)  licUini]  .- 

1^  ■trpi  i>r  Fiiib 


Fullrti 


■ninB  Ti 


dfinil 


Tti*  rack  Wnnth. 
Thr  rrnvnl.  Ilir  Prrwnl  i*  all  Ihou  hut 

Kiir  lliy  nuir  )iD«miinit: 
Llkr  tho  imlrinrch'a  ani>Fl.  hnlj  it  Tut 

'I'ill  ir  Ki>m  ill  Mi-nxinz. 
Wiir  frar  Ihr  niiihl!  vh*  ahrink  fnilii  Dnih, 

Tlial  phaiitrini  wan  ! 
There  u  DDthinir  in  hravrn,  or  rarth  hrneatb, 

Save  tioj  anJ  nun. 
Pmplmv  Uie  utiailawii.  wr  liim  from  Him 

Anil  fmm  uiir  anoihrn 
All  It  HiHYlral.  anil  tacup.  anil  ilim, 

SaTf  Guil  and  mii  lirotiin'! 
Like  warp  anil  non(  ilJ  Jnlinin 

Ah  wawn  <k>(, 
Linkrd  in  nropath;  like  the  krv* 

Of  an  urgan  va>L 
Plurk  one  thrrail.  anil  Iha  web  je  mari 

llrenk  I'Ul  nm 
or  a  IhouHnil  krta.  anJ  the  painJDg  jar 

'IliruuKh  all  oilt  run. 
Oh,  rmllraa  apiritT  whrrrforc  ilrain 

BpyonJ  lliy  mih^re'— 
Ilriirn  awl  hi-jl.  wilh  llirir  joy  anJ  pain, 

Are  tiDW  inil  here, 
nark  tn  ihvwir  ia  meaium]  wrj] 

All  II...U  livt  itiven  1 
Thy  nriibnr'a  wmoit  ia  ihr  prearnt  hell. 

Ilia  Miaa  lliy  hrairn. 

And  in  lift,  in  ilealh.  in  .lark  and  liiihl. 


All  xhirh  »  iral  nuK  iriiiainrlh. 

An.)  (wlelh  neter : 
The  hand  which  ujihi'liU  it  iww,  ■Uklainrlh 

Thr  a-Hil  (m  eier. 

I.i'Kninc  nn  Him.  mak^  oiih  rrtrmii  DHvkana 


And  tlial  rl<iuil  itvlf.  khieh  now  M-itr  ihn> 
dhall  nilh  hrami  <•)'  tiali)  (rwm  Ih*  inner  ghrr 


Then  M  wlul  i<  la  he.  and  tf  mhM  m  daw. 
The  pail  mi  Am  iImt  te  Iw  up  nw. 


I   TaiTi  ia  a  EnVf.  the  Je|,<h  at  ahidi  aT^"< 
;  May  neTerknuw: 

'   Yet.  o'er  (he  valen.  nh.  nT  MrKken  tml'- 
To  Ihee  I  (O,   " 
t  lean  nr  hrarl  untn  diee;  MifT  tMip.t 

Thy  h.n.linminei 

Wilh  earn  Ihr  wrahneaa  of  dt  «mI  mfh.-  ' 

The  rtren(lli  of  ihiiM. 


Ini 


I  -to, 


r.  the  drv  dc|«fM. 


on  Ihiiir  ran  my  trorda  of  weak  otti-.a 
Mnat  ^bly  fall , 
The  fiiDenl-bell  «Ucfc  ii  ^  kail  ■  i---'r» 
!<uuniU  oter  ril  I 
I  nm  mark  thre  with  (he  noOT  wwU*!  eves 
And  hmllaB  |lu^ 
\or  wrong  the  MMHiy  «r  «  winM  la^ta 

Huh  idle  jniar. 
^ViIh  ailrnre  niiW  ■ 


W|utbek.«flh«(: 

Tlipy  liir  on  eaith.  in  Ihouchi  ami  4t»i.  m 

.\>  in  hu  beaarn. 
Ami  (he  ia  HKh  ThiT;  in  Ibr  BaA  tf  »^ 
:  Shr  Halkrih  tat': 

.■ilitl  Hilb  III"  l.a|4i.uH  of  ihy  -^  f-  ,1 
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Willi ix  D.  Gallaohxr,  the  son  of  an  Irish 
atriot  who  came  to  this  country  soon  after  the  re- 
ellion.  and  married  in  New  Jersey,  was  bom  in 
Philadelphia  in  1808,  and  in  1816  emigrated  with 
is  widowed  mother  to  Ohio.  He  learned  the  busi- 
ess  of  printing  in  Cincinnati,  and  has  been  from 
n  early  age  conspicuous  as  a  journalist  and  a  man 


of  letters.  He  has  edited  «  The  Cincinnati  Mir- 
ror," "  The  Western  Literary  Joomal,"  ♦«  The  Hes- 
perian," and  other  periodicals,  and  has  published, 
under  the  title  of  **  Errato,"  three  volumes  of  poems. 
As  a  poet,  he  has  great  merits.  He  is  graceful,  pic- 
turesque, and  forcible,  and  his  writings  are  informed 
with  an  earnest  and  intelligent  love  of  mankind. 


CONSERVATISM. 


Thk  owl,  he  farcth  well 

In  the  shadows  of  the  night. 

And  it  puzzleth  him  to  tell 
Why  the  eagle  loves  the  light 

Away  he  floats — away, 

From  the  forest  dim  and  old, 

W^here  he  passM  the  garish  day — 
The  night  doth  make  him  bold ! 

The  wave  of  his  downy  wing. 
As  he  courses  round  about. 

Disturbs  no  sleeping  thing. 
That  he  findeth  in  his  route. 

The  moon  looks  o'er  the  hill, 
And  the  vale  grows  softly  light ; 

And  the  cock,  with  greeting  shrill, 
Wakes  the  echoes  of  the  night 

But  the  moon — he  knoweth  well 

Its  old  familiar  face ; 
And  the  cock — it  doth  but  tell. 

Poor  fool !  its  resting-place. 

And  as  still  as  the  spirit  of  Death 
On  the  air  his  pinions  play ; 

There 's  not  the  noise  of  a  breath 
As  he  grapples  with  his  prey. 

Oh,  the  shadowy  night  for  him ! 

It  bringeth  him  fare  and  glee : 
And  what  cares  he  how  dim 

For  the  eagle  it  may  t>e  1 

It  clothes  him  firom  the  cold, 

It  keeps  his  larders  full ; 
And  he  loves  the  darkness  old. 

To  the  eagle  all  so  dull. 

But  the  dawn  is  in  the  east. 
And  the  shadows  disappear; 

And  at  once  his  timid  breast 
Feels  the  firesence  of  a  fear. 

He  resists — but  all  in  vain ! 

The  clear  light  is  not  for  him ; 
So  he  hastens  back  again 

To  the  forest  old  and  dim. 

Through  his  head  strange  fancies  run  : 
For  he  cannot  comprehend 

Why  the  moon,  and  then  the  sun. 
Up  the  heavens  should  ascend — 


When  the  old  and  quiet  night. 
With  its  shadows  dark  and  deep. 

And  the  half-revealing  light 
Of  its  stars,  he  'd  ever  keep. 

And  he  hooteth  loud  and  long : 
But  the  eagle  greets  the  day — 

And  on  pinions  bold  and  strong. 
Like  a  roused  thought,  sweeps  away ! 


THE  INVALID. 

She  came  in  Spring,  when  leaves  were  green, 
And  birds  sang  blithe  in  bower  and  tree — 

A  stranger,  but  her  gentle  mien 
It  was  a  calm  delight  to  see. 

In  every  motion,  grace  was  hers ; 

On  every  feature,  sweetness  dwelt ; 
Thoughts  soon  became  her  worshippers — 

Affections  soon  before  her  knelt 

She  bloom'd  through  all  the  summer  days 
As  sweetly  as  the  fairest  flowers, 

And  till  October's  softening  haze 

Came  with  its  still  and  dreamy  hours. 

So  calm  the  current  of  her  life. 

So  lovely  And  serene  its  flow. 
We  hardly  mark'd  the  deadly  strife 

Disease  forever  kept  below. 

But  autumn  winds  grew  wild  and  chill. 
And  pierced  her  with  their  icy  breath ; 

And  when  the  snow  on  plain  and  hill 
Lay  white,  she  passed,  and  slept  in  death. 

Tones  only  of  immortal  birth 

Our  memory  of  her  voice  can  stir ; 

With  things  too  beautiful  for  earth 
Alone  do  we  remember  her. 

She  came  in  Spring,  when  leaves  were  green, 
And  birds  sang  blithe  in  bower  and  tree. 

And  flowers  sprang  up  and  bloom'd  between 
Low  branches  and  the  quickening  lea. 

The  greenness  of  the  leaf  is  gone. 
The  beauty  of  the  flower  is  riven, 

The  birds  to  other  climes  have  flown. 
And  there 's  an  angel  more  in  heaven ! 

356 


356 


WILLIAM   D.  GALLAGHER. 


I 


!| 


i' 

■I 


I : 


i| 


THE  EARLY  LOST. 


Whk^t  the  ioft  »iri  and  quickonincr  ihowcri 

Of  iprinic-tiine  make  the  nieaclowa  freen, 
And  rlothe  the  auiiny  hill*  with  flowera, 

And  the  cool  hollown  HcoopM  lietweeh — 
Ve  po,  and  fondly  hendinji  whrre 

The  bloom  ia  briffliter  than  the  day. 
Ye  pluck  the  lovelinit  bluMaom  there 

Of  all  that  gem  the  rich  array. 
The  atem.  thua  robb*d  and  rudely  preaa*d, 

Standa  desolate  in  the  purpir  evt*n ; 
Tho  flower  haa  wither*d  on  your  hreatt. 

But  fnven  ita  perfume  up  to  hravcn. 
When,  mid  our  hopea  tiiat  waken  fcara, 

And  mi<l  our  joys  that  end  in  gloom. 
The  children  of  our  earthly  yeara 

Around  ua  aprintr,  and  bud,  and  bloom — 
An  anijel  from  the  bleat  almve 

CoineM  down  amoim  them  at  their  play. 
And  t»kci«  the  one  that  nio-it  we  love, 

And  beara  it  ailently  away. 
Bereft,  we  feel  the  apirit's  atrife ; 

Hut  while  the  in  moat  m>uI  i^  riven, 
Our  dear  and  beauteous  bud  of  life 

Received  immortal  bloom  in  heaven. 


FIFTY  YEARS  AGO. 

A  anxo  for  the  early  timea  out  went. 

And  our  green  old  furent-lio'ne, 
Whiwe  pleaaant  memoriea  frealily  yet 

Acniaa  the  boaom  come : 
A  aong  for  the  free  and  ^ludiome  life 

In  thoae  early  daya  we  led. 
With  a  teeming  i«>il  beneath  our  fipet. 

And  a  amiling  heaven  oVrheail ! 
Oh.  the  wavea  of  life  dance*!  merrily, 

And  had  ■  joyoua  flow, 
In  the  daya  when  we  were  pioneers, 

Fifty  yeara  ago ! 
The  hunt,  the  ahot,  the  clorioua  chase. 

The  cupturetl  elk  or  dwr ; 
The  ciirnp.  the  big.  bright  tire,  and  then 

'I'he  rich  and  wholesome  cheer ; 
The  Hweet,  tuiund  aleep.  at  dead  of  night, 

Hy  our  ca misfire  blazing  bigh — 
Unbroken  by  tlie  wolf's  long  liowl. 

And  the  |ianlher  aprineimr  by. 
Oh.  merrily  {wmM  the  time,  despite 

Our  wilv  Indian  foe. 
In  the  days  when  wc  were  pioneers, 

Firtv  vojira  ago ! 
We  t«hunn*d  not  lalwur ;  when  't  waa  due 

We  wrought  with  right  KiK»d  will ; 
And  for  the  ht»me  we  won  lor  them. 

Our  childn'n  bleiM  us  still. 
We  lived  not  hermit  Uvea,  but  oft 

In  social  converse  met ; 
And  tires  of  love  were  kindled  then. 

That  burn  on  warmly  >eL 
Oh.  pleajt.intly  the  stream  of  life 

Pursued  its  coiii«tant  flow. 
In  the  daya  when  we  were  pioncera, 

Fit\y  years  ago ! 


boi 


We  felt  that  w«  were  MI 

We  frit  wc  were  ■  bend 
8ui*t.itn*d  here  iu  the 

By  Heaven's  upholding  hend. 
And  when  the  arlemn  aahbath 

We  gatherM  in  the  wood. 
And  lifted  up  nur  hraru  in  f^ajf 

To  CmxI,  the  only  good. 
Our  teiiiples  then  were  eerlh  eiad  akj  : 

None  others  did  we  know 
In  the  daya  when  wa  were 

Fitty  yeara  ago ! 

Our  forest  life  waa  rough  end 

And  danuers  c'oaed  ua  roond. 
But  here,  amid  tlie  sreen  M  tree^ 

Freetlom  we  stHicht  end  found. 
Oft  throuish  our  dweUinga  wintry  hi 

Wiiuld  rush  with  shriek  end 
We  cured  not— though  they  wen 

Wr  felt  they  were  our  own ! 
Oh.  free  ami  manly  livea  we  led. 

Mid  verdure  or  mid  anow. 
In  the  days  when  we  were 

Fiftv  vean  ego  ? 
But  now  our  murae  of  life  ia  abort ; 

Anil  as.  fnmi  day  to  day, 
We*re  walking  on  with  haiting 

And  fainting  by  the  way. 
Ani>ther  land,  more  bright 

To  our  dim  sight  ap|ieeri. 
And  on  our  wav  to  it  we*U 

.\i;ain  be  pioneers ! 
Yet  while  \se  hnger,  we  may  eD 

A  backward  glance  atill  ihrov 
To  the  davs  when 

Fit\v  years  ago! 

♦     ■ 

TRITH  A.XD  FREED03C 


O^  the  {lage  that  ia  immorteL 
We  the  bnlliant  promi 

••  Ye  p\\a\\  kniiw  the  truth,  my 
And  Its  mi:*ht  shell  neke  yoa 

For  the  truth,  then,  lei  ua  hetlle, 
Whjtstta-ver  fate  betide; 

Lititu  the  boa.-*t  that  we  i 

\\  e  have  made  and  publiah'd 

He  who  has  the  truth,  and 
Kee{M  what  not  to  him 

lint  pt-rt  irms  a  selfish  ectioo. 
Thdt  hii  frllow-mtirtal 


Hi>  nliii  i>eeks  the  truth,  end 
At  thf  dangers  he  must  breve, 

U  n-it  tit  to  be  a  freemen-^ 
Hf  at  bent  ia  but  e  alevfc 

}\r  who  beara  the  truth,  end 

Its  high  prompting*  under 

Lt>ud  niav  Iniest  of  ell  thet*a 

m 

But  can  never  he  e  — —  • 


Frii'iid.  this  simple  lay  who 
Bf  not  thou  like  either 

But  to  truth  give  utmoal 
Aiul  the  tide  it 
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Bold  in  speech  and  bold  in  action 
Be  forever ! — Time  will  test, 

Of  the  free-Bool'd  and  the  slavish, 
Which  fuI6l8  Iife*s  mission  best 

Be  thou  like  the  noble  ancient — 
Scorn  the  threat  that  bids  thee  fear : 

Speak  ! — no  matter  what  betide  thee ; 
Let  them  strike,  but  make  them  hear ! 


Be  thou  like  the  first  apocth 
Be  thou  like  heroic  Paul  : 

If  a  free  thought  seek  expression. 
Speak  it  boldly — speak  it  all ! 

Face  thine  enemies — accusers; 

Scorn  the  prison,  rack,  or  rod ; 
And,  if  thou  hast  truth  to  utter, 

Speak,  and  leave  the  rest  to  Goo ! 


AUGUST. 

Dust  on  thy  mantle !  dust, 
Bright  Summer,  on  thy  livery  of  g^reen ! 

A  tarnish,  as  of  rust. 

Dims  thy  late-brilliant  sheen: 
And  thy  young  glories — leaf,  and  bud,  and  flower- 
Change  Cometh  over  them  with  every  hour. 

Thee  hath  the  August  sun 
LookM  on  with  hot,  and  fierce,  and  brassy  face ; 
And  still  and  lazily  run. 
Scarce  whispering  in  their  pace, 
The  half-dried  rivulets,  that  lately  sent 
A  shout  of  gladness  up,  as  on  they  went 

Flame-like,  the  long  midday. 
With  not  so  much  of  sweet  air  as  hath  stirr'd 

The  down  upon  the  spray. 

Where  rests  the  panting  bird, 
Dazing  away  the  hot  and  tedious  noon, 
With  fitful  twitter,  sadly  out  of  tune. 

Seeds  in  the  sultry  air. 
And  gossamer  web-work  on  the  sleeping  trees; 
E'en  the  tall  pines,  that  rear 
Their  plumes  to  catch  the  breeze, 
The  slightest  breeze  from  the  unfreshening  west, 
Partake  the  general  languor,  and  deep  rest 

Happy,  as  man  may  be, 
Stretch'd  on  his  back,  in  homely  bean-vine  bower, 

While  the  voluptuous  bee 

Robs  each  surrounding  flower. 
And  prattling  childhood  clambers  o'er  his  breast. 
The  husbandman  enjoys  his  noonday  rest 

Against  the  hazy  sky 
The  thin  and  fleecy  clouds,  unrooving,  rest 

Beneath  them  far,  yet  high 

In  the  dim,  distant  west. 
The  vulture,  scenting  thence  its  carrion-fare, 
Sails,  slowly  circling  in  the  sunny  air. 

Soberly,  in  the  shade, 
Kepo«e  the  patient  cow,  and  toil-worn  ox ; 
Or  in  the  shoal  stream  wade, 
Sheltered  by  jutting  rocks : 


The  fleecy  flock,  fly-scourged  and  restless,  rush 
Madly  from  fence  to  fence,  from  bush  to  bush. 

Tediously  pass  the  hours, 
And  vegetation  wilts,  with  blister'd  root. 
And  droop  the  thirsting  flowers, 
Where  the  slant  sunbeams  shoot : 
But  of  each  tall,  old  tree,  the  lengthening  line. 
Slow-creeping  eastward,  marks  the  day's  decline. 

Faster,  along  the  plain. 
Moves  now  the  shade,  and  on  the  meadow's  edge : 

The  kine  are  forth  again. 

The  bird  flits  in  the  hedge. 
Now  in  the  molten  west  sinks  the  hot  sun. 
Welcome,  mild  eve ! — ^tbe  sultry  day  is  done. 

Pleasantly  comest  thou, 
Dew  of  the  evening,  to  the  crisp'd-up  grass ; 

And  the  curlM  corn-blades  bow. 

As  the  light  breezes  pass. 
That  their  parch'd  lips  may  feel  thee,  and  expand. 
Thou  sweet  reviver  of  the  fever'd  land. 

So,  to  the  thirsting  soul, 
Cometh  the  dew  of  the  Almighty's  love ; 

And  the  scathed  heart,  made  whole, 

Tumeth  in  joy  above. 
To  where  the  spirit  fVeely  may  expand. 
And  rove,  untrammelM,  in  that  "  better  land." 


SPRING  VERSES. 


How  with  the  song  of  every  bird. 
And  with  the  scent  of  every  flower. 

Some  recollection  dear  is  stirr'd 
Of  many  a  long-departed  hour. 

Whose  course,  though  shrouded  now  in  night, 

Was  traced  in  lines  of  golden  light ! 

I  know  not  if,  when  years  have  cast 
Their  shadows  on  life's  early  dreams, 

'TIS  wise  to  touch  the  hope  that's  past. 
And  re-illume  its  fading  beams : 

But,  though  the  future  hath  its  star, 

That  olden  hope  is  dearer  far. 

Of  all  the  present,  much  is  bright ; 

And  in  the  coming  years,  I  see 
A  brilliant  and  a  cheering  light. 

Which  bums  before  me  constantly ; 
Guiding  my  steps,  through  haze  and  gloom, 
To  where  Fame's  turrets  proudly  loom. 

Yet  coldly  shines  it  on  my  brow ; 

And  in  my  breast  it  wakes  to  life 
None  of  the  holy  feelings  now, 

With  which  my  boyhood's  heart  was  rife : 
It  cannot  touch  that  secret  spring 
Which  erst  made  life  so  bless'd  a  thing. 

Give  me,  then  give  me  birds  and  flowers. 
Which  are  the  voice  and  breath  of  Spring  ? 

For  those  the  songs  of  life's  young  hours 
With  thrilling  touch  recall  and  sing: 

And  these,  with  their  sweet  breath,  impart 

Old  tales,  whose  memory  warms  the  heart 
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MAY. 


WorLD  that  thou  couldst  last  for  mjt. 

Merry,  evf  r-nierry  May ! 

Motlo  of  Hun-f^leamn,  shade,  and  shoircn» 

BurMtin^  bud«,  and  breaihing  flowers; 

Dripiiiiii>;-l(X*kMy  and  rosy-vested, 

Violrt-HlipperM,  rainbow-crested ; 

(iirdltNl  with  the  eglantine, 

Ffstoon'd  with  the  dewy  vine : 

Mt»rry,  ever-merry  May, 

Would  that  thou  couldst  last  for  aye ! 

Out  l)eneath  thy  morning  sky 
Diiiirs  bow  still  hangs  on  high ; 
Ami  in  the  blue  depths  afar 
(■liininors.  here  and  there,  a  star. 
DiiiinoiidM  robi^  the  bending  grass, 

Cili<(tniing,  early  flowers  among — 
Moiitui'ii  world,  and  fairy's  glass, — 
Uiithiiii^-fouiit  for  wandering  spritfr-^ 

I)y  niyntrriouM  fingers  hung. 
In  the  lone  and  quiet  night 
Now  the  frcxhening  breexes  pass 
(luthorint;,  as  they  nteal  along, 
Ku'h  iK'rfume,  and  matin-song; 
And  quiokly  to  dfritruction  hurlM 
In  fiiiry'K  diamond  glass,  and  monail*s  dew-drop 
Iio!  yon  cloud,  which  hung  but  now  [world. 

Hl.ick  u|M>n  the  mountain's  brow, 
Threiit(>iiing  the  gri'en  earth  with  storm ; 
See !  it  heaves  its  giant  form. 
And,  ever  changing  shape  and  hue, 
KiU'h  time  presenting  something  new, 
Moxes  Klowly  up,  and  spreading  rolls  away 
'J'owards  the  rich  purple  streaks  that  usher  in  the 
brightening,  as  it  onward  goes,  [day; 

I 'mil  its  very  centre  glows 
With  the  warm,  cheering  light,  the  coming  sun 
Ari  tiie  pasning  Christiuirs  soul,  [bestows : 

Ne:irin;;  the  celestiiil  goal, 

Hriujliter  and  brighter  grows,  till  God  illumes  the 
whole. 

Out  lN*ne:ith  thy  noontide  sky. 
On  A  Nhjily  kIo|h»  I  lie, 

Ciivin*^  f:inry  ample  play; 
Aiiil  then**!*  not  more  blest  than  I, 

One  i>f  An4M*s  rare  tiMlny. 
Out  iH'ueath  thy  no«u)tide  sky  ! 
K:irth.  how  iM'uutiful !  how  clear 
Ot'  rJiMid  or  miAt  the  atmosphere ! 
\Vli:it  .1  glory  grr«*ts  the  eye ! 
Wli.it  a  imIiu.  or  quiet  utir. 
s»i-i;.»  o'l-r  N:iturr's  worshipper— 
Si'i'jit.  vet  *.)  eliX]nent, 
T'l  it  we  fi-el  't  i*  heaven-wnt ! 
\\'  ikui'j  tli.>ii!;htH,  thst  long  have  slumbered, 
I'.i-.Ki.,:MliininM  and  earlh-«*ncuml»erM— 
Iti'iiriii';  t'Mil  iiiitl  •M>n4e  awar, 
Ti  ri'\i  I  in  the  jwrfect  day 

W»ii  ■•i  *\\.iit»  u-s,  when  we  shall  fi»r  ave       fclav! 
D.-i-i:.!  till'*  (l.irknoiuo  duiit-'-this  prinon-houne  of 

Out  '••••I'Mth  thv  rvrninir  !«kT, 
Ni>t  a  breese  that  wanders  by 


But  hath  swept  the  gram  earth** 

Rifling  the  rich  grape-vine 

Dallying  with  the  simpleaC 

In  mossy  nook  and  rosy  bower ; 

To  the  perfumed  grren-houae 

And  with  rich  eiotics  playing; 

Then,  unsated,  sweeping  over 

Banks  of  thvrae,  and  (ieUe  of  clover! 

m 

Out  beneath  thy  evening  akj, 
Groups  of  children  caper  by, 
Crown*d  with  floweia,  and  rush 
With  joyous  laugh,  and  shout. 
Flashing  eye,  and  radiant  cheek. 
Spirits  all  un^unnM  iMvpeak. 
They  are  in  Iife*s  May-month  hoanw 
And  those  wild  bunU  of  joy,  what  an  ihsy  h« 
life's  flowers ! 

Would  that  thou  coukSst  last  for  aje:. 
Merry,  ever-merry  May  I 
Made  of  sun-gleams,  idiatle.  and 
Bursting  buds,  and  breathing 
Dripping-loi'k'd,  and  n>«y-ve»icd. 
Vio|i-t-itlip|ier*d,  rainbow<<n:»lcd  ; 
fiirdleil  with  the  eglantine, 
Keiitoon'd  with  the  dewT  vine  : 
Menr>-.  evi-r-nierr)"  May, 
Would  that  thou  couldst  last  for 


OUR  EARLY  DAYS. 

Ora  early  days! — How  oflen  hark 
We  turn  on  life's  hewiUrring  Irark, 
To  where.  o*er  hill  and  valk>>'.  {day a 
The  Hunli^ht  of  our  earlv  davs  ! 

A  boy — my  truant  strpii  were  arm 
Whert*  ^trvams  were  Itright.  and 
W^^liere  flowers,  in  besiity  ami  perfi 
Breitheil  ever  of  the  Eden-Mootn; 
And  binis.  abroad  in  the  free  wind. 
8»ni;.  as  they  left  tlic  earth  briiimi 
And  wins'd  their  joyous  way  abovi^ 
Of  Kden-|iea(.*e.  and  Eilrn-loveL 
That  life  was  of  the  snul.  as  well 
As  of  the  outwanl  %iiUble ; 
And  now.  its  atreams  are  dry:  and  i 
And  brown  iti*  in<*ailows  all  appear; 
(iiine  are  its  flowem :  its  hinl's  glad 
But  M'Idimi  bids  my  heart  rejoice ; 
And.  like  the  mi<t  as  romea  the  day, 
Itn  Eden-i;Ii>ries  roll  away. 


A  youth — the  mnuntain-tonrnt 
The  mu«i''  which  my  soul  obry'iL 
To  lihun  the  cntwded  wavs  of 
And  M>ek  the  n]d  tradition'd 
Where,  through  the  dim, 
Mtivi*i]  many  an  c*ver<'hanginf 
Ali>ne  the  splinter'd  crag  to  dare. 
While  triMtpins  iihadows  filTd  the  air, 
And  qihi'ken'd  fancy  many  a 
Tnireil  ^.i^uely  in  the  gaiheriny 
To  tre:iil  the  forest's  lone  m 
And  dream  of  Sherwood's 
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And  Windsor's  Launted  "  alleys  green" 
«<  Dingle"  and  **  bosky  bourn"  between, 
Till  burst  upon  my  raptured  glance 
The  whole  wide  realm  of  Old  Romance : 
Such  was  the  life  I  lived — a  youth  I 
But  vanished,  at  the  touch  of  Truth, 
And  never  to  be  known  agen, 
Is  all  that  made  my  being  then. 

A  man — the  thirst  for  fame  was  mine, 

And  bowM  me  at  Ambition's  shrine, 

Among  the  votaries  who  have  gpiven 

Time,  health,  hope,  peace — and  madly  striTeii, 

Ay,  madly !  for  Uiat  which,  when  found, 

Is  of^nest  but  an  empty  sound. 

And  I  have  worshipped !— even  yet 

Mine  eye  is  on  the  idol  set ; 

But  it  hath  found  so  much  to  be 

But  hollowness  and  mockery. 

That  from  its  worship  oft  it  turns 

To  where  a  light  intenser  bums, 

Before  whose  radiance,  pure  and  warm, 

Ambition's  star  must  cease  to  charm. 

Our  early  days ! — ^They  haunt  us  ever — 
Bright  star-gleams  on  life's  silent  river, 
Which  pierce  the  shadows,  deep  and  dun, 
That  bar  e'en  manhood's  noonday  sun. 


THE  LABOURER. 


Staxd  up— erect !     Thou  hast  the  form. 
And  likeness  of  thy  God  ! — who  more  1 

A  soul  as  dauntless  mid  the  storm 

Of  daily  life,  a  heart  as  warm 

And  pure,  as  breast  e'er  wore. 

What  then  ? — Thou  art  as  true  a  man 
As  moves  the  human  mass  among ; 

As  much  a  part  of  the  great  plan 

That  with  Creation's  dawn  began. 
As  any  of  the  throng. 

Who  is  thine  enemy  1  the  high 

In  station,  or  in  wealth  the  chief  t 

The  great,  who  coldly  pass  thee  by. 

With  proud  step  and  averted  eyel 
Nay !  nurse  not  such  belief. 

If  true  unto  thyself  thou  wast. 

What  were  the  proud  one's  scorn  to  thoe? 
A  feather,  which  thou  mightest  cast 
Aside,  as  idly  as  the  blast 

The  light  leaf  from  the  tree. 

No : — uncurb'd  passions,  low  desires. 

Absence  of  noble  self-respect. 
Death,  in  the  breast's  consuming  fires, 
To  that  high  nature  which  aspires 

Forever,  till  thus  check'd ; 

These  are  thine  enemies — thy  worst ; 

They  chain  thee  to  thy  lowly  lot: 
Thy  labour  and  thy  life  accursed. 
O,  stand  erect !  and  from  them  bunt  I 

And  longer  suffer  not ! 


Thou  art  thyself  thine  enemy ! 

The  great ! — what  better  they  than  thou  t 
As  theirs,  is  not  thy  will  as  free  1 
Has  God  with  equal  favours  thee 

Neglected  to  endow  ? 

True,  wealth  thou  hast  not — 'tis  but  dust! 

Nor  place — ^uncertain  as  the  wind ! 
But  that  thou  hast,  which,  with  thy  crust 
And  water,  may  despise  the  lust      • 

Of  both — a  noble  mind. 

With  this,  and  passions  under  ban. 
True  faith,  and  holy  trust  in  God, 

Thou  art  the  peer  of  any  man. 

Look  up,  then :  that  thy  little  span 
Of  life  may  be  well  trod ! 


THE  MOTHERS  OF  THE  WEST. 


Thb  mothers  of  our  forest-land ! 

Stout-hearted  dames  were  they; 
With  nerve  to  wield  the  battle-brand, 

And  join  the  border-fray. 
Our  rough  land  had  no  braver, 

In  its  days  of  blood  and  strife-^ 
Aye  ready  for  severest  toil. 

Aye  free  to  peril  life. 

The  mothers  of  our  forest-land ! 

On  old  Kentucky's  soil 
How  shared  they,  with  each  dauntless  band. 

War's  tempest  and  life's  toil ! 
They  shrank  not  from  the  foeman— 

They  quail'd  not  in  the  fight — 
But  cheer'd  their  husbands  through  the  day, 

And  soothed  them  through  the  night. 

The  mothers  of  our  forest-land ! 

Their  bosoms  pillow'd  men ! 
And  proud  were  they  by  such  to  stand. 

In  hammock,  fort,  or  glen. 
To  load  the  sure,  old  rifie— 

To  run  the  leaden  ball- 
To  watch  a  battling  husband's  place. 

And  fill  it,  should  he  fall : 

The  mothers  of  our  forest-land ! 

Such  were  their  daily  deeds. 
Their  monument! — ^where  does  it  stand! 

Their  epitaph ! — who  reads  1 
No  braver  dames  had  Sparta, 

No  nobler  matrons  Rome-^ 
Yet  who  or  lauds  or  honours  them. 

E'en  in  their  own  green  home  1 

Thq  mothers  of  our  forest-land ! 

They  sleep  in  unknown  graves : 
And  had  they  borne  and  nursed  a  band 

Of  ingrates,  or  of  slaves. 
They  had  not  been  more  neglected ! 

But  their  graves  shall  yet  be  found, 
And  their  monuments  dot  here  and  there 

<«The  Dark  and  Bloody  Ground." 
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biroH-lf  wiih  inlauf  t^  induitiy.  ¥m  ih*  uort 
mrcviwfut  prmmiiiaQ  uT  hia  niuilini.  Im  (iaiinl 
Eiini|H>  ill  Ibf  ipriuc  of  IHXt.  |kih4[ik  ihe  piiiH> 
ImI  (Hittiiin  of  hi*  nKidiTim  alimiil  ii  I'ariii.  wbrre 
hi'  ttlciiilnl  thr  tiiM)iilsi«.  an|uin-J  mii  iiiliiniw 
liTinwInliic  iif  Ihr  ]iiiii:uiip-.  aiul  Im-miip  |k-r«in»l[v 
iiuif  of  the  iiiu"!  cmineiil  ]>h)'iii- 
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of  Fr.1 


o  BfMloii  npar  Ihr  rl 


piaiiM).     In  li)3i)tiv«> 


,-I.-,lJV^f,.«.r^fAlwt 


rrliil  wilh  Uannwulh  Cdllrt^,  W  Tf«iri*>l  ihe 

Ijcc  .m  hit  II      ng.:r.  I»»  irir.  inrruinl.     Up- 
oilni;  >1l  hi«   Dt<.>TiIi.>ii  M  I'l  nr.>f.'uiMii.  )ir  ..Hin 


ty.     H„im 

hw-RiivW...   I 

Ilrlu>«ia'iin  Miiliniu-," 

lirF."i7Lirii»'iriTi>ll)r.  Jlii.iL.iH.    llit.uhi.'rr.ini- 

IHxilivll*  in  |>rin'  i-.iiihi<i  .,f  ,.-<M-i«n:il   <i<lilmw., 

■ti,l  |>a|M-n  in  thi-  .\,>n)i  Aiii.iiraii  It-tirw. 

Thv  rarlu-r  |..Fiii«  i.l'  Dr.  lf..Li»i>  apfirarMl  in 
"ThB  Cullc  i»ii."  Thi'v  wrre  lilDi'  IrM  di'rfin- 
KiiiktinlJ'.iii-.iirn-I  ii>I  niPiiMli.MKtiTMru-jlMnlhiii 
hi*!  more  rpcvnt  and  -moiit  rlahorala  pMiturtiiitiv 
T  icv  minicleJ  •UintiDK  by  thrif  humxiii  jiiil  ,m- 
Ein;ilily,  and  Vttt  widely  ir|niMi4Md  iii  IliP  (irfi- 
i>.li<-»]>.     Hut  ■  Hiiall  |»rliun  of  ilwa  h^w  Imii 

111  I-  -   <<  I  >'>:<j<ii<-H)>|ii-aniliitn.Kt>n.<'n- 

tilliil  "  1   Ihi'  Atbrmfum  fiaJIrry  ■•!' 

I'liiiii  '■'-diitiiiplnr^ltiiTr^.rhirllv 

>,iUri.-jl.  wnllpii  I.V  Ur.  Holoi*  and  Kr...  >=.■'. 
«h^T■  tl  niilinmi  many  id' -mr  auihnr'i  bni  hii- 
niiiiou*  (pram,  altprwanl   (iriiiled  aiiioiii;  hi*   at> 
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Mercantile  Library  Afltociation.  The  last  ia  a 
collection  of  brilliant  thoughts,  with  many  local 
allusions,  in  compact  but  flowing  and  harmonious 
yer:<ification,  and  is  the  longest  poem  Dr.  Holmes 
has  published  since  the  appearance  of  his  **  Metri- 
cal Essay"  in  1835. 

Dr.  HoLMKS  is  a  poet  of  art  and  humour  and 
genial  sentiment,  with  a  style  remarkable  for  its 
purity,  terseness,  and  point,  and  for  an  exquisite 


finish  and  grace.  His  lyrics  ring  and  sparkle  like 
cataracts  of  silver,  and  his  serious  pieces — as  suc- 
cessful in  their  way  as  thooe  mirthful  frolics  of 
his  muse  for  which  he  is  best  known — arrest  the 
attention  by  touches  of  the  meet  genuine  pathos 
and  tenderness.  All  his  poems  illustrate  a  manly 
feeling,  and  have  in  them  a  current  of  good  sense, 
the  more  charming  because  somewhat  out  of  fiuh- 
ion  now  in  works  of  imagination  and  fancy. 


ON  LENDING  A  PUNCH-BOWL. 


This  ancient  silver  bowl  of  mine— it  tells  of  good 

old  times — 
Of  joyous  days,  and  jolly  nights,  and  merry  Christ^ 

mas  chimes ; 
They  were  a  free  and  jovial  race,  but  honest,  brave, 

and  true, 
That  dipp'd  their  ladle  in  the  punch  when  this  old 

bowl  was  new. 
A  Spanish  galleon  brought  the  bar — so  runs  the 

ancient  tale ; 
n*  was  hammer'd  by  an  Antwerp  smith,  whose  arm 

was  like  a  flail ; 
And  now  and  then  between  the  strokes,  for  fear 

his  strength  should  fail. 
He  wipe^  his  brow,  and  quafi^d  a  cup  of  good  old 

Flemish  ale. 
*T  was  purchased  by  an  English  squire  to  please 

his  loving  dame. 
Who  saw  fhe  cheruba,  and  conceived  a  longing  for 

the  same ; 
And  oft,  as  on  the  ancient  stock  another  twig  was 

found, 
T  was  fill'd  with  caudle  spiced  and  hot,  and  handed 

smoking  round. 
But,  changing  hands,  it  leach'd  at  length  a  Puritan 

divine, 
Who  used  to  follow  Timothy,  and  take  a  little  wine. 
But  hated  punch  and  prelacy ;  and  so  it  was,  per- 
haps, 
He  went  to  Leyden,  where  he  found  conventicles 

and  schnaps. 

And  then,  of  course,  you  know  what's  next :  it  left 
the  Dutchman's  shore 

With  those  that  in  the  May-Flower  came— a  hun- 
dred souls  and  more— 

Along  with  all  the  furniture,  to  fill  theb  new 
abodes — 

To  judge  by  what  is  still  on  hand,  at  least  a  hun- 
dred loads. 

'T  was  on  a  dreary  winter's  eve,  the  night  was 
closing  dim, 

When  old  Miles  Staxdish  took  the  bowl,  and 
fill'd  it  to  the  brim  ; 

The  little  captain  stood  and  stirr'd  the  posset  with 
his  sword, 

And  all  his  sturdy  men-at-arms  were  ranged  about 
the  board. 

He  pour'd  the  fiery  Hollands  in — the  man  that 
never  fear'd— 

He  took  a  long  and  solemn  draught,  and  wiped 
his  yellow  beard ; 


And  one  by  one  the  musketeers — the  men  that 

fought  and  pray'd — 
All  drank  as  't  were  their  mother's  milk,  and  not 

a  man  afraid. 

That  night,  afiirighted  from  his  nest,  the  screaming 

eagle  flew : 
He  heard  the  Pequot^s  ringing  whoop,  the  soldier's 

wild  halloo; 
And  there  the  sachem  leam'd  the  rule  he  taught 

to  kith  and  kin : 
"  Run  from  the  white  man  when  you  find  he  smells 

of  Hollands  gin !" 

A  hundred  years,  and  fifty  more,  had  spread  their 

leaves  and  snows, 
A  thousand  rubs  had  flattened  down  each  little 

cherub's  nose ; 
When  once  again  the  bowl  was  fill'd,  but  not  in 

mirth  or  joy — 
'Twas  mingled  by  a  mother's  hand  to  cheer  her 

parting  boy. 

"  Drink,  Johh,"  she  said,  **  *t  will  do  you  good ;  poor 
child,  you  '11  never  bear 

This  working  in  the  dismal  trench,  out  in  the  mid- 
night air ; 

And  if~God  bless  me— you  were  hurt,  'twould 
keep  away  the  chill." 

So  JoHif  did  drink — and  well  he  wrought  that 
night  at  Bunker's  hill ! 

I  tell  you,  there  was  generous  warmth  in  good  old 

English  cheer; 
I  tell  you,  'twas  a  pleasant  thought  to  drink  its 

symbol  here. 
'Tis  but  the  fool  that  loves  excess:  hast  thou  a 

drunken  soul  ? 
Thy  bane  is  in  thy  shallow  skull — not  in  my  silver 

bowl! 

I  love  the  memory  of  the  past — its  press'd  yet  fra- 
grant flowers — 

The  moss  that  clothes  its  broken  walls,  the  ivy  on 
its  towers — 

Nay,  this  poor  bauble  it  bequeath'd:  my  eyes 
grow  moist  and  dim. 

To  think  of  all  the  vaniah'd  joys  that  danced 
around  its  brim. 

Then  fill  a  fiur  and  honest  cup,  and  bear  it  straight 

to  me; 
The  goblet  hallows  all  it  holds,  whate'er  the  liquid  be; 
And  may  the  cherubs  on  its  face  protect  me  from 

the  sin 
That  dooms  one  to  thooe  dreadful  words — "  My 

dear,  where  have  you  been  1" 
2H 
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LEXINGTON. 

Slowly  the  mi?<t  o*er  the  nioHilow  wafl  rrroping. 

Bright  on  the  dewy  hudu  ^liste^^i  the  huh, 
When  fruiii  his  courh — while  h'u  cliiMrcii  were 
sleepini;  — 
Rose  the  Itulil  reltel  and  ghouIder*d  his  gun. 
Wu villi;  her  gi>ld('n  veil 
Over  the  Kilent  dale. 
Blithe  Iook*d  tlie  inominij  on  rottii^^e  and  spire ; 
Hiixh'd  wax  his  partiiii;  ni^h. 
While  fniiii  hii*  noble  eye 
Flaiih'd  tlie  lust  sparkle  of  LitH'rty'it  tire. 

On  the  riinooth  :;reen  where  the  fre!«h  leaf  in  apring- 

(^iliiily  tiie  lirht-iM)rn  of  ^!ory  have  met:    [iiig 

Hark  !  the  death-vulley  around  the  in  in  ringing — 

Look !  with  their  lite-hlood  itieyounj;  gnuwia  wet 

Faint  in  the  fet'hie  In  eat  h, 

Murmuring  h)w  in  death — 
**  Tell  to  our  huiim  how  their  t.ithepi  have  died ;" 

Nerveli'Hfi  the  iron  liaiiii, 

Raiwd  for  itH  iiati\e  iaiiil. 
liiea  by  tlie  wea|M»ii  that  gleams  .tl  it4  aide. 

Over  the  hilUiilen  the  wild  knell  Ik  tolling. 

From  their  far  hiiinlets  the  veomanrv  come ; 
Atf  thro*  the  stornwloudii  thi'  ihniulei-hurst  rohing* 
CireleH  the  lN-:it  of  the  niiiMtiTiii^  druiiu 
Fatt  on  the  M>ldier*s  |r,itli 
Darken  the  waveii  of  wiath; 
Long  ha\e  they  Kather'd,  and  loml  sliall  they  fall : 
Ketl  glares  tiie  uiu>ket'H  tlii^hy 
^hurp  rings  the  ritie's  rrahh. 
Blazing  and  clanging  from  thieket  and  wall. 

(luyly  the  pi  nine  of  the  horm'man  was  dancing. 

Never  to  »!i:id(iw  his  eitlii  hrow  a^ain ; 
Proudly  at  morning  the  wur-i(te«'d  wai<  prancing, 
Keekiin;  and  panting  he  dnKi|M  on  the  rein ; 

l'a!e  ix  the  lip  of  seorn. 

VoiceleHri  the  trum|M>t-liorn 
Torn  is  the  silken-fring'd  reil  croiin  on  high ; 

Many  a  lielted  breast 

Low  on  the  turf  fha'l  n>t. 
Ere  the  dark  hunters  the  herd  havi>  paVd  Iw. 

Snow-i;irdied  cra;rs  where  tlie  hoarne  wind  is  raving. 
Rocks  wiiere  the  wrary  titiois  murmur  and  wail, 
WiKU  where  tlie  fern  by  the  furrow  is  Wtt\iiig, 
RecI'd  with  tlie  eeli<N*s  th.tt  riNJc  on  the  gale; 

Far  as  the  li>ni|ii*st  tbnlli 

Over  the  «iarkenM  liil.-. 
Far  M  the  sunshine  flreunis  i>\i-r  the  plain, 

Rt>used  by  the  t\r:int  band. 

Woke  all  the  niijhl%  l,ind. 
Girded  for  luttle,  from  niouiii.iiii  to  main. 

(in'eii  1k'  the  graves  where  her  martyrs  are  lyine ! 
Shroudless  and  ti>inbUHis  thrv  uniik  to  their  rv»t; 
Whili'  u'lT  their  a-<hes  the  i>tjrr\  fold  l1\inir. 
Wraps  the  proud  eauU'  they  roused  fro  in  his  iicsL 

Borne  on  her  iiortliein  pine. 

Ijong  o'er  the  fo.iuini<  biiiie 
8pread  her  broad  banner  to  sluini  anii  to  sun; 

IIeii%en  keep  her  e\ei  free 

Wide  as  II  er  land  Jiid  M'a 
Floats  tiie  fair  emblein  her  heriH'i  ha\^  Wim ! 
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As  o*er  the  L'lacier's  frosen 

Breullies  s<ift  the  .\  I  pine 
80.  tJiri>ni:h  liii-'s  desert  apmi^uig 

Tlie  tbmer  of  friendship  grows; 
Anii  ait,  nhtTi-'er  the  rosrs  crow, 

.Siiiiii>  mill  or  dew  descends, 
rrif  Nature'H  law  that  wine  showU 

To  \%i-t  the  lips  iif  IricnJsb 

'J*ben  oui-v  a;:  a  in.  hefi>re  we  pmrU 
My  euiply  i;las4  »hall  nn*;; 

Anil  he  that  has  the  wamir*l 
Shall  loudest  laugh  and  sing. 

Tliey  say  we  w«re  not  l^om  to  ra(; 

But  zir.iy^h.iireil  ika;:es  think 
It  nieaiiH-^"  Be  nitnlerutr  in  your 

.\nd  |i:irt!\   Ii\e  to  drink." 
For  bas4>r  in  lies  the  rivers  dow 

'I*hjt  kiioM  not  wine  or  Ming; 
Man  naiitf  but  liltle  ilrink  Ivlow, 

But  w.inli>  t'l.it  little  strong. 
Then  onre  ak;<iin.  dcr. 

If  one  briiilit  ilrop  is  like  the  eem 

That  dti'k*  a  monarch'*  crown. 
One  codii'i  hoM<i  a  iliiilefn 

Of  ruSifi  nielleil  down  ! 
.\  fiL'  for  ('i>«r'*  blazing  brt«w. 

But.  like  the  K^^ptian  qurrn. 
Bid  I'arh  liio^Mii^iUij  jewel  glow 

.My  thir-ly  it|is  I  N't  ween.  ' 

Tlien  oni-e  a^.iin,  Ac. 

The  Cireriaii't  iiiouml,  the  Roman's 

.\re  silfiit  uhen  we  call. 
Yet  still  the  purple  erape*  return 

To  duller  on  the  wall ; 
It  w.m  a  briL'ht  rinrMiUtal's  head 

Tliey  cireieii  wiih  the  vine. 
Anil  o'er  their  be«t  and  hraTfkt  dead 

They  {>><ur'ii  the  flark>red  wine. 
Then  iinee  a;;ain,  dec 

Milhiiik«  ti'rr  e^t-ry  sjurkling  ffiaM 

VnunL*  !«■•••»  wjve«  his  winci. 
.And  ei-h'ifi  «i'it  lis  dimples  psas 

Fr*m  ili^id  A%ai  ai-n^**  string*; 
.\iid.  tooMini;  rouiiil  its  headed  brim 

'J'hi'ir  bk-k"!  of  tliiatiniT  KoM, 
With  iMiTh.int  dance  and  choral  hv 

Hetiirn  tin*  nymph*  of  old. 
Then  once  acain.  Ac 

A  welcome,  tlien.  to  joy  and  mirth. 

Fro; II  bi-.irt*  Bi  fresh  as  oura. 
To  M-jtit-r  i>'tT  the  ilu«t  of  earth 

Thfir  hwiftiv  mingled  floweiv; 
Tis  WwloMt  Mif  the  cup  that  filK 

In  *p)te  iif  FiilU'sfruwn; 
And  Nature,  from  her  vine<lail  hiDi^ 

That  rains  her  life^^dood  down ! 

Till- II  liiice  aicsin,  before  wc  palt» 
My  r.iipi\  k'lass  ^all  ring; 

And  hr  ih,ii  ha«  the  « 

^hd.l  ioudesi  laujih  and  ■■§• 
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THE  CAMBRn)GE  CHURCHYARD. 

OuB  ancient  church !  its  lowly  tower. 

Beneath  the  loftier  spire, 
la  ahadowM  when  the  sunset  hour 

Clothes  the  tall  shaft  in  fire ; 
It  sinks  beyond  the  distant  eye, 

Long  ere  the  glittering  vane, 
High  wheeling  in  the  western  sky. 

Has  faded  o*er  the  plain. 

Like  sentinel  and  nun,  they  keep 

Their  vigil  on  the  green ; 
One  seems  to  guard,  and  one  to  weep^ 

The  dead  that  lie  between ; 
And  both  roll  out,  so  full  and  near, 

Their  music's  mingling  waves. 
They  shake  the  grass,  whose  pennon'd  spear 

Leans  on  the  narrow  graves. 

The  stranger  parts  the  flaunting  weeds, 

Whose  seeds  the  winds  have  strown 
So  thick  beneath  the  line  he  reads. 

They  shade  the  sculptured  stone ; 
The  child  unveils  his  cluster*d  brow, 

And  ponders  for  a  while 
The  graven  willow's  pendent  bough, 

Or  rudest  cherub's  smile. 

But  what  to  them  the  dirge,  the  knell  1 

These  were  the  mourner's  share ; 
The  sullen  ''lang,  whose  heavy  swell 

Thrc  bD*d  through  the  beating  air ; 
The  rattling  cord, — the  rolling  stone, — 

The  shelving  sand  that  slid. 
And,  far  beneath,  with  hollow  tone 

Rung  on  the  coffin's  lid. 

The  slumberer's  mound  grows  firesh  and  green, 

Then  slowly  disappears ; 
The  mosses  creep,  the  gray  stones  lean, 

Earth  hides  his  date  and  years ; 
But,  long  before  the  once-loved  name 

Is  sunk  or  worn  away. 
No  lip  *he  silent  dust  may  claim, 

That  press'd  the. breathing  clay. 

Go  where  the  ancient  pathway  guides, 

Sec  where  our  sires  laid  down 
Their  smiling  babes,  their  cherish'd  brides. 

The  patriarchs  of  the  town ; 
Hast  thou  a  tear  for  buried  love  1 

A  sigh  for  transient  power  1 
All  that  a  century  left  above. 

Go,  read  it  in  an  nour ! 

The  Indian's  shaft,  the  Briton*s  ball. 

The  sabre's  thirsting  edge. 
The  hot  shell,  shattering  in  its  fall. 

The  bayonet's  rending  wedge, — 
Here  scatter'd  death ;  yet  seek  the  spot. 

No  trace  thine  eye  can  see, 
f^o  altar, — and  they  need  it  not 

Who  leave  their  children  free ! 

Look  where  the  turbid  rain-drops  stand 
In  many  a  chisell'd  square. 


The  knightly  crest,  the  shield,  the  brand 
Of  honoured  names  were  there ; 

Alaa !  for  every  tear  is  dried 

Thoee  blazon'd  tablets  knew, 

Save  when  the  icy  marble's  side 
Drips  with  ^e  evening  dew. 

Or  gaze  upon  yon  pilWd  stone,* 

The  empty  urn  of  pride ; 
There  stands  the  goblet  and  the  sun, — 

What  need  of  more  beside  1 
Where  lives  the  memory  of  the  dead  t 

Who  made  their  tomb  a  toy  1 
Whoee  ashes  press  that  nameless  bed  t 

Go,  ask  the  village  boy ! 

Lean  o*er  the  slender  western  wall, 

Te  ever>roaming  girls ; 
The  breath  that  bids  the  blossom  fall 

May  lift  your  floating  curls. 
To  sweep  the  simple  lines  that  tell 

An  exile'sf  date  and  doom ; 
And  sigh,  for  where  his  daughters  dwell, 

They  wreathe  the  stranger's  tomb. 

And  one  amid  these  shades  was  bom. 

Beneath  this  turf  who  lies. 
Once  beaming  as  the  summer's  mom, 

That  closed  her  gentle  eyes ; 
If  sinless  angels  love  as  we. 

Who  stood  thy  grave  beside. 
Three  seraph  welcomes  waited  thee. 

The  daughter,  sister,  bride  I 

I  wander'd  to  thy  buried  mound. 

When  earth  was  hid,  below 
The  level  of  the  glaring  ground. 

Choked  to  its  gates  with  snow. 
And  when  with  summer's  flowery  waves 

The  lake  of  verdure  roU'd, 
As  if  a  sultan's  white-robed  slaves 

Had  scatter'd  pearls  and  gold. 

Nay,  the  soft  pinions  of  the  air. 

That  lifts  this  trembling  tone, 
Its  breath  of  love  may  almost  bear. 

To  kiss  thy  funeral-stone ; 
And,  now  thy  smiles  have  pass'd  away. 

For  all  the  joy  they  gave, 
May  sweetest  dews  and  wannest  ray 

Lie  on  thine  early  grave ! 

When  damps  beneath,  and  storms  above. 

Have  bow'd  these  firagile  towers. 
Still  o'er  the  graves  yon  locust-grove 

Shall  swing  its  orient  flowers ; 
And  I  would  ask  no  mouldering  bust. 

If  o'er  this  humble  line. 
Which  breathed  a  sigh  o'er  other's  dust, 

Might  call  a  tear  on  mine. 


*  The  tomb  of  the  Vassall  fkmily  is  marked  by  a  free- 
stone Ubiet,  supported  by  Ave  pillars,  and  bearing  nothing 
bnt  the  sculptured  rellefb  of  the  goblet  and  the  sun,— >Fa«* 
Sffl,— >which  designated  a  powerfiil  femily,  now  almost 
foffotten. 

t  The  exile  referred  to  in  this  stansa  was  a  Bative  of 
Honflsor,  in  Normandy. 
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AN  EVENING  THOUGHT. 

WIITTEN    AT  SKA. 

Ir  ■ometinm  in  the  dark-bloe  9j% 

Or  in  the  deep-red  wine. 
Or  loothed  by  gentlent  melodjf 

Still  wariod  Uiii  heart  of  mine, 
Tettomethinof  colder  in  the  bloodp 

And  calmer  in  the  brain. 
Have  whiMpcrM  that  my  youth**  bright  flood 

EblMi,  not  to  flow  again. 

If  by  HeWetiaV  azure  lake. 

Or  ArnoVytrllow  itream, 
Each  fltar  of  m«*m»ry  could  awake, 

Ai*  in  my  first  youn^  dream, 
I  know  that  when  mine  eye  ihall  greet 

The  hill-KidcM  birak  and  bare. 
That  inrd  my  home,  it  will  not  meet 

My  childhofxl'ii  nunaeta  there. 

O,  when  love's  fimt,  iiwret.  •tolen  kin 

Burn'd  on  mv  bovish  brow, 
Wat  that  yount;  f<>n>heail  worn  as  this? 

Wan  that  flui(h*d  chock  an  now  ? 
Where  that  wild  puluc  and  throbbing  hesrt 

Like  thene,  which  vainly  itrive, 
In  thanklem  Ktrainn  of  ■oullem  art. 

To  dream  thenuelvei  alive  1 

Alas !  the  momini^  dew  u  gone. 

Gone  ere  the  full  of  day ; 
Life*s  iron  fetter  still  ii  on, 

Its  wreaths  all  torn  awa? ; 
Happy  if  still  some  casual  hour 

Can  warm  the  fading  shrine, 
Too  soon  to  chill  Iwyond  the  power 

Of  love,  or  song,  or  wine  I 


LA  GRISETTE. 


Ah,  Climkttce  !  when  I  saw  thre  lift 
Trip  down  the  Rue  de  Seine, 

And  tuniin;:,  when  thy  form  had  pMS*d, 
I  said,  ♦♦  We  met-t  again," — 

I  dreamM  not  in  that  idle  glanco 
Thy  Utest  imice  came. 

And  only  left  to  mcmon***  trance 

•  ■ 

A  shadow  and  a  name. 

The  few  stnnec  wonl^  my  lips  had  taught 

Thy  timid  voice  to  M|N*ak ; 
Their  frontier  sighs,  whicli  often  brought 

Fresh  roses  to  thy  chrt'k ; 
The  trailinK  of  thy  Ion;.  1immi>  hair 

Bent  o'er  my  couch  of  |Min, 
AH.  all  n>tiirird,  m«)re  sweet,  more  fair; 

O,  had  we  met  again ! 

1  walk'd  where  saint  and  virsin  keep 

The  vi'^il  liichu  of  Heaven. 
I  knew  that  thou  hatlst  woes  to  weep. 

And  sins  to  be  forviven ; 
I  watch'd  where  fiK'TKriKTK  was  laid, 

I  knelt  hy  Miar's  shrine. 
Beside  me  low.  soft  voices  prey'd ; 

Alas!  but  where  was  thinol 


And  when  tb«  momiiig  rib  «aa  bncu. 

When  wind  and  wa«e  «rre  rm.z^ 
And  flamed,  in  ihousand-uauii  UgJhL 

The  rose*  of  NuCn  Uaiac. 
I  wander'd  through  the  h«u&i*  mi  mo.. 

From  Boule%ard  lo  (^u*i. 
Till,  frowning  o'er  Smua  Eik-iuic. 

The  Pantheon*a  shaftluw  b^. 


In  vain,  in  \mm ;  we  meet  no 

Nor  dream  what  fjlr«  hrfiiU  ; 

And  lunic  upon  the  stran,:rr's  •horr 
Mv  voice  on  thc«  mav  raiL 

w  m 

When  Years  have  cl«ithrd  the  Un^  is  : 

m 

That  tells  thv  name  and  djv «. 
And  wilherM.  on  thy  simple  rn*«A. 
The  wreaths  of  Perc«4»4:h.AMC ! 


THE  TREADMILL  .SON»;. 

Tbe  stare  are  rolling  in  the  aky. 

The  earth  n>lU  on  Kriow, 
And  we  can  feel  the  raiihng  wheel 

Revolving  as  we  g**. 
Then  trea«l  away,  ray  cnllant  Una. 

And  make  the  ailr  fly : 
Whv  should  not  wherls  so  riNiad  ahc'.; 

m 

Like  planets  in  the  »ky  T 

Wake  up.  wake  np,  my  duek4egg'J  ma: 

And  stir  your  solid  pecs ; 
Arouse,  arouse,  my  gawky  frimd. 

And  shake  yoor  siwlrr-ftrga; 
A^liat  though  you're  awkwani  ai  ihe 

There 's  time  enough  to  Icam.— 
So  lean  upon  the  rail,  my  lad. 

And  take  ani>thrr  turn. 

They  've  buill  us  up  a  imbie  walL 

To  keep  tlie  vulgar  out ; 
We've  nothing  in  the  world  lo  4o. 

But  just  to  walk  aKout ; 
So  fanter.  now,  you  middle  mca. 

And  try  to  beat  the  ends:^ 
It  *s  pleaf«nt  work  lo  ramble  roaad 

Among  one's  honrst  fnendi^ 


Here,  tresd  upon  the  long 

He  sha'n't  be  lasy  here ; 
And  punrh  the  little  frl|ow*s 

Anil  tweak  that  lutihrr'a 
He's  l<Mt  them  both :  doa'l  pull  ha 

Berau«e  he  w«an  a 
But  piike  him  in  the  fisrther 

That  IS  n't  in  the  paich. 


Hark!  fell.iws.  there *s  the 

And  so  our  work  is 
It  *s  |>retty  sport,     suppose  wi 

A  round  or  two  Car  Aui ! 
If  ever  they  should  turn  ma  avl. 

When  I  have  betli 
Now.  hang  me.  but  I  msun  Is 

A  treadmill  of  my  own ! 


Cirrular^ulaH 
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DEPARTED  DAYS. 

YsSy  dear,  departed,  cherish'd  dayi» 

Could  Memory's  hand  restore 
Your  morning  light,  your  evening  raySy 

From  Time's  gray  urn  once  more,-— 
Then  might  this  restless  heart  be  still. 

This  straining  eye  might  close, 
And  Hope  her  fainting  pinions  fold, 

While  the  fair  phantoms  rose. 

But,  Uke  a  child  in  ocean's  arms, 
We  strive  against  the  stream, 

Each  moment  farther  from  the  shore. 

Where  life's  young  fountains  gleam — 

Each  moment  fainter  wave  the  fields, 
And  wilder  rolls  the  sea ; 

The  mist  grows  dark — the  sun  goes  down- 
Day  breaks — and  where  are  we  1 


THE  DILEMMA. 


Now,  by  the  blessM  Paphian  queen, 
Who  heaves  the  breast  of  sweet  sixteen; 
By  every  name  I  cut  on  Bark 
Before  my  morning-star  grew  dark ; 
By  Hymen's  torch,  by  Cupid's  dart, 
By  all  that  thrills  the  beating  heart ; 
The  bright,  black  eye,  the  melting  blae^-» 
I  cannot  choose  between  the  two. 

I  had  a  vision  in  my  dreams; 
I  saw  a  row  of  twenty  beams ; 
From  every  beam  a  rope  was  hung, 
In  every  rope  a  lover  swung. 
I  ask'd  the  hue  of  every  eye 
That  bade  each  luckless  lover  die ; 
Ten  livid  lips  said,  heavenly  blue. 
And  ten  accused  the  darker  hue. 

I  ask'd  a  matron,  which  she  deem'd 
With  fairest  light  of  beauty  beam'd ; 
She  answer'd,  some  thought  both  were  fidx^— 
Give  her  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair. 
I  might  have  liked  her  judgment  well, 
But  as  she  spoke,  she  rung  the  bell, 
And  all  her  girls,  nor  small  nor  few, 
Came  marching  in — their  eyes  were  blue. 

I  ask'd  a  maiden ;  back  she  flung 
The  locks  that  round  her  forehead  hung, 
And  tum'd  her  eye,  a  glorious  one. 
Bright  as  a  diamond  in  the  sun, 
On  me,  until,  beneath  its  rays, 
I  felt  as  if  my  hair  would  blaze ; 
She  liked  all  eyes  but  eyes  of  green ; 
She  look'd  at  me ;  what  could  she  mean  1 

Ah  !  many  lids  Love  lurks  between. 
Nor  heeds  the  colouring  of  his  screen ; 
And  when  his  random  arrows  fly. 
The  victim  falls,  but  knows  not  why. 
Gaze  not  up>on  his  shield  of  jet, 
The  shaft  upon  the  string  is  set ; 
Look  not  beneath  his  azure  veil, 
Though  every  limb  were  cased  in  maO. 


Well,  both  might  make  a  martyr  break 
The  cham  that  bound  him  to  the  stake, 
And  both,  with  but  a  single  ray, 
Can  melt  our  very  hearts  away ; 
And  both,  when  balanced,  hardly  seem 
To  stir  the  scales,  or  rock  the  beam ; 
But  that  is  dearest,  all  the  while, 
That  wears  for  us  the  sweetest  smile. 


THE  STAR  AND  THE  WATER-LILY. 

Thi  Sun  steppM  down  from  his  golden  throne, 

And  lay  in  the  silent  sea, 
And  the  Lily  had  folded  her  satin  leaves, 

For  a  sleepy  thing  was  she ; 
What  is  the  Lily  dreaming  of? 

Why  crisp  the  waters  blue  t 
See,  see,  she  is  lifting  her  vamish'd  lid ! 

Her  white  leaves  are  glistening  through ! 

The  Rose  is  cooling  his  burning  cheek 

In  the  lap  of  the  breathless  tide ; 
The  Lily  hath  sisters  fresh  and  fair. 

That  would  lie  by  the  Rose's  side ; 
He  would  love  her  better  than  all  the  rest. 

And  he  would  be  fond  and  true ; 
But  the  Lily  unfolded  her  weary  lids. 

And  look'd  at  the  sky  so  blue. 

Remember,  remember,  thou  silly  one^ 

How  fast  will  thy  summer  glide, 
And  wilt  thou  wither  a  virgin  pale. 

Or  flourish  a  blooming  bride  ? 
«  O,  the  Rose  is  old,  and  thorny,  and  cold. 

And  he  lives  on  earth,**  said  she ; 
«  But  the  Star  is  fair  and  he  lives  in  the  air, 

And  he  shall  my  bridegroom  be.' 
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But  what  if  the  stormy  cloud  should  come, 

And  ruffle  the  silver  sea  t 
Would  he  turn  his  eye  from  the  distant  sky, 

To  smile  on  a  thing  like  thee  1 
O,  no !  &ir  Lily,  he  will  not  send 

One  ray  from  his  far-off  throne; 
The  winds  shall  blow  and  the  waves  shall  flow, 

And  thou  wilt  be  left  alone. 

There  is  not  a  leaf  on  the  mountain-top, 

Nor  a  drop  of  evening  dew, 
Nor  a  golden  nnd  on  the  sparkling  shore. 

Nor  a  pearl  in  the  waters  blue, 
That  he  has  not  cheer'd  with  his  fickle  smile. 

And  warm'd  with  his  &ithlen  beam, — 
And  will  he  be  true  te  a  pallid  flower. 

That  floate  on  the  quiet  stream  ? 

Alas,  for  the  Lily !  she  would  not  heed. 

But  tum'd  to  the  skies  afrur, 
And  bared  her  breast  to  the  trembling  ray 

That  shot  firom  the  rising  star ; 
The  cloud  came  over  the  darken'd  sky, 

And  over  the  waters  wide ; 

She  look'd  in  vain  through  the  beating  rain, 

And  sank  in  the  stormy  tide. 
2h2 
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THE  MUSIC-GRIXDERS. 

Taim  are  three  wats  in  which  men  Uka 
One's  money  from  his  purae, 

And  very  han]  it  is  to  tell 

Which  of  the  three  is  worse ; 

But  all  of  them  are  had  enough 
To  make  a  body  cume. 

Vou*re  ridinq^  out  some  pleasant  day, 
And  cimntiii:^  up  your  i^ins; 

A  fellow  jum|H  from  out  a  huiih 
And  tikert  your  horse's  reins, 

Another  hints  some  words  about 
A  bullet  in  your  brains. 

It's  hard  to  meet  such  pressing  friends 

In  such  a  limely  spot ; 
It's  verb'  hanl  to  l<mc  your  cash, 

But  hanler  to  he  shot ; 
And  S4)  you  take  your  wallet  out, 

Though  you  would  rather  noL 

Perhaps  you're  going  out  to  dine,<^ 

Some  filthy  creature  begs 
You'll  hear  altout  the  cannon-ball 

That  carried  olT  his  pegs. 
And  says  it  ii«  a  dreadful  thing 

For  men  to  lose  their  legs. 

He  tells  you  of  his  star\-ing  wife, 

Hirt  children  to  be  fed, 
Poor,  little,  lovely  innocents. 

All  clamorous  for  bread,-— 
And  MO  you  kindly  help  to  put 

A  bachelor  to  bed. 


You're  sitting  on  your  windoW' 

Beneath  a  cloudless  moon ; 
You  hear  a  sound,  that  setMns  to 

The  s(*mlilance  of  a  tune. 
As  if  a  bniken  fife  shoulil  strive 

To  drown  a  crack'd  bassoon. 

And  nearer,  nearer  still,  the  tide 

Of  muitic  seems  to  come, 
There's  somethini*  like  a  human  voiee, 

And  something  like  a  drum ; 
You  sit.  in  i«|hmvIiIi'*«*  a^my, 

Tntil  vour  ear  is  nuinli. 

Poor  *•  Home,  swi*ei  home"  should  seem  to  be 

A  very  dismal  pi  .ice ; 
Your  *' Auid  ari|u:iiiitniire,"  all  at  once, 

Is  allerM  in  the  fare ; 
Their  ilisrords  «tiii!;  throii:*h  Br a^s  and  MooRi, 

Like  hedgehogs  dress'd  in  lace. 

You  think  they  are  cru<«jders,  sent 

From  Mtine  infenMl  riime. 
To  pluck  the  eyes  of  .Sentiment, 

And  iloi'k  the  uil  of  Rhvme, 
To  cnii'k  the  voire  of  Melmly, 

A  Mil  bre.ik  the  le«s  of  Time. 

But,  hnrk  \  the  air  STiin  i«  still. 

The  ninsir  all  is  ground. 
And  *ili*nre.  like  a  poiiltii'e.  mmea 

Ti>  hf'.il  (!ie  Mows  of  sound; 


It  cannot  be, — it  ia, — U  ia^ 
A  hat  is  going  nmiid ! 

No !  Pav  the  dentist  when  Im 

9 

A  fracture  in  yoor  jaw. 
And  pay  the  owner  of  liic  beer. 

That  stunn'd  you  with  bis 
And  buv  the  lnUie'r.  that  bai 

9 

Your  knuckles  in  his  daw ; 

But  if  you  are  a  portly  man. 
Put  on  your  fierrrtu  frown. 

And  talk  about  a  eon»taMe 

To  turn  them  out  of  town  ; 

Then  close  your  urntenrr  with  an 
And  shut  the  window  down ! 

And  if  you  are  a  slender  man. 
Not  liiic  enough  i*yT  that. 

Or,  if  you  cannot  make  a  speech, 
Becau^'  you  are  a  flat. 

Go  very  quietly  ami  dmp 
A  button  m  the  bat ! 


THE  PHILOSOPHER  TO  HIS  LOVL 

Dr.  I  a  EST,  a  Itiok  is  hat  a  r«T 
Rt*f1iTted  in  a  rertam  way ; 
A  W4inl,  whatever  tone  it  wear. 
Is  but  a  tremMing  wave  of  air ; 
A  tiiurh.  obedienre  to  a  rlaune 
In  nature's  pure  material  la^ 


The  very  flowers  that  bend  and 
In  sweetening  others,  crow  mor 
The  rlouils  bv  dsv.  the  stars  bv  nighl. 
Inweave  their  floaiinv  locks  of  bghi : 
The  rainbow.  Heaven's  own  fuwbefcl'a 
Is  but  the  embrace  of  sun  and 


How  few  thst  love  us  have  wv 
How  wide  the  world  thsl  cifds 
Like  mountain-streams  we 
Each  living  in  the  other's 
Our  courne  unknown,  our  hope 
Yet  mingled  in  the  distant  sen. 


Mn%2 
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Bui  orean  enils  and  heaves  in 
Bouml  in  the  subtle  moooheam*a 
Anil  love  and  hope  do  but  obey 
Some  rold.  capririnus  planet's  ray. 
Whirh  li^hlJ*  ind  leatls  the  tide  H 
To  D<*ath*s  dark  caves  and  ier  an 

Alas !  one  narrow  line  is  drawn. 
That  links  our  sunset  with  ow 
In  mist  sml  shaile  life's  morning 
And  clouds  are  round  it  at  its 
But,  ah  !  no  twilitht  beam 
To  whisper  where  that 

O !  in  the  hour  when  I 
Those  shadows  round  Bf 

m 

When  gentle  eyes  are 
Tlie  rlay  that  frvis  their 
Then  let  thy  spirit  with 
Or  some  sweet  angd. 
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L'INCONNUE. 

Is  thy  name  Mart,  maiden  fair  1 
Such  should,  methinka,  its  music  be ; 

The  sweetest  name  that  mortals  bear. 
Were  best  befitting  thee ; 

And  she  to  whom  it  once  was  given, 

Was  half  of  earth  and  half  of  heaven. 

I  hear  thy  voice,  I  see  thy  smile, 
I  look  upon  thy  folded  hair ; 

Ah !  while  we  dream  not  they  beguile, 
Our  hearts  are  in  the  snare ; 

And  she,  who  chains  a  wild  bird*s  wing, 

Must  start  not  if  her  captive  sing. 

So,  lady,  take  the  leaf  that  falls. 
To  iJl  but  thee  unseen,  unknown ; 

When  evening  shades  thy  silent  walls, 
Then  read  it  all  alone ; 

In  stillness  read,  in  darkness  seal, 

Forget,  despise,  but  not  reveal ! 


THE  LAST  READER. 

I  soxBTiMEs  sit  beneath  a  tree, 
And  read  my  own  sweet  songs ; 

Though  naught  they  may  to  others  be, 
Each  humble  line  prolongs 

A  tone  that  might  have  passM  away, 

But  for  that  scarce-rememher'd  lay. 

I  keep  them  like  a  lock  or  leaf, 
That  some  dear  girl  has  given ; 

Frail  record  of  an  hour,  as  brief 
As  sunset  ^louds  in  heaven. 

But  spreading  purple  twilight  still 

High  over  memory's  shadow'd  hill. 

They  lie  upon  my  pathway  bleak. 
Those  flowers  that  once  ran  wild, 

As  on  a  father*s  care-worn  cheek 
The  ringlets  of  his  child ; 

The  golden  mingling  with  the  gray. 

And  stealing  half  its  snows  away. 

What  care  I  though  the  dust  is  spread 

Around  these  yellow  leaves, 
Or  o'er  them  his  sarcastic  thread 

Oblivion's  insect  weaves ; 
Though  weeds  are  tangled  on  the  stream. 
It  still  reflects  my  morning's  beam. 

And  therefore  love  I  such  as  smile 

On  these  neglected  songs. 
Nor  deem  that  flattery's  needless  wile 

My  opening  bosom  wrongs ; 
For  who  would  trample,  at  my  side, 
A  few  pale  buds,  my  garden's  pride  t 

It  may  be  that  my  scanty  ore 
Long  years  have  wash'd  away. 

And  where  were  golden  sands  before. 
Is  naught  but  common  clay ; 

Still  something  sparkles  in  the  sun, 

For  Memory  to  look  back  upon. 

And  when  my  name  no  more  is  heard, 
My  lyre  no  more  is  known, 


Still  let  me,  like  a  wintei's  bird. 

In  silence  and  alone. 
Fold  over  them  the  weary  wing 
Once  flashing  through  the  dews  of  spring. 

Yes,  let  my  fancy  fondly  wrap 

My  youth  in  its  decline. 
And  riot  in  the  rosy  lap 

Of  thoughts  that  once  were  nune. 
And  give  the  worm  my  little  store, 
When  the  last  reader  reads  no  more ! 


THE  LAST  LEAF. 

I  SAW  him  once  before. 
As  he  pass'd  by  the  door, 

And  again 
The  pavementHitones  resound 
As  he  totters  o'er  the  ground 

With  his  cane. 

They  say  that  in  his  prime. 
Ere  the  pruning-knife  of  Time 

Cut  him  down. 
Not  a  better  man  was  found 
By  the  crier  on  his  round 

Through  the  town. 

But  now  he  walks  the  streets. 
And  he  looks  at  all  he  meets 

So  forlorn ; 
And  he  shakes  his  feeble  head. 
That  it  seems  as  if  he  said, 

"They  are  gone." 

The  mossy  marbles  rest 

On  the  lips  that  he  has  pressed 

In  tlieir  bloom. 
And  the  names  he  loved  to  hear 
Have  been  carved  for  many  a  year 

On  the  tomb. 


My  grandmamma  has 
Poor  old  lady !  she  is  dead 

Long  ago— 
That  he  had  a  Roman  noee, 
And  his  cheek  was  like  a  roae 

In  the  snow. 

And  now  his  noee  is  thin. 
And  it  rests  upon  his  chin 

Like  a  stafi^ 
And  a  crook  is  in  his  back. 
And  a  melancholy  crack 

In  his  laugh. 

I  know  it  is  a  sin 
For  me  to  sit  and  grin 

>   At  him  here. 
But  the  old  three-comer'd  bat, 
And  the  breeches— and  all  that, 
Are  so  queer ! 

And  if  I  should  live  to  be 
The  last  leaf  upon  the  tree 

In  the  spring — 
Let  them  smile  as  I  do  now 
At  the  old  forsaken  bough 

Where  I  cling. 


OLIVEB  W.  aOUIKB. 


OLD  IRONSIDES.* 

At,  Inr  ha  lattv'd  aoaifii  don ! 

Lon(  h—  it  wiMd  oo  U^ 
And  muiir  tn  171  hw  iluunl  10  m 

That  burner  ill  Ihetky; 
Beiicalh  it  runiT  the  battlc-chout. 

Ami  hunt  Ihe  nnnan'i  rau; 
Till'  mrtcor  of  ths  u-ran  air 

Sball  iweep  the  cloiiiU  no  mon ! 

Hrr  Jrrk,  once  ml  with  h«me«*  MooJ, 

When  kntit  ihe  TUiquuh'tl  Tor, 
Wbea  -wiodj  WWB  hun7ing  o'rr  Ihe  flood. 

Anil  «>*ei  waH  vrhlle  heloi*, 
No  inorr  khall  frel  the  .irMr'a  tmil. 

Or  linow  the  canqaar'il  Ime* ; 
TI1C  hurpii-i  of  Ihe  nhure  nhnll  pluck 

The  e^Ic  of  the  ae* ! 

O,  hrltrr  thai  lirr  (haltrr'il  hulk 

^«hnuUl  link  Ivmath  thr  ««n; 
Hit  thunder*  ihDok  tha  might;  dtf  p, 

And  then  -tbuuld  hr  her  grave  ; 
Null  to  du  n«M  Jut  bol;  flan, 

Bet  •rtrTf  thiMJbua  Hil. 
And  dive  lier  to  tha  god  of  alonna, — 

The  lightning  niid  the  sale ! 


STANZAS. 

Sriiint!  that  one  lightlr-irhuppr'd  lana 

!•  Cir,  Ut  amricr  onlo  me, 
TbaD  all  ikt  wninda  UuU  Um  the  mlh, 

Orlnealhaalaag  ike  m; 
Jtul.  biljr,  ith«n  thy  voice  I  greet, 
Xul  liMHiJ;  mwue  Menu  ao  iweet 

I  look  upon  the  fair,  lilur  fkien, 

.i^nd  naunht  hut  pmplv  air  I  are; 

But  whi'il  I  turn  me  to  thine  eyea. 
It  wenwlh  unto  mc 

Ttn  thinuand  itnipla  apread  iheir  vin^ 

Within  tho«  little  uure  rin^ 

TtH'  lily  hith  Ihe  wiftmt  Int 

'I'hU  ever  weetpm  brrrn  hath  fiinil*d, 
Bui  thini  "halt  have  ihe  trndrr  flown, 

!4<i  1  may  Uka  ihy  hand 
That  litlle  hand  to  m*  Jolh  virH 
Mi>Tr  Jny  than  all  the  broider'J  firld. 


n,  IikIv  T  Ihere  lo 


I.  h«tf  ao  •wrel  ax  In 
Dui  join  two  altan  both  in 


No>.  likelw 

The  hivlinq  of  btt  mU 

ftill  muixlmg  thniB(b  lb  mmn 
Now  tatmat,  tka  a  eoonlv  Aaae, 

The  iwtiiiali^  MlgtaV«^ 
With  flyini  araif  ^  VH^<4  ^«b 

The  Phania  of  ih»  Aon. 


To-DlKhl  T 
WtM 

To-nJihl  JOB 


VJMahaUHMd 


«lid  tn^  *M  jmI  ^  «K 

Safer*  db -Mky -H^  ^  ^y 


Hark !  hark  M  hear  loa  trhklfi 

The  Mark'tbimt  of  4*lMMiii 
la  pwilinc  l«(ti  rtw  UaM 

An  h<i>it,  and.  whiri'd  UhririnBO 
Thr  eiani  •urc*  ahall  flii^ 


>,>r  wind  BorapM  AAlt 
Thaaeieahlf  .     hill  lA 

wi,ha«4—f1M««b 


ALBERT  PIKE. 
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Albert  Piki  was  bom  in  Boston,  on  the  twen- 
ty-ninth day  of  December,  1 809.  When  he  was 
about  four  years  old,  his  parents  removed  to  New- 
bury port.  His  father,  he  informs  me,  **  was  a  jour- 
i.ryman  shoemaker,  who  worked  hard,  paid  his 
taxes,  and  gave  all  his  children  the  benedt  of  an 
education."  The  youth  of  the  poet  was  passed 
principally  in  attending  the  districtrschools  at  New- 
bury port,  and  an  academy  at  Framingham,  until 
he  was  sixteen  years  of  age,  when,  afler  a  rigid 
and  triumphant  examination,  he  was  admitted  to 
Harvard  College.  Not  being  able  to  pay  the  ex- 
penses of  a  residence  at  Cambridge,  however,  he 
soon  after  became  an  assistant  teacher  in  the 
grammar-school  at  Newburyport,  and,  at  the  end 
of  a  year,  its  principal.  He  was  induced  to  resign 
this  office  after  a  short  time,  and  in  the  winter 
which  followed  was  the  preceptor  of  an  academy  at 
Fairhaven.  He  returned  to  Newburyport  in  the 
spring,  on  foot,  and  for  one  year  taught  there  a 
private  school.  During  all  this  time  he  had  been 
a  diligent  student,  intending  to  enter  the  uni- 
versity, in  advance;  but  in  the  spring  of  1831  he 
changed  his  plans,  and  started  on  his  travels  to  the 
west  and  south. 

He  went  first  to  Niagara,  and  then,  through 
Cleveland,  Cincinnati,  Nashville,  and  Paducah, 
much  of  the  way  on  foot,  to  Saint  Louis.  He  left 
that  city  in  Aug^ust,  with  a  company  of  forty  per- 
sons, among  whom  were  two  young  men  besides 
himself  from  Newburyport,  for  Mexico ;  and  after 
much  fatigue  and  privation,  arrived  at  Santa  Fe 
on  the  twenty-eighth  of  November.  Here  he  re- 
mained nearly  a  year,  passing  a  part  of  the  time 
as  a  clerk  in  a  store,  and  the  residue  in  selling 
merchandise  through  the  country.  Near  the  close 
of  September,  1832,  he  left  Taos,  with  a  trapping- 
party  ;  travelled  around  the  sources  of  Red  River 
to  the  head  waters  of  the  Brazos ;  separated  from 
the  company,  with  four  others,  and  came  into  Ar- 
kansas.— travelling  the  last  five  hundred  miles  on 
foot,  and  reaching  Fort  Smith,  in  November, "  with- 
out a  rag  of  clothing,  a  dollar  in  money,  or  know- 
ing a  person  in  the  territory." 

Near  this  place  he  spent  the  winter  in  teaching 
a  few  children,  and  in  the  following  July  he  went 
further  down  the  country,  and  opened  a  school 
under  more  favourable  auspices ;  but  after  a  few 
weeks,  being  attacked  by  a  fever,  was  compelled  to 
abandon  it.  He  had  in  the  mean  time  written  seve- 
ral poems  for  a  newspaper  printed  at  Little  Rock, 
which  pleased  the  editor  .so  much  that  he  sent  for 
him  to  go  there  and  become  his  partner.  The 
proposition  was  gladly  accepted,  and  in  October  he 
crossed  the  Arkansas  and  landed  at  Little  Rock, 
paying  his  last  cent  for  the  ferriage  of  a  poor  old 
soldier,  who  had  known  his  father  in  New  England. 

Here  commenced  a  new  era  in  the  life  of  Pike. 
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From  this  time  his  efibrts  appear  to  have  been 
crowned  with  succeea.  The  <*  Arkansas  Advo- 
cate" was  edited  by  him  until  the  autumn  of  1834, 
when  it  became  his  property.  Soon  after  his  ar- 
rival at  his  new  home  he  began  to  devote  his  leisure 
to  the  study  of  the  law,  and  he  was  now  admitted 
to  the  bar.  He  continued  both  to  write  for  his 
paper  and  to  practise  in  the  courts,  until  the  sum- 
mer of  1836,  when  he  sold  his  printing  establish- 
ment; and  since  then  he  has  successfully  pursued 
his  profession.  He  was  married  at  Little  Rock,  in 
November,  1834. 

About  this  time  he  published  at  Boston  a  volume 
of  prose  sketches  and  poems,  among  which  are  an 
interesting  account  of  his  journeys  over  the  prai- 
ries, and  some  fine  poetry,  written  at  Santa  Fe  and 
among  the  mountains  and  forests  of  Mexico.  In 
the  preface  to  it,  he  says :  «  What  I  have  written 
has  been  a  transcript  of  my  own  feelings — too  much 
so,  perhaps,  for  the  purposes  of  fame.  Writing 
has  always  been  to  me  a  communion  with  my  own 
soul.  These  poems  were  composed  in  desertion 
and  loneliness,  and  sometimes  in  places  of  fear 
and  danger.  My  only  sources  of  thought  and 
imagery  have  been  my  own  mind,  and  Nature, 
who  has  appeared  to  me  generally  in  desolate 
guise  and  utter  dreariness,  and  not  unfrequently 
in  sublimity." 

His  "  Hymns  to  the  Gods,"  published  afterward, 
were  composed  at  an  early  age,  in  Fairhaven,  and 
principally  while  he  was  surrounded  by  pupils, 
in  the  school-room.  They  are  bold,  spirited, 
scholarly  and  imaginative,  and  their  diction  is  ap- 
propriate and  poetical,  though  in  some  instances 
marred  by  imperfect  and  double  rhymes.  Of  his 
minor  pieces,  "Spring"  and  "To  the  Mocking- 
bird," are  the  best  I  have  heard  praise  bestowed 
on  "Ariel,"  a  poem  much  longer  than  these,  pub- 
lished in  1835,  but  as  it  appeared  in  a  periodical 
which  had  but  a  brief  existence,  I  have  not  been 
able  to  obtain  a  copy  of  it  In  "Fantasma,"  in 
which,  I  suppose,  he  intended  to  shadow  forth  his 
own  "eventful  history,"  he  speaks  of  one  who 

•*  Was  younf , 
And  had  not  known  the  bent  of  his  own  mind, 
Until  the  mighty  spell  of  Colbbioge  woke 
Its  bidden  powers," 

and  in  some  of  his  poems  there  is  a  cast  of  thought 
similar  to  that  which  pervades  many  of  the  works 
of  this  poet,  though  nothing  that  amounts  to 
imitation.  His  early  struggles,  and  subsequent 
wanderings  and  observations  furnished  him  with 
the  subjects,  thoughts,  and  imagery  of  many  of  his 
pieces,  and  they  therefore  leave  on  the  mind  an 
impression  of  nature  and  truth.  He  still  writes  oc- 
casionally for  the  literary  magazines,  but  none  of 
his  later  poems  seem  to  be  equal  to  thoae  which  I 
have  quoted  in  this  woik. 
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ALBERT    PIKE. 


HYMNS  TO  THE  GODS. 


>TO   AroL 


?r«l.    I. TO    5KrTl'XB. 

CrOD  of  the  mislity  ilwp !  wherever  now 
The  w.wcH  iHMUMth  thv  brauMi  axlei  bow— 
Wliftlior  thy  Ktronur.  prouil  uteoila,  win«i-win(|r*J 

aiiil  wild, 
TrirnjiU'  tho  sturni-vpxM  watem  round  them  piled. 
Swift  :i«i  the  li.;Ltriiiivr-fli«ii<*i«.  that  reveal 
Th:*  ijuifk  iryralinii-*  "f  i-arli  hrjzt>ii  wheel ; 
W'hili*  nxiiiii  :iiiii  uii'lrr  tht'i',  with  hideous  roar, 
The  l»rnid  Atl.iiilio.  with  tliy  M-uiirLMii;  ntire, 
'riiiiiiili>riii2.  iilie  antique  Th-.tiw  in  hiri  ffpaj*ni«, 
III  h«M\iti<r  i:iniii)t:iins  and  dtvji-yawiiini;  rhai«nit«, 
Flii-tu  iti'rf  I'liilifKxIy ;  while.  thnm;;h  the  i;li)i>in, 
Tlicir  .;liis<iy  siili's  :iiid  tliii'k  inaiiti*  fleckM  with  foam, 
t.^invr  tliv  stetvN.  ni'iizliini;  with  fmntie  triee 
l:\  firn'i*  n'^poii^r  to  the  tuinuitn»il'«  J*ea,— 
Wliitlirr  lliv  nmr-rrs  now  iMnrr  In'Iow, 
Will" re.  ninid  storin-wnM'ks,  hoary  i«eA-p1antff  crow, 
1{rii:i(i-li-i\f<l.  iiml  finiiinv; with  n  re.iiM'Ies!!  motion 
Tlii^  |i.ilt',  mid  ti-ri:uit<i  of  the  a!iy*tmal  iK*ean — 
().  i'i):n>'!  iMir  alt.iM  wiiitin:;  f«>r  thee  »tand, 
Siii'ikiii;;  with  ihren'<c  on  t)ie  level  8trand! 

IVrhap.^  thmi  Irtli'tt  now  thy  hori»e«  roam 
r]iMi  S4itm>  t^uiet  plain;  no  wind-tii^sM  foam 
Is  iiDw  up>>n  their  limh:*,  hut  li-ixun-ly 
Thi'v  tread  with  silviT  fivt  the  fil«v[iini7  wa. 
K.innin?  I  lie  waves  with  sliiwly-Ho.itin;;  niane% 
Like  nii*it  in  sunli:;ht;  haply,  silver  Ntr.iins 
Kroni  elii morons  trum[N'ts  round  thy  eliariot  rin;. 
Anil  crii'u-ri tiled  mm-izimU  unto  the«',  tlwir  kin^, 
('li.iiit.  Iiiud  in  prais4>:  Ai'olli*  now  doth  gaze 
Wjtli  lii\iii4  loiiks  u|Nin  thee,  and  hi«  rays 
Iii^'ht  liji  thy  htei'ds*  wiM  eyes:  a  pleasant  warmth 
N  I'i'll  npiui  the  m-a.  where  fierii-.  ruld  storm 

II.M  jii<it  1 n  ru-hin;.  and  the  noisy  winN, 

'l'ii:it  .Koi.i  s  now  Within  their  prison  luuilii, 
^Myin.^  with  misty  winy*:  iM-rhajw.  U-jiiw 
Tin  Ml  lii'!»t  in  i;n'i'n  ca\es.  where  liri:;hl  l!iin:r«  rI'^w 
^Vitll  inyriail  i-iilours— .iu:iny  a  m'»nster  euinS-r^ 
Tin'  -.ami  a-near  thee,  wliile  old  Tin  tux  >lum*'ers 
Ah  iillv  as  his  wunt,  aii^l  liriLrhl  eyes  )HN<p 
I'lMiii  thi'e  r\ery  way.  uj*  tii-iu  d«>st  i>lerp. 

I'l-rhips  t!»ou  lii'st  on  Hii-m-  In  lian  i*le, 
I'liil'T  a  \\.iviii^  tret",  w'h-'i'  rmnv  a  mile 
S*r.'Ii*'ii's  1  ^iinnv  -'liTi*.  \*iih  -/"Men  *anil« 
H-tjiM  np  in  ininv  f'i:i|w»s  \*y  naia-ls*  h:in<ls, 
A 'id.  Mii^hin-*  a*  tlie  \vavi«-  r  i'n«'  rippliiii?  on, 
?^!i  I'lviii,'  the  «iiiilir;lif  fn»'n  t'n  mi  -.i*  t'lry  run 
A 'I  i  iMirj  nii'in  iSe  '"Mi-h — Iiki'  in  »IttMi  noltl 
'I'l.i  -'.x.^i-t  \\i*h  ii'\n'!Ii""\   iM  in'  r.i'i'  a'lil  nM  — 
\ii  !  -I-  i-riVMipli-  xit.  -I'ld.  A  il'i  -iM  I'l.  ill  'ii-atr  *lii'I!<, 
M  i\«'  l'if,«  «j\\i'  t  ■•»'»1"I\  :  ■»*  in  "'■'■  p  -li-IU 
W'r  li-  «r,  .if  <.n:o':ii"'  iii.*'i*-.  ?'*  fii'ii'*  in  I  !e. 
T!i*  \\l|ili'  t!»rv  d.nii'e  witliiri  *. i-iii"  i|'pi*l  ^ha-le. 
Siiirtli'ir  I'irir  -ilvrr  ihitei  in  »»t  I»ii\  a'l-I  »\vi'«'f. 
In  •>(' i!i^i>  I'liT  ttiMiiiirnl  t'lrii's.  th  it  thi-ir  li-jht  fivt 
M  lY  il.iMi'f  II [I  III  the  liri-.;ht  an<l  ini^tv  fli*w 
III  li'-lii-r  tiini':   nil  wanton  air«  th-it  hli>w 
|{iil  1  ilrlv  oviT  spii'f  tri*<'s.  now  are  lure. 
Wa^iiit;  iheii  win.!s.  all  iMhiur-l  iden.  nt-ir 
The  l»ru'hl  aii<!  !an.:hiiii  *«»a.     <),  will  tlioii  rise. 
And  i-ii.ii*'  wil!i  thi'.'ii  tn  our  new  s.irrifii*e ! 


Briirht-hair*d  AroLLo!— ihoa  «bo  rvn  an 
A  liieMiin;c  to  the  worid— vihoar  nu«bii  b««rt 
Kore\er  |NHira  out  love,  and  UzhU  and  liir 
Thou,  at  whoae  i^lanre  all  thiiir«  of  rmnh  kw  r. 
With  liappiniiM;  to  whom,  in  rariy  vprtax. 
lirisiht  flitwen  nu«e  up  their  hrsia.  wtbervV  r% 
On  the  wterp  ninuntain-«iiir.  ttr  in  tbr  vale        m 
An'  nestleil  mlmly.     Th'vu  at  wlytm  iKr  pa^p 
.And  wi'.iry  i-artli  lnok«  up.  when  winlrr  i^'^^^ 
With  I  Kit  lent  traie:  thou  furwhom  wiiHl-«<tn;i^-'>:  vm 
l*ut  on  fn'^h  le*a\e«,  and  dnnk  di«rp  r4  fair    .rv 
That  i^liitiTH  ill  tin  no  ryr:  thua  in  wbow  rrrtt 
.■\nd  hitttiM  ni\M  the  ea.;le  fiiU  his  r%r 

■  ■ 

With  i|ueni*hlr!w  fire,  aini  far.  far  up  on  hir^ 
^S'reams  out  hlM  joy  In  ther:   by  all  ihr  Ttmr^« 
That  thou  do-^l  lii-ir— whet lirr  thy  r4«!br»   .  u* 
Piiii:nrs,  or  Sul.  or  coideri-hair'J   \mit* 
(*ynthi.iii  or  Pvlhian — if  th->ii  do«l  i  tCt 'w 

Tlie  fleeim;  nijhl.  O.  hrar 
Our  hvmn  to  thiv.  and  •nnlincW  draw 


O.  mi>«'t  hi:;h  piiel!  thoii  who«r  vrrax  nra*:  • 

pours  itself  out  on  mountain  and  d^vr*  li^'- 

ThiMi  who  diwt  touch  them  with  ihT  rvdir'.  ^ 

.\nil  make  them  for  a  p«ii*t'«  theme  hkwC  btk 

Thou  will)  dosi  make  the  |>n  t'«  ^ye  pr*r>  *i 

(■n'at  Unuty  e%'erywhenr — in  t^ir  tlom  ^a^t 

Of  the  utiipiift  wa.  or  in  the  war 

( )f  its  unnumlierM  water* :  no  the  •hcev 

Of  pltM^int  •»tn*am«,  u{»on  the  janrnf  c'miS^ 

Of  sa\ai!e  mount.iiii.  wlu-re  the  Stark  c.  ^«  ^ 

Full  of  >tnin^'  Iiichtninff;  or  uptw 

Of  silimt  niisht.  that  MilemnU  and 

Cotneii  on  llie  earth:  O.  th»ni ! 

Tuiiehes  all  thine««ith  lieauly.  make* 

Douhle  drlii;ht.  linires  with  ihllie 

Harh  thiin;  thou  mtvtesi ;  ihiHi  who 

l.ivimr  in  U'auty — nay.  whn  art.  in 

Heauty  iniNiihi'd — hear,  while  all  tmr  i«i;h 

With  earni*«l  eallinc  err! 
.\nswer  our  hvinn.  and  ri»mr  l**  uk  iDaal  hast' 

n.  thi>u !  wh"»  Hinkf-t  nft  thy  c<*I'^  ^r 
In  -tran'Te  di-jni-'*.  anil  w:rh  a  wondrvna*  %i9 
Swi'i'|M-^r  it-i  striiiif^  iipivi  the  •unny  cS^de, 
Wii'lr  i1  in>'e«  I'l  iher  mmv  i  ^iltacr  ma«L 
!>■  •■Vin J  h'T  h  lir  w ith  w,!d  fl.»w-r«.  <tf  a  wfi^'S 
nf  Thine  own  I  luri'l.  whi'f.  rfel:rir«l  Vnra?*i 
S. I'lji'  aiii'iiTit  ink.  with  •"ii*i's  at  tJlT  c*w«!  Vt.*, 
Ax  th'iiij'i  th'^ii  wi'rt  iif  t*ii«  ofif  wiirfi!  a  m" 
T'.  >:i  lo  ki-st  on  thi'm  in  the  darken  nx  ■  >*- 
W;.i^■  f  mn*  rome  f.»rth.  and.  with  their ilaz^'^r*  "j-J 
F!rt  r'lniid  ani-Mi:;  the  lne«  nith  merrv  Irar. 
I.kr  ih- If  s»inI.  I'ix;   ari.l  fr*»m  fir  ihKkrt*  ^^ 
( '•>';!•■  n;i  thi*  •i.if\r«.  juiniiiff  the  wild  rrr«. 
Aj!  1  iMpTinjT  fiir  thy  p!rAi»unr:  frvNu  ei^H  kw 
A'. !  .i.iK.  a'ld  Ini-rh.  the  wi^ikl-nymph*  oft  pr»-    ■: 
T.I  -■•■  'III'  ri\tlr\.  «h:!r  mrrri  about 
An  I  II  iisv  l.in-^hter  riiiT*  aViul  the  w*««l. 
An.l  tliv  l\ri*  rherr«  the  darkened  ^<litmV 

O.  i*.vnef   while  we  d>f  «^rtd 
Our  flii'r^  aiid  pli*J«anl*|iealins  Ijrea  ••«"">'* 

O.  MM4t  Vi.'h  pMphel  !^hrtu  that 
Ilif|>-hi  Mi-n  kniiwlc\l^:  thAu 


«iiif« 
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Bringest  futurity,  that  it  comes  by 
In  visible  shape,  passing  before  the  eye 
Shrouded  in  visions :  thou  in  whose  high  power 
Are  health  and  sickness:  thou  who  oft  dost  sliower 
Great  plagues  upon  the  nations,  with  hot  breath 
Scorching  away  their  souls,  and  sending  death 
Like  fiery  mist  amid  them;  or  again, 
Like  the  sweet  breeze  that  comes  with  summer  rain, 
Touching  the  soul  with  joy,  thou  sendest  out 
Bright  health  among  the  people,  who  about 
With  dewy  feet  and  fanning  wings  doth  step. 
And  touch  each  poor,  pale  cheek  with  startling  lip, 
Filling  it  with  rich  blood,  that  leaps  anew 
Out  from  the  shrivelKd  heart,  and  courses  through 
The  long-forsaken  veins ! — O.  thou,  whose  nanfe 
Is  sung  by  all,  let  us,  too,  dare  to  claim 

Thy  holy  presence  here ! 
Hear  us,  bright  god,  and  come  in  beauty  near! 

O,  thou,  the  lover  of  the  springing  bow ! 
Who  ever  in  the  gloomy  woods  dost  throw 
Thine  arrows  to  the  mark,  like  the  keen  flight 
Of  those  thine  arrows  that  with  midday  light 
Thou  proudly  pointest;  thou  from  whom  grim  bears 
And  lordly  lions  flee,  with  strange,  wild  fears. 
And  hide  among  tlie  mountains:  thou  whose  cry 
Sounds  often  in  the  woods,  where  whirl  and  fly 
The  time-worn  leaves — when,  with  a  merry  train, 
Bacchfs  is  on  the  hills,  and  on  the  plain 
The  full-arm'd  Ceres — when  upon  the  sea 
The  brine-gods  sound  their  horns,  and  merrily 
The  whole  earth  rings  with  pleasure :  then  thy  voice 
Stills  into  silence  every  stirring  noise, 
W^ith  utmoiit  sweetness  pealing  on  the  hills, 
And  in  the  echo  of  the  dancing  rills, 
And  o'er  the  sea,  and  on  the  busy  plain. 
And  on  the  air,  until  all  voices  wane 

Before  its  influence — 
O,  come,  great  god,  be  ever  our  defence ! 

By  that  most  gloomy  day,  when  with  a  cry 
Young  Htacifsth  fell  down,  and  his  dark  eye 
Was  fill'd  with  dimming  blood — when  on  a  bed 
Of  his  own  flowers  he  laid  his  wounded  head, 
Breathing  deep  sighs;  by  those  heart-cherish'd  eyes 
Of  long-loved  Htacinth — by  all  the  sighs 
That  thou,  O,  young  Apollo,  then  didst  pour 
On  every  gloomy  hill  and  desolate  shore. 
Weeping  at  thy  great  soul,  and  making  dull 
Thy  ever-quenchless  eye,  till  men  were  full 
Of  strange  forebodings  for  thy  lustre  dimmM, 
And  many  a  chant  in  many  a  fane  was  hymn'd 
Unto  the  pale-eyed  sun ;  the  satyrs  stay'd 
Long  time  in  the  dull  woods,  then  on  the  glade 
They  came  and  look'd  for  thee ;  and  all  in  vain 
Poor  Dixy  Koui^ht  thy  love,  and  did  complain 
For  want  of  light  and  life ; — by  all  thy  grief, 
O,  bright  Apollo!  hear,  and  give  relief 

To  us  who  cry  to  thee — 
O,  come,  and  let  us  now  thy  glory  see ! 


no.    III. TO    TEXTS. 


O,  thou,  most  lovely  and  most  beautiful  ? 
Whether  thy  doves  now  lovingly  do  lull 


Thy  bright  eyes  to  soft  slumbering  upon 
Some  dreamy  south  wind :  whether  thou  hast  gone 
Upon  the  heaven  now,  or  if  thou  art 
Within  some  floating  cloud,  and  on  its  heart 
Pourest  rich-tinted  joy ;  whether  thy  wheels 
Are  touching  on  the  sun-forsaken  fields, 
And  brushing  oS  the  dew  from  bending  grass, 
Leaving  the  poor  green  blades  to  look,  alas ! 
With  dim  eyes  at  the  moon — (ah!  so  dost  thou 
Full  oflquenv'h  brightness !) — V  Kxrs,  whether  now 
Thou  passest  o*er  the  sea,  while  each  light  wing 
Of  thy  fair  doves  is  wet,  while  sea-maids  brini; 
Sweet  odours  for  thee^(ah!  how  foolish  they! 

They  have  not  felt  thy  smart !) — 
They  know  not,  while  in  ocean-caves  they  play. 

How  strong  thou  art 

Where'er  thou  art,  O,  Vex  us !  hear  our  song — 
Kind  goddess,  hear !  for  unto  thee  belong 
All  pleasant  offerings:  bright  doves  coo  to  thee, 
The  while  they  twine  their  necks  with  quiet  glee 
Among  the  morning  leaves;  thine  are  all  sounds 
Of  pleasure  on  the  earth ;  and  where  abounds 
Most  happiness^  for  thee  we  ever  look  ; 
Among  the  leaves,  in  dimly-lighted  nook, 
Most  often  hidest  thou,  where  winds  may  wave 
Thy  sunny  curls,  and  cool  airs  fondly  lave 
Thy  beaming  brow,  and  ruffle  the  white  wings 
Of  thy  tired  doves;  and  where  his  love-song  sinirs. 
With  lightsome  eyes,  some  little,  strange,  swcrt  bird, 
With  notes  that  never  but  by  thee  are  heard — 
O,  in  such  scene,  most  bright,  thou  liest  now 

And,  with  half-open  eye, 
Drinkest  in  beauty — O,  most  fair,  that  thou 

Wouldst  hear  our  cry ! 

O,  thou,  through  whom  all  things  upon  the  earth 
Grow  brighter:  thou  for  whom  even  laughing  mirth 
Lengthens  his  note;  thou  whom  the  joyous  bird 
Singeth  continuously;  whose  name  is  heard 
In  every  pleasant  sound :  at  whose  warm  glance 
All  things  look  brighter:  for  whom  wine  doth  dance 
More  merrily  within  the  brimming  vase. 
To  meet  thy  lip:  thou,  at  whose  quiet  pace 
Joy  leaps  on  faster,  with  a  louder  laugh, 
And  Sorrow  tosses  to  the  sea  his  staff. 
And  pushes  back  the  hair  from  his  dim  eyes. 
To  look  again  upon  forgotten  skies ; 
While  Avarice  forgets  to  count  his  gold. 
Yea,  unto  thee  his  withered  hand  doth  hold, 
Fiird  with  that  heart-blood :  thou,  to  whose  high 

All  things  are  made  to  bow,  [might 

Come  thou  to  us,  and  turn  thy  looks  of  light 

Upon  us  now ! 

O,  hear,  great  goddess !  thou  whom  all  obey ; 
At  whose  desire  rough  satyrs  leave  their  play, 
And  gather  wild-flowers,  decking  the  bright  hair 
Of  her  they  love,  and  oft  blackberries  bear 
To  shame  them  at  her  eyes :  O,  thou  !  to  whom 
They  leap  in  awkward  mood,  within  the  gloom 
Of  darkening  oak  trees,  or  at  lightsome  noon 
Sing  unto  thee,  upon  their  pipes,  a  tune      [power 
Of  wondrous  languishment :    thou  ,\^hose   great 
Brings  up  the  sea-maids  from  each  ocean-bower. 
With  many  an  idle  song,  to  sing  to  thee, 
And  bright  locks  flowing  half  above  the  sea 
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Ai)il  f^lcaming  tiyet,  as  if  in  distant  cstm 
They  itpicd  their  lovers — («o  among  the  waves 
Sriull  buhhirii  flit,  mocking  tlic  kiiully  tun. 

With  little,  laughing  brightneM) — 
O,  come,  and  ere  our  fvntival  be  clone, 

Our  now  loves  blesn ! 

O,  thnu  who  onre  diditt  wrrp,  and  with  sail  tears 
Di'ilfw  the  pityin:;  wood.n! — by  tho^e  great  fears 
Tint  h:iiintod  th(*e  when  thv  lH-li>ved  l»v  ' 

m  m 

Witli  ii:irk  eyeM  drowuM  in  doiith — by  that  dull  day 
AVhen  ]MN>r  Adoma  fell,  with  in:iny  u  moan, 
Ainiiiii;  the  leaves,  and  Kidly  and  alone 
IWiMthcd  out  \\w  spirit — O,  di)  thou  look  on 
All  in:iii!iMH  who.  for  tix)  threat  hive,  crow  wan. 
And  piry  them:  come  to  uit  when  night  brin:^ 
]T<T  lirst  fiiiit  rttam,  and  let  \i^  hi>ar  the  win;*:* 

<  If  thv  ino<t  inMutt^Uii  and  bright-4'ved  doven 
^^■Irriii';  t!n'  bn'UthleMH  air;  Ift  sill  thy  lovesi 
He  flying  round  thy  car,  with  pleasant  Hontpi 
^^|\in•4  upon  their  lipit:  come!  each  maid  long«< 
Kor  t!iy  fair  presenn* — i;t>ddi'-*f*  of  rich  lo%eI 

(7oini?  oil  the  otlorouii  air; 
Aiid,  as  thy  Ii;;ht  whei'i.s  roll,  from  us  remove 
All  lovesick  can*! 

Ijm.  we  ha\'e  many  kinil*  <if  incensie  here 

To  oifrr  thee,  and  sunnv  wine  and  clear. 

Tit  for  yountj  B-ircHr* :  flowiT*  we  have  here  too, 

Th:it  we  have  catherM  when  the  iiiornirig  dew 

^V:l'«  n»t»ij«t  ui»«"»n  them ;  niyrtJe-wnMlh-*  we  In-ar, 

'I'o  ]i|:ire  \^\v^n  thy  bright,  luTurirmt  hair. 

And  shade  thy  temj»les  too;  'tis  now  the  time 

<  >t'  all  fair  l)eauty  :  thou  who  loves!  the  clime 
<>'"  ■•ur  deir  C.'yprusi,  where  nwwt  flowers  blow 
\\"\\\\  honey  in  their  cu|w.  and  with  a  nKiw 
l.iUe  thine  own  cheek,  raising  their  niiMli'j.t  heaiU 
T.)  !>!»  refn'sli'd  with  the  tran^pan-nt  K-ads 

t>f  silver  dew:  behold,  thiit  April  ni-rht. 
Oiir  alt  in*  bum  for  thiv;  lo.  on  the  lii;ht 
We  ponr  out  inctMiM*  fn>m  each  jjolden  vaw; 

O.  (rodd**K!<.  hear  our  word*! 
Aiiil  higher  turn,  with  thine  own  matchless  fnnce. 

Thy  white-wini!*d  birdii. 

wo.  IV. — TO  HI  IX  I. 

Mi»".t  trra«*»»fHl  ijnddi'ss! — whi'ther  now  thou  art 
M-iM'.in^  the  dun  divr  in  the  oilriit  ht-.irt 
('t'  *iiMue  iijil.  i^iiii't  woimI,  ur  on  tlie  »iile 
(>f  si»ine  hi'jh  mountain,  auil.  iiio*t  immit-cvinI, 
ni-liiri.;  upon  the  cha-ii'.  with  In-iided  l»«»w 
\rid  :irri«w  at  the  Ktriir.;.  iinil  with  a  ^low 
<'i' \\i»n'lr«»us  Itranty  <hi  fliy  ch»'i'k.  ainl  fi-rl 
l.'Ai'  tliiin'  own  ••ilver  monn — yei.  :iiiil  .i«t  flrct 
A**  her  lH'«st  Ihmui'I — :ini!  ijiiImt  at  l!ie  *i:ii*k, 
i{  »"!i:i'»  to  all  thy  !*l«'ppin.:'« ;   if  *<»:m"  tr;iiv\ 
I'l  ili-?:int  The«is-ily  thou  fidl-iWf-t  up. 
iir!j-!iin^  the  ilews  from  m;uiy  a  rto.\rr-ci:p 
Au<l  ipiii-t  li-if.  nml  liMi'iii'ij  to  lh*>  biy 
Of  l!iv  <.;o>»l  hiiuuiU,  x\hile  in  the  dii'[i  i\iif«.K  the  v. 
^•4tir)j-Iiinli*d  and  Mwift,  b'.ipon  with  r.v^vx  UinniN. 
VtiI  wit'i  I'.ioir  lo!i;».  de»'p  note  e"i«-h  lull  n-'ituiiids 
M  il»ii: :  t!n'e  inn-iir  : — :J'hMi»*«i.  hear  onr  cr\. 
All  1  !•  I  11^  Will -hip  th«>i*.  ufiile  f.ir  and  hi'^'h 
(J  'I-!  up  thv  broThiT — wliiic  hi-  licht  i-  full 
rp^-i  *h«'  e.irth:  f»r.  whi'n  the  nii;ht-\\  ind«  lull 


it 

lit  '\M 


The  world  to  slerp,  Ihrn  to  th«  tifteWai  tk* 
DiA5  must  go,  with  silver  robes  of  4e«, 
And  sunwsnl  eye. 

Perha|M  thou  lirst  on  some  shodv  s|«aC 

Among  the  trees,  while  frifhtrn'd  broste  hsor  »« 

The  dii'p  bay  of  thy  bounds;  but,  drof>|Anf  j.va 

V\n\\\  cm'ii  craw,  ami  !ravr«  all  trw  aod  brw*^ 

Thi>u  pdlowcftt  thy  drliralr  brad  apoa 

Some  Hnrii-nt  rwi>*\  nniU  wbrrr  woml-«i 

Wildly  a!H»ul  tlii-r.  and  thy  £iir  nvBfib* 

Thy  d<*»th-\%  iiiK'd  arrow*,  ur  thv  hair 

With  livdian  iMloun,  and  thv  sUui 

La/ily  on  ihr  farth,  and  walrh  thii 

.■\nd  walch  thine  arrow n.  whilr  thoa  basi  a  »:< 

IVrchauct'.  in  lUHiie  deefi-liuMNu'd,  s 

Thou  batbi'ii  now.  wliecv  rvm  thv  Wrnchrr  ^u 

(*annot  lt»i>k  on  thetf— «h<*re  dark  sbadcv  ab:  isa 

Full  on  the  w.iU>r.  m.ikine  it  moa  mol, 

Like  MindH  from  ihr  bniad  tea,  *ir  likr  wwar  t^^aL 

In  iliM'p.  dark  cavrni:  h^nffinz  bnnrb*-*  dip 

Th«'ir  liN-ks  into  the  oirfam.  *ir  «bi«|y  dnp 

With  tear'^Iro|M  nf  rirh  ik*w  :   tifftir»  iu»  r«^« 

Uut  tho44<  of  fliitinz  winil-emU.  rw4i  nynpb  \*m 

Into  the  de«'p.  cool,  rnnniriff  ■trram.  aad  tbr^ 
Th>>u  pillowfht  thyself  u(H>n  it*  bfrasC, 

O  queen,  nio^t  fair! 

1)y  all  thine  houn*  of  pieasurc^wbea  thoa  ral 
I'lMin  tall  hatniirii.  movi Ii-bm,  »titl,  and 
In  lioundlritjt  pbMHure,  e%t'r  gaunf 
Thy  brii;ht-«>yrd  youth,  wbt'lhtrr  the 
Wail  li'^hlin:;  the  dt-ep  wra,  or  al 
Curei-ring  throuirh  the  6ky — by  ri 
And  viiire  of  joy  that  thriil'd  aUkiI  t^  Claris 
Of  thy  de«>p  heart,  when  thou  djd«t  hror  bts  «  v 
In  th.it  t*i>«il.  Hha«iy  Rrot.  whrrr  ihou  hadit  ir 
.Vml  pliici'il  Kmitmiii\;  wlirri*fairhaiklsbftiu.<ic 
,  All  iN'.intv  to  ^hine  forth;  wlirrr  thv  iau  m^*» 
,  II.iil  brouiiht  up  ••hi'lU  for  thiv.  and  froa  tb*  £A*a 
All  sunn}  floMi'p*.  with  prrrioas  slon 
( )f  utntiM  lH-au(> .  {It- arly  di^ilrms 
Of  many  m's-i^tiU;  bird*  were  tbrre. 
KviT  mo^t  Hwn'lly  :  li«mz  viatrrs 
Tih'ir  chanisrri  to  ail  tiiiif.  In  sixitbe  tbr 
Of  thy  K Ml T Minx:  pb-a««nt  b 
With  Imht  fiTt  thmuk'h  llir  ra^e.  that 
IIi<i  i\\'\\\  lip!<: — O.  by  th»M^  hi»ursof 

Th.it  ihiiu  dhUt  then  eiij<<y.  eomr  la 
AinI  Ivaiitiful  Ditvi — Like  us 
rndiT  ihv  care ! 


^o.  IT.— TO  vciarrBT. 

().  wiuTi'd  mr«4en:rer!  if  thy  hcht  left 

Are  in  thi-  -t.ir-paitil  h<iIU  where  ha<b 

WjiiTi-  the  rich  nrrlar  thou  dort  take 

At  iili\-;i!i  ao.inl  |i-i<>ure.  whiir  thy  bp 

I'ltiT^  rii-h  r'iiNpiriiee,  until  thy  tiur. 

Ji  \o  hiT^rlf,  diith  her  long  hale 

And  h:inj«  u{hin  llune  arretits:  Vtvrs  shcW. 

An!  .llrlt^  her  bMk»  at  thre  with  wmaoif  m-i^. 

A  ltd  i\w  MiM.H\  %\  rup  stands  idly  bv 

Till  u!iii>-  ihon  i>{«*d(i^L.    Wbrtbrr  op  en  k«<^ 

Th>  u  Miiiis'itt  Ihv  wav— or  dost  h«l 

Th>  pinion*  like  the  eagle,  vbilt  • 
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Of  air  takes  place  about  thee— if  thy  wings 

Are  over  the  broad  sea,  where  Afric  flings 

His  hot  breath  on  the  waters ;  by  the  shore 

Of  Araby  the  blest,  or  in  the  roar 

Of  crashing  northern  ice — O,  turn,  and  urge 

Thy  winged  course  to  us !  Leave  the  rough  surge, 

Or  icy  mountain-height,  or  city  proud. 

Or  haughty  temple,  or  dim  wood  down  bow'd 

With  weakenM  age, 
And  come  to  us,  thou  young  and  miglity  sage ! 

Thou  who  invisibly  dost  ever  stand 
Nea.  each  high  orator;  and,  hand  in  hand 
With  the  gold-robed  Apollo,  touch  the  tongue 
Of  every  poet ;  on  whom  men  have  hung 
With  strange  enchantment,  when  in  dark  disguise 
Thou  hast  descended  from  cloud-curtain'd  skies, 
And  lifted  up  thy  voice,  to  teach  bold  men 
Thy  world-arousing  art :  O,  thou  !  that,  when 
The  ocean  was  untrack'd,  didst  teach  them  send 
Great  ships  upon  it:  thou  who  dost  extend 
In  storm  a  calm  protection  to  the  hopes 
Of  the  fair  merchant :  thou  who  on  the  slopes 
Of  Mount  Cyllene  first  madest  sound  the  lyre 
And  many-toned  harp  with  childish  fire. 
And  thine  own  beauty  sounding  in  the  caves 
A  strange,  new  tune,  unlike  the  ruder  staves 
That  Paw  had   utter'd — while  each  wondering 

nymph 
Came  out  from  tree  and  mountain,  and  pure  lymph 
Of  mountain-stream,  to  drink  each  rolling  note 
That  o'er  the  listening  woods  did  run  and  float 

W^ith  fine,  clear  tone, 
Like  silver  trumpets  o'er  still  waters  blown : 

O,  matchless  artist !  thou  of  wondrous  skill, 
Who  didst  in  ages  past  the  wide  eaith  fill 
With  every  usefulness :  thou  who  dost  teach 
Quick-witted  thieves  the  miser's  gold  to  reach, 
And  rob  him  of  his  sleep  for  many  a  night. 
Getting  thee  curses :  O,  mischievous  sprite ! 
Thou  Rogue-god  Merc  en  t  !  ever  glad  to  cheat 
AH  gods  and  men ;  with  mute  and  noiseless  feet 
Going  in  search  of  mischief;  now  to  steal 
The  fiery  spear  of  Mars,  now  clog  the  wheel 
Of  bright  Apollo's  car,  that  it  may  crawl 
Most  slowly  upward :  thou  whom  wrestlers  call, 
Whether  they  strive  upon  the  level  green 
At  dewy  nightfall,  under  the  dim  screen 
Of  ancient  oak,  or  at  the  sacred  games 
In  fierce  contest :  thou  whom  each  then  names 
In  half-thought  prayer,  when  the  quick  breath  is 

drawn 
For  the  last  struggle :  thou  whom  on  the  lawn 
The  victor  praises,  making  unto  thee 
OflTcring  for  his  proud  honours — let  us  be 

Under  thy  care ; 
O,  winged  messenger,  hear,  hear  our  prayer ! 


7fO.  VI. TO    BACCHUS. 

Wliere  art  thou,  BaccbusI  On  the  vine-spread  hills 
Of  some  rich  country,  where  the  red  wine  fills 
The  clustered  grapes — staining  thy  lips  all  red 
With  generous  liquor — pouring  on  thy  head 
The  odorous  wine,  and  ever  holding  up 
Unto  the  smiling  sun  thy  brimming  cup, 


And  filling  it  with  light  1  Or  doth  thy  car, 
Under  the  blaze  of  the  far  northern  star. 
Roll  over  Thracia's  hills,  while  all  around 
Are  shouting  Bacchanals,  and.  every  sound 
Of  merry  revelry,  while  distant  men 
8tart  at  thy  noisings  ?  Or  in  shady  glen 
Reclinest  thou,  beneath  green  ivy  leaves. 
And  idlest  ofif  the  day,  while  each  Faun  weaves 
Green  garlands  for  thee,  sipping  the  rich  bowl 
That  thou  hast  given  him — while  the  loud  roll 
Of  thy  all-conquering  wheels  is  heard  no  more, 
And  thy  strong  tigers  have  lain  down  before 

Thy  grape-stain'd  feetl 

O,  Bacchus  !  come  and  meet 
Thy  worshippers,  the  while,  with  merry  lore 

Of  ancient  song,  thy  godhead  they  do  greet ! 

O,  thou  who  lovest  pleasure !  at  whose  heart 
Rich  wine  is  always  felt ;  who  hast  a  part 
In  all  air-swelling  mirth ;  who  in  the  dance 
Of  merry  maidens  join'st,  where  the  glance 
Of  bright  black  eyes,  or  white  and  twinkling  feet 
Of  joyous  fair  ones,  doth  thy  quick  eyes  greet 
Upon  some  summer-green :  Maker  of  joy 
To  all  care-troubled  men !  who  dost  destroy 
The  piercing  pangs  of  grief;  for  whom  the  maids 
Weave  ivy  garlands,  and  in  pleasant  glades 
Hang  up  thy  image,  and  with  beaming  looks 
Go  dancing  round ,  while  shepherds  with  their  crooks 
Join  the  glad  company,  and  pass  about. 
With  merry  laugh  and  many  a  gleesome  shout. 
Staining  with  rich,  dark  grapes  each  little  cheek 
They  most  do  love ;  and  then,  with  sudden  freak, 
Taking  the  willing  hand,  and  dancing  on 
About  the  green  mound :  O,  thou  merry  son 

Of  lofty  JovE ! 

Where  thou  dost  rove 
Among  the  grape-vines,  come,  ere  day  is  done. 

And  let  us  too  thy  sunny  influence  prove ! 

Where  art  thou,  conqueror  1  before  whom  fell 
The  jeweird  kings  of  Ind,  when  the  strong  swell 
Of  thy  great  multitudes  came  on  them,  and 
Thou  hadst  thy  thyrsus  in  thy  red,  right  hand. 
Shaking  it  over  them,  till  every  soul 
Grew  faint  as  with  wild  lightning  ;  when  the  roll 
Of  thy  great  chariot-wheels  was  on  the  neck 
Of  many  a  conqueror ,  when  thou  didst  check 
Thy  tigers  and  thy  lynxes  at  the  shore 
Of  the  broad  ocean,  and  didst  still  the  roar. 
Pouring  a  sparkling  and  most  pleasant  wine 
Into  its  waters ;  when  the  dashing  brine 
Toss'd  up  new  odours,  and  a  pleamnt  scent 
Upon  its  breath,  and  many  who  were  spent 
With  weary  sickness,  breathed  of  life  anew. 
When  wine-inspired  breezes  on  them  blew; — 
Bacchus  !  who  bringest  all  men  to  thy  feet ! 
Wine-god !  with  brow  of  light,  and  smiles  most 

Make  this  our  earth  [sweet  1 

A  sharer  in  thy  mirth — 
Let  us  rejoice  thy  wine^ew*d  hair  to  greet. 

And  chant  to  thee,  who  gavest  young  Joy  his 
birth. 

Come  to  our  ceremony !  lo,  we  rear 
An  altar  of  bright  turf  unto  thee  here 
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And  crown  it  with  the  vine  mnd  plcaiant  leaf 

Of  clitii^iiis  ivy :  Come,  and  drive  sad  Grief 

Fur  fniin  un !  lo,  we  |>uur  thy  turf  u|k>ii 

Pull  f'UiM  of  wine,  bidding  thr  wcntrring  nun 

Fill  thi*  kinnI  air  with  iMlour;  mh*,  a  niit«t 

!)« risiiiiT  fniia  the  sun-lourhM  wine ! — ^nh!  hiKt!— 

AIsih!  'twurt  not  hirt  crv!) — with  all  thv  train 

(M'  hiiiirhiiii;  Sutyrri,  |K>iirinkC  nut  a  wtrain 

Of  ulMioKt  HiirillnoKii  on  tin*  noiKV  pipe^ 

<  >.  roHir  ! — with  eye  and  lip  of  U'Huty,  ripe 

And  wondrous  r:irc — O  !  Ift  un  hrar  thy  wheel* 

(^||nin:<;  uimn  the  hilU,  whiU*  t\vili;;ht  MteaU 

I'p'Mi  us  ({uiftly — while  the  dark  ni^ht 

Is  IiIihIitM  fri>in  hrr  roumr  by  the  fierce  Light 

Of  tliy  wild  tiarnt'  oytii; — ()  !  let  ui  lee 

Till'  ri'Vflry  of  thy  wild  company, 

With  all  thy  tr.iin  ; 

And.  t'fc  ni:;ht  comofi  a:;nin, 
Wr'li  paM  o'i'r  many  a  hill  nnd  vnlc  with  thcc, 

Kairtin;;  to  thee  a  loud  ly -joy  nui  ktrain. 


[  T'lion  the  bleeding  fihrei  of  the 
Pale  DiwppointmrnI  lose  brr  ccmmUbI 


JSO.  VII. TO  IMIMXt-«. 

O.  thou,  the  leuilen-«\veil !  with  drooping  lid 
Hiin:;ini;  u|N)n  thy  Mi:;ht,  and  eye  hnlt-hid 
liv  nntted  hair:  that,  with  a  constant  train 
<  )f  etn|ity  dreanii*.  all  nhadowleiw  and  vain 
A<«  the  dim  wind,  di>st  Klt*ep  in  thy  dark  cave 
NV  ith  piip)iie!(  at  the  mouth.which  nii^ht-windii wave, 
Ki'M.!iii'4  their  lireathincn  downwanl— <m  thy  Uxl, 
Thine  only  tlin>ne,  with  darknesK  ovenipn\ul, 
And  eurtninrt  black  an  an*  the  eycii  of  ni^ht: 
Thou,  who  doNt  come  at  time  of  wanim;  liirht 
Anil  ^!l^•p  amoHK  the  Wi>oiU.  where  ni^ht  doth  hide 
And  tn-mble  at  the  nun.  and  nh.idown  elide 
Amoni;  the  wavint?  trtMMoiM;  if  now  there 
Tlinii  >|f«i>|>«'Mt  in  A  current  of  ci»ol  air. 
Within  Kome  n«)ok,  nmiil  thiek  flimeni  and  motrn, 
(■ray-<*olimrM  as  thine  eyet*.  while  thy  dreama  tihui 

Their  fanla4ii*i«  alNiiit  the  Hileiit  earth. 

In  waywanliieiw  of  mirth — 
O.  coiiii'!  and  hear  the  hymn  that  wr  an' chanting 
A  mill  theKtar-li^ht  throut;h  the  thick  leaven  slant inj;. 

Thmi  li»%i'r  of  the  hank*  t»f  iille  «tn'ani« 
0'iT?«!i4ditl  by  !»road  oakn.  witli  ru-attiTM  irle^m* 
Fr.):?i  the  few  Ktan«  ii|»oii  thi-m :  i^f  t!ie  «hore 
Of  the  broad  sea.  with  •sili-nre  hi«viTin:j  oVr; 
T'le  iireat  nii^on  han-iin-j  nut  Iter  !.nn|w  to  gild 
'I'lii'  iiiiirniurini;  wavr«.  wit!»  \\\w^  all  j'ure  an"!  niiM, 
Wlii-re  thi»ii  diwt  Ijf  ui<iin  the  -••uniiiii;;  Mn«1«. 
Wliili-  \«  irid*  come  il.iiiriti:;  mi  fro:n  *i'i!thern  !:imiN 
With  ilriMiiH  ujM-ni  t^rir  bii'k««.  ;m"l  iniMi-n  w.i%rs 
Oi*  i«.!i»iir«j  in  tlii'ir  haii !- :   thiui.  in  tlie  \'w\\^ 
<*!"  t!ii-  ?«t.ir-!iz!iliil  eliMii!-..  i>;i  -i:'!iMii-r  i%i*ii 
W-  i-!:iii:n;  l.izily.  \*hi!i'  Sili-ii.-i-  li-i\i*^ 
Ifi-r  I'l'bii'Ui'e  a!vMi!  tlnv  :   in  \\\v  mm 
Til  It  !;■  *t.  liiM'inj  the  iM«»n  »l."iy 
Hi'  \\.i\i-^  fir-ojT  aNi*e  thi-i*.  like  the  wi?i2« 
t*!*  I  i-'.-i^  ilriMni*.  whili*  the  ^ri  \\  ■  -imti  -win^ 
li  >.  .■;:I'n   il»,»\e  thy  jiaMil-iUpi^orleil  head — 
\-    'i  «'!.M  ujvin  bi*  U'd 
J*''  ■  :i'  .:.  \\\\    »i»!i  an  i-Me'ie«»<  of  I'v^v  »n 
J^'  »  "x*!  ij»  i!ii'  ^tlll  ,i:id  *lei'|»H'nth»-.tl!*d  i>*ein.^ 

I  !:  »■,!  \\\  »  i!.i-i  li!i*!««  ilii»  \»i-arv  with  ihv  I  »ji:h, 
A.iii  lii  i.i.«-«t  Acnv  ri-U\  his  t'Iut«-h 
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.\nd  Sorrow  dry  her  trarn.  and  oraae  to 
Her  lift-  an  ay,  ami  sain  nrw  rbrrf  in 
Thi>u  v«ho  diM*t  bb*<«ii  the  Urds.  in  r«r 
Where  they  have  Mung  their  koo^  « iib 

};raee 
T)irou;;houl  the  day,  and  now.  « ith  dr> 
Amid  the  Ii-um-«  nvt-iie  thy  wcIctiiBjair*^ 
Clime  with  thy  criindi>f  drranM.O.  Uion!  to 
All  III  Mm'  is  nio-t  abhiirr'd.  and  in  tiua 
liene.illi  the  ^llal|l•il  bn2hln«-««  of  thr  a^j. 
Where  are  no  s«)uiids  but  an  the  trintla  (o  W.— 
Hi- re  touch  our  even.  ;;real  S«i^  x  i  %\  with  l**-!  ■  i-u; 
Ah!  hrre  thou  art.  with  toiirh  ni<»«t  nuUi  and  ^' 

And  we  for^Tft  our  li\  mn.  aiMl  unk  awav. 

And  hi-re.  until  broad  d.iv 
Clime  up  into  the  «ky.  w.th  firr-fltrrda 
Wdl  we  rechne,  bciieaih  the  vine-Irai 


wo.  Till. — T«  rinf  %, 
fiinldew  of  bounty!  at  «ih<Mi*  *j'nnr-!*n 
When  fill  I  hi'  dewy  r.irth  thy  f'l  r»t  tirw«  fkT 
Pirrres  the  ground  each  }koun;;  afii!  IrnJer  ^^y. 
A  III  I  uiindtTs  at  the  nun;  f.u-h  di.ll.  rrav  r  ^' 
I*  •tliiiiim;  with  new  ura** ;   I'r.'ri  f-arh  rhii!  t  e. 
When-  fhi'v  had  lain  e!ir!;.i:f;*i*  a'ul  du?'  i-^  ft^, 
Thf  binU  ronie  fnrth.  and  -in;  fir  i^v  t>  !.*;•• 
Anion;:  the  •»j)rin?in2  le.iir*;  »»•!.  fi^  u»J  fr»». 
The  ri%rrs  tiis*  their  chain*  i:p  !n  th*  •nn. 
And  throu'jh  their  israi^y  f>«ink«  IraptncW  rrx 
When  thou  hast  tmieh'd  thi-ni:  thiiu  who  r««T  st 
I'he  («oili1e<w  of  all  U-auty  :   th  lu  whQ« 
14  evrr  in  the  »unny  int*ail«  and  firU*; 
To  whtim  the  lauchin;:  eanh  I<«i«k«  up 
ffer  wa\in:;  tn^a^uu-* :  ihnu  ihjt  in  thv  ear. 
With  win-^i-d  drizon«.  when  ih*»  n 
Nhrd^  hi4  cold  li::ht  tiiurhr«t  the  miirninc 
riilil  they  spn-ail  their  bl<HMi>ni»  to  the 

O.  |Miur  thy  lii;!il 

Of  truth  and  }••%  UT»*n  nnr  mviU  this 
Aiiil  z^\n\  to  ii«  all  plffity  and  K«*ail  wmtm^ 

O.  tbiiii.  the  cmMiMi  iif  i!ir  runtime  roen! 
TliiiU  to  «h-hi>iii  riM|4T%  "III;;,  and  on  the  law 
Pile  up  tliiir  b-kokeli*  with  the  fuH-rv'd 
N\  hill'  inai.leni  ennie.  with  little  danriai 
A I  111  b.Mi.;  tlii-e  |Nij.}iir!k.  wcavinc  ih^r  a 
<  If  >iiiipli  If.iiitv,  Ih-iidiiii;  ihrir  henda 
Til  ,;.irl.iiiil  ihy  full  b.i«krt« :  al  trbt«v 
Arihin.:  \\w  «!ii  .iM-4  of  wlieal.  i!<4h  BACrar* 
With  !-ri.:iil  .iTiii  •pa:kiin^r^e<*.ajid  (prtaad  ■ 
All  wiiii-ot.iui  li  fiiiiii  ilie  warm  and 
I'i-r!i.i|>«  iiiii-  .ir:ii  .iU>i:!  tliy  neck  he  Iwiac^ 
W!,-,|f  ill  l,i«  \-\:  \e  n>!r  aiu-'ng  the 
Villi  With  i!.i-  •■lliiT  hand  he  calhrt*  op 
'J'l:i  n -h.  fii!!  iirip-*!.  and  hi*!d«  the 
1  iit.i  \\,\  !i^>« — .iii.I  tSrii  he  thnvwa  il  I<t. 
Aiiil  r:i>wii«  thee  with  bnfiht  Iraifw  to 
S.I  It  ni.iv  Ka/e  with  rii-hrr  Ktve  and  light 
\'\*'\\  hi*  U  Jinmc  bruw  :   If  thv  awift 

lii'  i>n  ».>:iie  hill 

Of  \iiii-huii|(  Thrace     O,  ooac 
-:.  1. 
\ii.t  iT.y*  t  With  beafiing  arm* our  ^addio'd  w0l* 
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IjO  !  the  small  stars,  above  the  silver  wave, 
Come  wandering  up  the  sky,  and  kindly  lava 
The  thin  clouds  with  their  light,  like  floating  sparks 
Of  diamonds  in  the  air ;  or  spirit  barks. 
With  unseen  riders,  wheeling  in  the  sky. 
Lo !  a  soft  mist  of  light  is  rising  high. 
Like  silver  shining  through  ^  tint  of  red. 
And  soon  the  queened  moon  her  love  will  shed, 
Like  pearl-mist,  on  the  earth  and  on  the  sea. 
Where  thou  shall  cross  to  view  our  mystery. 
Lo !  we  have  torches  here  for  thee,  and  urns, 
Where  incense  with  a  floating  odour  burns, 
And  altars  piled  with  various  fruits  and  flowers, 
And  ears  of  com,  gather*d  at  early  hours. 
And  odours  fresh  from  India,  with  a  heap 
Of  many-colour'd  poppies: — Lo!  we  keep 
Our  silent  watch  for  thee,  sitting  before 
Thy  ready  altars,  till  to  our  lone  shore 

Thy  chariot  wheels 
Shall  come,  while  ocean  to  the  burden  reels, 
And  utters  to  the  sky  a  stifled  roar. 


TO  THE  PLANET  JUPITER. 


Tnou  art,  in  truth,  a  fair  and  kingly  star. 
Planet !  whose  silver  crest  now  gleams  afiur 
Upon  the  edaje  of  yonder  eastern  hill, 
That,  nit^ht-like,  seems  a  third  of  heaven  to  fill. 
Thou  art  most  worthy  of  a  poct*s  lore. 
His  worship — as  a  thing  to  bend  before ; 
And  yet  thou  smilest  as  if  I  might  sing. 
Weak  as  I  am — my  lyre  unused  to  ring 
Among  the  thousand  harps  which  fill  the  world. 
The  sun's  last  fire  upon  the  sky  has  curl'd, 
And  on  the  clouds,  and  now  thou  hast  arisen. 
And  in  the  east  thine  eye  of  love  doth  glisten — 
Thou,  whom  the  ancients  took  to  be  a  king. 
And  tliat  of  gods ;  and,  as  thou  wert  a  spring 
Of  inspiration,  I  would  soar  and  drink. 
While  yet  thou  art  upon  the  mountain's  brink. 
Who  bid  men  say  that  thou,  O  silver  peer, 
Wast  to  the  moon  a  servitor,  anear 
To  sit,  and  watch  her  eye  for  messages, 
Like  to  the  other  fair  and  silver  bees 
That  swarm  around  her  when  she  sits  her  throne  t 
What  of  the  moont     She  bringeth  storm  alone. 
At  new,  and  full,  and  every  other  time ;    [rhyme, 
She  turns  men's  brains,  and  so  she  makes  them 
And  rave,  and  sigh  away  their  weary  life; 
And  shall  she  be  of  young  adorers  rife, 
And  thou  have  none  ?     Nay,  one  will  sing  to  thee, 
And  turn  his  eye  to  thee,  and  bend  the  knee. 
Lo !  on  the  marge  of  the  dim  western  plain, 
The  star  of  love  doth  even  yet  remain — 
She  of  the  ocean-foam — and  watch  thy  look, 
A«»  one  miuht  gaze  upon  an  antique  book. 
When  he  doth  sit  and  read,  at  deep,  dead  night. 
Stealing  from  Time  his  hours.     Ah,  sweet  delay! 
And  now  she  sinks  to  follow  fleeting  day. 
Contented  with  thy  glance  of  answering  love : 
And  where  she  worships  can  I  thoughtless  prove  1 
Now  as  thou  risest  higher  into  sight, 
Marking  the  water  with  a  line  of  light, 
On  wave  and  ripple  quietly  aslant. 


Thy  influences  steal  upon  the  heart, 
With  a  sweet  force  and  unresisted  art, 
Like  the  still  growth  of  some  unceasing  plant. 
The  mother,  watching  by  her  sleeping  child. 
Blesses  thee,  when  thy  light,  so  still  and  mild. 
Falls  through  the  casement  on  her  babe's  pale  &ce. 
And  tinges  it  with  a  benignant  grace. 
Like  the  white  shadow  of  an  angel's  wing. 
The  sick  man,  who  has  lain  for  many  a  day, 
And  wasted  hke  a  lightless  flower  away. 
He  blesses  thee,  O  Jove  !  when  thou  dost  shine 
Upon  his  face,  with  influence  divine, 
Soothing  his  thin,  blue  eyelids  into  sleep. 
The  child  its  constant  murmuring  will  keep. 
Within  the  nurse's  arms,  till  thou  dost  glad 
His  eyes,  and  then  he  sleeps.     The  thin,  and  sad. 
And  patient  student  closes  up  his  books 
A  space  or  so,  to  gain  firom  thy  kind  looks 
Refreshment.     Men,  in  dungeons  pent. 
Climb  to  the  window,  and,  with  head  upbent, 
Gaze  they  at  thee.     The  timid  deer  awake. 
And,  'neath  thine  eye,  their  nightly  rambles  make. 
Whistling  their  joy  to  thee.     The  speckled  trout 
From  underneath  bis  rock  comes  shooting  out. 
And  turns  his  eye  to  thee,  and  loves  thy  light. 
And  sleeps  within  it.     The  gray  water  plant 
Looks  up  to  thee  beseechingly  aslant. 
And  thou  dost  feed  it  there,  beneath  the  wave. 
Even  the  tortoise  crawls  from  out  his  cave. 
And  feeds  wherever,  on  the  dewy  grass, 
Tliy  light  hath  linger'd.     Thou  canst  even  pan 
To  water-depths,  and  make  the  coral-fly 
Work  happier,  when  flatter'd  by  thine  eye. 
Thou  touchest  not  the  roughest  heart  in  vain ; 
Even  the  sturdy  sailor,  and  the  swain. 
Bless  thee,  whene'er  they  see  thy  lustrous  eye 
Open  amid  the  clouds,  stilling  the  sky. 
The  lover  praises  thee,  and  to  thy  light 
Compares  his  love,  thus  tender  and  thus  bright; 
And  tells  his  mistress  thou  dost  kindly  mock 
Her  gentle  eye.     Thou  dost  the  heart  unlock 
Which  Care  and  Wo  have  render'd  comfortlesa, 
And  teachcsl  it  thy  influence  to  bless. 
And  even  for  a  time  its  grief  to  brave. 
The  madman,  that  beneath  the  moon  doth  rave, 
Looks  to  thy  orb,  and  b  again  himself. 
The  miser  stops  from  counting  out  his  pelC 
When  through  the  barred  windows  comes  thy  luU — 
And  even  he,  he  thinks  thee  beautiful. 
O !  while  thy  silver  arrows  pierce  the  air. 
And  while  beneath  thee,  the  dim  forests,  where 
The  wind  sleeps,  and  the  snowy  mountains  tall 
Are  still  as  death — O  !  bring  me  back  again 
The  bold  and  happy  heart  that  bless'd  me,  when 
My  youth  was  green ;  ere  home  and  hope  were  veil'd 
In  desolation !     Then  my  cheek  was  paled. 
But  not  with  care.     For,  Ute  at  night,  and  long, 
I  toil'd,  that  I  might  gain  myself  among 
Old  tomes,  a  knowledge ;  and  in  truth  I  did : 
I  studied  long,  and  things  the  wise  had  hid 
In  their  quaint  books,  I  leam'd;  and  then  I  thought 
The  poet's  art  was  mine ;  and  so  I  wrought 
My  boyish  feelings  into  words,  and  sprea^ 
Them  out  before  the  world— and  I  was  fed 
With  praise,  and  with  a  name.    Alas !  to  lum. 
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MlitMC  eye  tnil  heart  murt  toon  or  late  grow  dim, 
Tiitling  with  poverty,  or  cviU  wome, 
Thii  ffift  of  poetry  w  but  a  rurM, 
Uiifittinf;  it  aiiiiil  the  worM  to  hrood, 
And  toil  aiid  joHtle  fur  a  livelihood. 
The  feveriKli  |Ku«Hion  of  tlic  tnm\  hath  been 
My  tnine.     O  Jovk  !  couldtft  thou  hut  wean 
Me  back  to  Iwyhoihl  for  a  ri|iare,  it  were 
Fnili'tul  a  ffift.     There  was  a  Nuddeii  Klir, 
ThourtuiuU  iif  yiMirri  ai^o,  u{>«iu  the  nea; 
Thr  wuttTrt  fiiaiiiM.  mil!  parti'd  liaMtily, 
As  thouifh  ii  i;iaiit  U*ft  hi*  u7.un>  home, 
And  DrliM  woke,  uiid  did  to  iit;lit  up  come 
Witliin  that  (irtriun  Hea.     Latotta  hail. 
Till  then,  Urn  wanderini^,  h«tle!wly  and  tad, 
AlNMit  the  earth,  and  throui^h  the  hollow  vaflt 
Of  water,  follow *d  by  the  ani^ry  haute 
Of  furious  Jrxo.     Many  a  weary  day, 
Aliovr  the  «ha7?y  hilU  where,  groaiiini;.  lay 
KM'KLtni'rt  and  TTrHo?r,  Hhe  had  roam*d. 
And  over  voK'an«H»j«,  where  fire  upfiKim'd; 
And  M>nit>tiineM  in  the  forerit:*  Khe  iiail  Iurk*d, 
\Vlu«n*ihe:ieree  rier|M-nt  thnnich  the  hiTliaqe  work*d, 
0\CT  eray  wtt*drt.  and  tii^r-tniinple«l  flowent. 
And  wlien*  t!ie  lion  hid  in  tangled  Uiweri, 
And  wht-re  the  panthrr.  with  bin  dappU'd  »kin, 
Mii-Ii-  day  like  nii;ht  with  hix  di-ep  moaninp;  din: 
All  thini;!<  were  there  to  frivht  the  gentle  houI'- 
The  hi'd'JTehoi;.  that  aerofni  tlie  |)alh  iliil  roll, 
<'tr.iy  e.i-^Ii'H,  fani^'d  like  rut«,  nlil  vultureK.  liald, 
Willi  hawkx  and  n-NtleiW  owIh,  whoHe  rry  appall'd, 
1)l»i*k  bats  and  ii))erkl(Hl  tortoiiieA,  that  iinap, 
And  Kei>rpionrt,  hidini;:  underneath  frray  ittonea. 
With  here  and  there  old  pilen  of  human  lionea 
Of  the  tlrxt  men  that  found  out  what  was  war, 
Hrasii  heatlit  of  arrow h.  runted  M'iim'tar, 
Olil  cresi^ent.  rthielil,  and  (MlffeleiM  lialtle-axe. 
And  n<*ar  ihem  tckullrt,  with  wide  and  vapini;  cracki, 
Tott  old  ami  dry  for  worniti  to  dwi-ll  within; 
Only  the  rei^tle^tii  Mpider  then'  diil  npin. 
A  rill  made  bin  liitunr.    And  thi'iiithi'  down  would  laT 
Her  n'i(t|i*4H  |u>.itl.  amoni;  dry  bvivnt.  and  faint, 
Aii.l  rlitoi'  her  rv«'<(  till  thou  wonhUt  eonie  and  paint 
IfiT  vi-taire  with  thy  li:;ht;  and  then  the  blood 
Would  stir  attain  alxtiit  her  heart,  nidueil, 
Hy  thy  kind  look,  with  life  acain.  aiul  hinmM  ; 
Aihl  then  wouIiUt  tliiiii  hi>r  iri'iitjf  bpirit  fiiil 
With  ni'w-win'*M  hi»iN's.  miil  -(unny  faiitaiiieA, 
All'!.  li>«>kin'^  pierriiikriy  amid  ibi-  trtv*. 
lUivi*  from  her  ]iit!i  nil  tbi>^'  uiiui'liMnie  nichtA. 
Then  witiilil  kIk*  ri<«i>.  anil  o'rr  tin*  t1itwi*r-blit;hta, 
And  throuirh  tbi*  ti:;i*r-|HN>|iIi<i|  ii<i|itudf«. 
A:il  iwIiipiMi'*  br:ik«'«.  aiii!  p.inthiT-<«ii.irilii1  w<v>i1«, 
WmiI  1  kivp  her  way  until  "In*  n- irliM  ihf  eil-jt* 
Of  the  blue  «'i.  and  llieii,  on  iMMiie  hiisb  Iii!;;i* 
Of  llniii  li*r-fil.t<-ki'nM  pn-krt.  wimi!i1  %\t  and  Imik 
l:ito  tliitie  «*\f.  n<>r  fi*:ir  hM  from  «Miie  iimik 
Sli.Milil  i,«i*  ihi*  !iiiieiMi«  Hba|w«  tb.it  Ji'\o  rii!i\l, 
AmiI  ivr-^'iuti'  hiT.     I>n»'e  hrr  fi-rl  i»bi'  i'i»nrd 
T'}N»ii  .•  I""i^  Ji:i  1  n  irrow  Nvu-h.     Tlir  bniie 
Had  nii'kM.  .i-*  Mith  an  •■!iille<i<i  ivrinMit— piiie. 
The  saiidisl  ^hot*  with  a  loiii;  line  of  «!ii-ll4. 
I. ike  thiVM*  tbr  NiTi'id;*  wi>a«i*,  within  tlir  ivIU 
Of  their  ({iii-i'ii  THkTi« — Hiiih  thev  pdi-  .iriiuiid 
The  feet  of  erii»M  old  Nlbli  «,  hi^in^  found 


That  thitf  will  |{ain  hia  grace,  and 
To  the  quaint  PanTsra,  ••  an  o&nag. 
When  they  would  have  him  Irll  thnr  fa^.  ^  m^ 
Shall  firht  embrace  them  with  a  lo««r'a 
Anil  there  Latosa  Btriip'd  along  tbe 
( )f  the  kIow  wavea,  ami  when  one  came 
Ami  Wft  her  feet,  ihe  tingled,  as  when  J««  t 
(■a\e  hiT  the  tint,  alMmniing  kua  oi  k)«e. 
Still  i»n  hhe  kept,  \mcinn  alone  the  isni. 
Am]  on  till*  «hell«,  and  now  and  Ihm  wih.*! 
Ami  lei  hi*r  loni^  and  i^oldm  hair  outrtu«l 
rpiiii  the  wavra— when,  lo!  ihe  •uikim  noat 
Of  thi-  fieree,  hiMinir  dragon  nwt  her  ear. 
Sh*-  shudder'd  ihm.  and.  alNpiiiwgat'd  wifh  fca 
Kii!»bM  wililly  through  the  ht>llow^aaniiixw  «i 
Into  the  dei'p,  deep  nea ;  and  thrn  ahr  y^'z 
Tbroin;h  many  wunder»— coraJ-raArr'd  rai«^ 
l)i*«-p.  f:ir  U'low  Ihe  noi«e  of  upprr  wa»ra 
Hi'a-nnwiTii.  that  floatiM  inii)  goldm  hair. 
Like  iniiity  nilk— finheM.  whotw  eyra  did  claiv. 
And  Koiuf  hur|iaii»inK  lovely— fl*-»bU«a  »f^ 
Of  old  l'fbrMi«tth«-~/Ij!»k!i  iif  h'Mriirv!  mu 
Aniiiiii;  tbr  tiiii!«>rK  of  old.  tthitCrr'd  •hiy 
(■olib'tfi  of  cold,  that  had  not  iiturh'd  lA^  bpa 
Of  men  a  lh<HiMind  yeara.     And  iKm  aHe  lay 
Hit  ilown.  amid  the  e«er-ehansinc  afray. 
And  wi-hM.  anil  he^c'd  to  dir ;  and  thra  a  v« 
That  \  I  lire  of  thine  the  deities  that  awe^ 
Ififteil  to  lieht  Iteneath  the  (irrrian 
That  rirh  and  luHtroui  Delian  paradii 
And  plaeed  Latuka  there,  while  yet 
Wiib  pnrteil  hp,  and  re^piraiitm  deepk. 
And  o|N*ii  palm;  and  when  at  length  ihe 
Slir  found  herM*lf  kieneath  a  •h^lowy  cak. 
Hu^e  and  majt^tie;  from  ila  buuglM  iook'd  «tf 
All  binU.  whoiu*  timid  nature  'lis  to  iIoa^C 
And  frur  mankinil.     The  dove,  with 
Karni-htly  did  hi*  artful  ne»t  ileviar. 
And  WH.4  niiHit  iHiNy  under  iheltenng  Irai 
l*bi^  thrunh.  that  bui-a  to  nil  upim  crav  eai 
Amid  olil  i«y.  fihe.  Itm.  nanc  and  built ; 
Anil  niiiek-binl  MHifii  ni\\t  out  like 
Anion:;  the  Iimm^  or  mi  llir  ^i-|vrt 
Till'  !«-r4  tliil  all  around  their  •tore 
Or  ibtwn  ib-|N*nilid  fnmi  a  awinsing  Km^h. 
In  taniflfd  Kwarmik     A  burr  her  danhns 
The  Iu>tron«  humniincd<inl  wa«  whirfmc;  ^-' 
So  near,  that  nbe  niiiiht  rrarh  If  with  her  ha»i. 
Ij!iy  a  ^riy  Ii7an1^-«iueh  do  n«4iee  nve 
Wbi'ii  a  foul  «*rpenl  romem  and  thrv  da  h«e 
II y  tSr  p'nniiMion  of  the  niueKeal  hinJ : 
Jii«t  at  b*T  fi-rt.  with  mild  rvm  up>4nHinfd. 
A  »tiiii%\\  aiiti-|(»|4'  .nipp'd  off  the  koU 
Fri'iii  h.inijin!;  Iiml*«;  ami  in  the  •arfiVvifw 
Nil  iiiii>t*  ib»!urb*il  the  birtl«,  eterpi  the  dim 
Viiiiv  I  if  a  fill  I  111.  thit.  from  the  crwv  Vm^ 
li.iiiiM  iifMMi  ^iolcU  lt»  liijuid  lifht. 
AikI  \i«i'r<b-  I<i«e:  alM>.  the  murmur  «lichl 
Of  u  i\i'«.  ih.it  Mifily  aane  thrtr  anthewL  and 
Ti>w!r  ::•  iitU  Oil  the  tod  and  noL«eli-«a  aaml, 
X-*  ciiitS'  t-hi!iln-n  in  •if-k^hamben  cnrve, 
A  fill  C'l  •III  tipliw*.      Hen*,  at  call  of  ri«. 
\N'i-,i*n  I'l-Mi  iIiiKt  *-|«r  aUi^r  ihe  ham^  w^L 
T  ■■:>  ...iij  Miih  !ii:!it  IjiTn«4*«  anowT 
And  ji  ht'rr  i-\r«.  and  when  the  hapfy 
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Sent  np  its  dews  to  thee— then  she  gave  birth 
Unto  Apollo  and  the  lustrous  Diah  ; 
And  when  the  wings  of  mom  commenced  to  fan 
The  darkness  from  the  east,  afar  there  roie. 
Within  the  thick  and  odour-dropping  forests,  [est, 
Where  moss  was  grayest  and  dim  caves  were  hoar- 
Afar  there  rose  the  known  and  dreadful  hiss 
Of  the  pursuing  dragon.     Agonies 
Grew  on  Laton a's  soul ;  and  she  had  fled, 
And  tried  again  the  ocean's  pervious  bed. 
Had  not  Apollo,  young  and  bright  Apollo, 
Restrained  from  the  dim  and  perilous  hollow. 
And  ask'd  what  meant  the  noise.  "It  is,  O  child! 
The  hideous  dragon  that  hath  aye  defiled 
My  peace  and  quiet,  8enlM)y  heaven's  queen 
To  slay  her  rival,  me."     Upon  the  green* 
And  mossy  grass  there  lay  a  nervous  bow. 
And  heavy  arrows,  eagle-wing'd,  which  thon, 

0  Jove  !  hadst  placed  within  Apollo's  reach. 
These  grasping,  the  young  god  stood  in  the  breach 
Of  circling  trees,  with  eye  that  fiercely  glanced, 
Nostril  expanded,  lip  press'd,  foot  advanced. 
And  arrow  at  the  string;  when,  lo !  the  coil 

Of  the  fierce  snake  came  on  with  winding  toil. 
And  vast  gyrations,  crushing  down  the  branches, 
With  noise  as  when  a  hungry  tiger  cranches 
Huge  bones :  and  then  Apollo  drew  his  bow 
Full  at  the  eye^nor  ended  with  one  blow: 
Dart  after  dart  he  hurl'd  from  off  the  string — 
All  at  the  eye-^until  a  lifeless  thing 
The  dragon  lay.     T^us  the  young  sun-god  slew 
Old  Juxo's  scaly  snake :  and  then  he  threw 
(So  strong  was  he)  the  monster  in  the  sea ; 
And  sharks  came  round  and  ate  voraciously, 
Lashing  the  waters  into  bloody  foam. 
By  their  fierce  fights.     Latoxa,  then,  might  roam 
In  earth,  air,  sea,  or  heaven,  void  of  dread ; 
For  even  Jrxo  badly  might  have  sped 
With  her  bright  children,  whom  thou  soon  didst  set 
To  rule  the  sun  and  moon,  as  they  do  yet. 
Thou !  who  didst  then  their  destiny  control, 

1  here  would  woo  thee,  till  into  my  soul 

Thy  light  might  sink.     O  Jots  !  I  am  full  sure 
None  bear  unto  thy  star  a  love  more  pure 
Than  I ;  thou  hast  been,  everywhere,  to  me 
A  source  of  inspiration.     I  should  be 
Sleepless,  could  I  not  first  behold  thine  orb 
Rise  in  the  west ;  then  doth  my  heart  absorb. 
Like  other  withering  flowers,  thy  light  and  life ; 
For  that  neglect,  which  cutteth  like  a  knife, 
I  never  have  from  thee,  unless  the  lake 
Of  heaven  be  clouded.  Planet!  thou  wouldst  make 
Me,  as  thou  didst  thine  ancient  worshippers, 
A  poet ;  but,  alas !  whatever  stirs 
My  tongue  and  pen,  they  both  are  faint  and  weak : 
Apollo  hath  not,  in  some  gracious  freak. 
Given  to  mc  the  spirit  of  his  lyre. 
Or  touch *d  my  heart  with  his  ethereal  fire 
And  glorious  essence :  thus,  whate'er  I  sing 
Is  weak  and  poor,  and  may  but  humbly  ring 
Above  the  waves  of  Time's  far-booming  sea. 
All  I  can  give  is  small ;  thou  wilt  not  scorn 
A  heart :  I  give  no  golden  sheaves  of  com ; 
I  bum  to  thee  no  rich  and  odorous  gums ; 
I  offer  up  to  thee  no  hecatombs, 
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And  build  no  altars :  't  is  a  heart  alone ; 
Such  as  it  is,  I  give  it— 't  is  thy  own. 

TO  THE  MOCKING-BIRD. 

Thov  glorious  mocker  of  the  world !    I  hear 
Thy  many  voices  ringing  through  the  glooms  ' 
Of  these  green  solitudes—and  all  the  clear. 
Bright  joyance  of  their  song  enthralls  the  ear 
And  floods  the  heart.     Over  the  sphered  tombs 
Of  vanish'd  nations  rolls  thy  music  tide. 
No  light  from  history's  starlike  page  illumes 
The  memory  of  those  nations — they  have  died. 
None  cares  for  them  but  thou,  and  thou  may  st  sing, 
Perhaps,  o'er  me — as  now  thy  song  doth  ring 
Over  their  bones  by  whom  thou  once  wast  deified. 

Thou  scorner  of  all  cities !     Thou  dost  leave 
The  world's  turmoil  and  never-ceasing  din. 
Where  one  from  others  no  existence  weaves, 
Where  the  old  sighs,  the  young  turns  gray  and 

grieves. 
Where  misery  gnaws  the  maiden's  heart  within : 
And  thou  dost  flee  into  the  broad,  green  woods. 
And  with  thy  soul  of  music  thou  dost  win 
Their  heart  to  harmony — no  jar  intrudes. 
Upon  thy  sounding  melody.     O,  where,/ 
Amid  the  sweet  musicians  of  the  air. 
Is  one  so  dear  as  thee  to  these  old  solitudes  t 

Ha !  what  a  burst  was  that !  the  ^olian  strain 
Goes  floating  through  the  tangled  passages 
Of  the  lone  woods — and  now  it  comes  again — 
A  multitudinous  melody — like  a  rain 
Of  glossy  music  under  echoing  trees. 
Over  a  ringing  lake ;  it  wraps  the  soul 
With  a  bright  harmoay  of  happiness- 
Even  as  a  gem  is  wrapt,  when  round  it  roll 
Their  waves  of  brilliant  flamo— till  we  become, 
E'en  with  the  excess  of  our  deep  pleasure,  dumb. 
And  pant  like  some  swift  runner  clinging  to  the  goaL 

I  would,  sweet  bird,  that  I  might  live  with  thee. 

Amid  the  eloquent  grandeur  of  the  shades. 

Alone  with  nature—but  it  may  not  be ; 

I  have  to  stmggle  with  the  tumbling  sea 

Of  human  life,  until  existence  fades 

Into  death's  darkness.    Thou  wilt  sing  and  soar 

Through  the  thick  woods  and  shadow-checker'd 

glades. 
While  naught  of  sorrow  casts  a  dimness  o'er 
The  brilliance  of  thy  heart — ^but  I  must  wear 
As  now,  my  garmenting  of  pain  and  care- 
As  penitents  of'  old  their  galling  sackcloth  wore. 

Yet  why  complain  1 — What  though  fond  hopes 
deferr'd  [gloom ! 

Have  overshadow'd  Youth's   green  paths  with 
Still,  joy's  rich  music  is  not  all  unheard, — 
There  is  a  voice  sweeter  than  thine,  sweet  bird. 
To  welcome  me,  within  my  humble  home ; — 
There  is  an  eye  with  love's  devotion  bright. 
The  darkness  of  existence  to  illume !         [blight 
Then  why  complain? — When  death  shall  cast  his 
Over  the  spirit,  then  my  bones  shall  rest 
Beneath  these  trees — and  from  thy  swelling  breast. 

O'er  them  thysong  shall  pour  likearich  flood  of  light 

2i2 


ALBERT  PIKE. 


TO  8PR1S0. 


O  THOC  di-liriuu*  Spring ! 
Kuiwd  in  Ihr  lap  -ul'  l^iiii  uiJ  lutitle  ■howm. 

Wliii'hfiillfruinvluiiilt  tli>tlihilKir<aany  wing 
From  oilaniuii  Ih^h  of  light-«ufol(]«l  ilowen, 
And  from  enmiael  boirsn, 
That  over  erauy  wulL*  ihnr  gntnarm  Oing, 
Uunw,  gi'nllE  Spniii; ! 
Thou  lovrr  a(  ynunn  winil, 
ThnI  rnmrlh  fn-m  the  iii'viiuldo  iip|ipr  m     (liind, 
Drnriilh  llir  sky,  which  rlm.l*,  ii<  while  roain, 

'  with  tftt. 


M'in 


>UIl!I  Ifill-H  lliin 

h  nf  that  ohi.  ■> 


Come  lo  ui    fur  thou  art 
Liki-  IhF  litii'  lure  of  chilJri'ti.  iii-ntlr  Aprin; ! 

1'iiwiiiiiK  thcivRMl  fivliriij  rif  thi-  heart. 
Or  like  a    Lr^'i  pbraaaiU  uili-iMjiiri^i 
AuJ  thnu  JiNl  tyi-r  ln-inii 
A  tide  of  ffi-nllr  but  trxL^ri*  urt 
riHiii  thr  ht-art 
R>'<1  Autumn  rnim  ihr  wulh 
C.intPiiilH  with  thrr     bI<w     nhat  inaf  hr  ahnw  I 

What  arr  ilia  ^ur|ilr4tain'il  and  To^y  mnuUl, 
And  htuwnnl  fhn-kii,  lo  thy  »ofl  ilecl  iif  unow, 
And  timid,  plraaint  fflnw 
(living  KUtb-ptrrri  afriow«ilhrir|>ri  mal  ^nxrlh. 
Anil  gnwnnt  youth 
<iaT  fltimntn  ec^am  Ihn-; 
And  yi^  ho  hH  no  b«uiy  «iKh  u  (hint ; 

\Vh  It  \*  hta  WFr^tmmins.  iirry  wa. 
Til  Ihr  |iiir<-  i-liirv  that  with  ihor  iLilh  ahincT 
Th.iiiivuonimKrdiviap. 
What  miy  hi'  dull  ami  IiTi^pu  minrircliy 
(*i>ni|Kirir  vcilh  Ihiv ! 
(■ami*,  ait  ujua  tbr  hilK 
Aixt  liid  llir  wakind  blrvaini  [fjqt  diiwn  Ihrir  aiilr. 
Awl  gnvn  thr  vjti-n  itiih  ibi-ir  «tiehi-«>iiii'liiii( 
And  whrn  Ihr  iiUr«u|>in  llir  akT  iJiaU  xliilr,  ^lilU; 
Anil  rrmn-nt  Ui.in  riilr, 
I  I.M  will  bnallu-  .if  lliy  ih-lii-i-iun  thrilla. 


Tlii'V  iiiiiiititaiiii.  |iii-rriiig  ihr  hlup  akr 

With  lltrir  rtm.it  r.>n»  of  ir«  i 
Tlw  tiirri'ijli  ilaihiiie  fr»ni  on  huh. 


The  nlivl  r.imn  ni<hin;  «ift  U  mr. 
Pouring  III  tvOmm  on  mr  hw  ; 

Surh  na     OHM— u  pr.nidlT  Im. 
AndjrLaW.  hnr  alUr'd  n«  • 

Yrt.  whi!.'  I  etn-  u|»u  ym  f'ua. 

Jid  Uff  a 


Ovrr  it>  |i*ih*  —It  --ill  hM  tmJm 

Ihaih  ■.wiMiT  whin  It  fwnn  al  In 
Ami  Ihoiuh  lliP  irain|i)Al  hrart  aij  wkfti 
It*  ai^Hiy  Iif  (Bill  i«  paA 
And  rjlniniw  jnlhrn  Ibrrr,  whiU  hfc  i*  ri 
bo. 


Ailwhoainsidialldir: 

Wiim  unlniValh  prrrhanra.  l-y  r: 

Auil.  flint  inn  thii*  with  an  nnn 

U'hirh  n.>w  iiomrtimr*  I 
And  lin-alhc  of  joyanrr  krrnrr  i 


I       n.il  I  w.«il.nw.— ':■■■.-_ 

(W  kindly  an.1  - 
I        riranl  mr  Inillhat:- 

)lrrr.  in  ihii  Innr.  unprutOnl  ft*. 
■  Til  liiratlif  away  Ihia  life  of  nain,  I  mmrm 
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Willis  Gatlord  Clabk  w&b  bom  at  Otisco, 
an  agricultaral  town  in  central  New  York,  in  the 
year  1310.  His  father  had  been  a  soldier  in  the 
revolutionary  army,  and  his  services  had  won  for 
him  tributes  of  acknowledgment  from  the  govern- 
ment. He  had  read  much,  and  was  fond  of  philo- 
sophical speculations;  and  in  his  son  he  found  an 
earnest  and  ready  pupil.  The  teachings  of  the 
father,  and  the  classical  inculcations  of  the  Re- 
verend Georob  Colton,  a  maternal  relative,  laid 
a  firm  foundation  for  the  acquirements  which  after- 
ward gave  grace  and  vigour  to  his  writings. 

At  an  early  age,  stimulated  by  the  splendid  scenery 
outspread  on  every  side  around  him,  Clark  began 
to  feel  the  poetic  impulse.  He  painted  the  beauties 
of  Nature  with  singular  fidelity,  and  in  numbers 
most  musical ;  and  as  he  grew  older,  a  solemnity 
and  gentle  sadness  of  thought  pervaded  his  verse, 
and  evidenced  his  desire  to  gather  from  the  scenes 
and  images  it  reflected,  lessons  of  morality. 

When  he  was  about  twenty  years  of  age  he 
repaired  to  Philadelphia,  where  his  reputation  as 
a  poet  had  already  preceded  him,  and  under  the 
auspices  of  his  friend,  the  Reverend  Doctor  Elt, 
commenced  a  weekly  miscellany  similar  in  design 
to  the  **  Mirror,"  then  and  now  published  in  New 
York.  This  work  was  abandoned  after  a  brief 
period,  and  Clark  assumed,  with  the  Reverend 
Doctor  Braxtlbt,  an  eminent  Baptist  clergyman, 
now  President  of  the  College  of  South  Carolina, 
the  charge  of  the  <«  Columbian  Star,"  a  religious 
and  literary  periodical,  of  high  character,  in  which 
he  printed  many  brief  poems  of  considerable  merit, 
a  few  of  which  were  afterward  included  in  a  small 
volume  with  a  more  elaborate  work  entitled  <*The 
Spirit  of  Life,"  originally  prepared  as  an  exercise 
at  a  collegiate  exhibition,  and  distinguished  for  the 
melody  of  its  versification  and  the  rare  felicity  of 
its  illustrations. 

After  a  long  association  with  the  reverend  editor 
of  the  "Columbian  St^r,"  Clark  was  solicited  to 
take  charge  of  the  "Philadelphia  Gazette,"  one  of 
the  oldest  and  most  respectable  journals  in  Penn- 
sylvania He  ultimately  became  its  proprietor,  and 
from  that  time  until  his  death  continued  to  conduct 
it.  In  1836  he  was  married  to  Axxk  PoT:fTKLL 
CALDCLEroH,  the  daui^htcr  of  onc  of  the  wealthiest 
citizens  of  Philadelphia,  and  a  woman  of  great  per- 
sonal beauty,  rare  accomplishments,  and  an  affec- 
tionate disposition,  who  fell  a  victim  to  that  most 
terrible  disease  of  our  climate,  consumption,  in 
the  meridian  of  her  youth  and  happiness,  leaving 
her  husband  a  prey  to  the  deepest  melancholy. 
In  the  following  verses,  written  soon  after  this 
bereavement,  his  emotions  are  depicted  with  unaf* 
fected  feeling: 

'T  is  an  autumnal  eve — the  low  winds,  slchinf 
To  wet  leaves,  rustling  as  they  hasten  by  ; 


The  eddying  gasts  to  tossing  booghs  rsplylng. 

And  ebon  darkness  filling  all  the  sky, — 
The  moon,  pale  mistress,  palPd  in  solemn  vapour, 

The  rack,  swift-wandering  through  the  void  above, 
As  I,  a  mourner  by  my  lonely  taper. 

Send  back  to  Taded  hours  the  plaint  of  love. 

Blossoms  of  peace,  once  in  my  pathway  springing. 

Where  have  your  brightness  and  your  splendour  gone  Y 
And  thou,  whose  voice  to  me  came  sweet  as  singing, 

What  region  holds  thee,  in  the  vast  unknown  Y 
What  star  far  brighter  than  the  rest  contains  thee. 

Beloved,  departed — empress  of  my  heart  Y 
What  bond  of  full  beatitude  enchains  thee,— 

In  realms  unveil'd  by  pen,  or  prophet's  arti 

Ah !  loved  and  lost !  in  these  autumnal  hours. 

When  fairy  colours  deck  the  painted  tree. 
When  the  vast  woodlands  seem  a  sea  of  flowers, 

O !  then  my  soul,  exulting,  bounds  to  thee  I 
Springs,  as  to  clasp  thee  yet  in  this  existence, 

Yet  to  behold  thee  at  my  lonely  side ; 
But  the  fond  vision  melts  at  once  to  distance. 

And  my  sad  heart  gives  echo — she  has  died ! 

Yes !  when  the  morning  of  her  years  was  brightest, 

That  angel-presence  into  dust  went  down, — 
While  yet  with  rosy  dreams  her  rest  was  lightest, 

Deatti  for  the  olive  wove  the  cypress-crown, — 
Sleep,  which  no  waking  knows,  o*ercame  her  bosom, 

O'ercame  her  large,  bright,  spiritual  eyes ; 
Spared  in  her  bower  connubial  one  fhir  blossom-"^ 

Then  bore  her  spirit  to  the  upper  skies. 

There  let  me  meet  her,  when,  life's  struggles  over. 

The  pure  in  love  and  thought  their  (kith  reneWf 
Where  man's  forgiving  and  redeeming  Lover 

Spreads  out  his  paradise  to  every  view. 
Let  the  dim  Autumn,  with  its  leaves  descending. 

Howl  on  the  winter's  verge ! — yet  spring  will  come: 
So  my  freed  soul,  no  more  'gainst  fate  contending. 

With  all  it  loveth  shall  regain  its  home  t 

From  this  time  his  health  gpradaolly  declined, 
and  his  friends  perceived  that  the  same  diseaae 
which  had  robbed  him  of  the  "  light  of  his  exist- 
ence," would  soon  deprive  them  also  of  his  fellow- 
ship. Though  his  illness  was  of  long  diuation,  he 
was  himself  unaware  of  its  character,  and  when  I 
last  saw  him,  a  few  weeks  before  his  death,  he  was 
rejoicing  at  the  return  of  spring,  and  confident  that 
he  would  soon  be  well  enough  to  walk  about  the 
town  or  to  go  into  the  country.  He  continued  to 
write  for  his  paper  until  the  last  day  of  his  life, 
the  twelfth  of  June,  1841. 

His  metrical  writings  are  all  distinguished  for  a 
graceful  and  elegant  diction,  thoughts  morally 
and  poetically  beautiful,  and  chaste  and  appropri- 
ate imagery.  The  sadness  which  pervades  them 
is  not  the  gloom  of  misanthropy,  but  a  gentle  re- 
ligious melancholy;  and  while  they  portray  the 
changes  of  life  and  nature,  they  point  to  another 
and  a  purer  world,  for  which  our  aftectioiM  are 
chastened,  and  our  desires  made  perfect  by  sufier- 
ing  in  this. 

The  qualities  of  his  prose  are  essentially  dii^ 
ferent  from  those  of  his  poetry.     OccasionaUy  he 
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poured  forth  gnTe  thou^ta  in  eloquent  and  fen-ent 
language,  but  far  more  often  delighted  hia  readers 
by  passages  of  irreitisliblc  humour  and  wit  His 
perception  of  the  ludicrous  vras  acute,  and  his  jests 
and  "cranks  and  wanton  wiles'*  e\inred  the  fulness 
of  his  powers  and  the  henrvolenre  of  his  feelings. 
The  tales  and  essavs  which  he  found  leisure  to  write 
for  the  New  York  "Knickerbocker  Magaane," — a 
monthly  misrellany  of  high  reputation  edited  by 
his  only  and  twin  brother,  Mr.  Lewis  Gatlobii 
Clark — and  especially  a  wries  of  amusing  papers 


A  LAMENT. 

TiiKRS  is  a  voice  I  shall  hi*ar  no  more^ 
There  are  tones  wh<^i»e  muxic  for  me  is  o*er, 
Sweet  as  the  odours  of  spring  were  they, — 
Procioufl  and  rich— but  they  died  away ; 
They  came  like  peace  to  my  he:ut  and  ear — 
Never  again  will  they  murmur  here ; 
They  have  gone  like  the  blush  of  a  summer  mom, 
Like  a  crimson  cloud  through  the  sunset  borne. 

There  were  eyes,  that  late  were  lit  up  for  me, 
Wiiose  kindly  glance  was  a  joy  to  see ; 
They  revral'd  the  thoughts  of  a  trusting  heart, 
irntouchM  by  sorrow,  untaught  by  art; 
Whose  atfiHTtions  were  fresh  as  a  stream  of  spring, 
When  birds  in  the  vernal  branches  ning ; 
They  were  fillM  with  love  that  hath  paisM  with  them, 
And  my  lyre  is  breathing  their  requiem. 

I  remember  a  brow,  whose  serene  repose 
Seern'd  to  lend  a  U^auty  to  cheeks  of  rose ; 
And  lips.  I  remember,  whose  dewy  smile, 
Aa  r  mused  on  their  eloquent  power  the  while, 
S<>nt  a  thrill  to  my  bosom,  and  blessM  my  brain 
With  raptures  Chat  never  may  dawn  again ; 
A  midst  musical  accents,  those  smiles  were  shed — 
Alas!  for  the  doom  of  the  i*arlv  dead ! 

Alas !  for  the  clod  that  is  resting  now 

On  thiYse  slumU'ring  eyrs— im  that  fatetl  brow. 

Wo  for  the  cheek  that  hath  coined  to  bloom — 

For  the  li|Mi  that  are  dumb,  in  the  noimime  tomb; 

Their  meloily  broken,  their  fragrance  gone. 

Their  SHfiect  coM  as  the  Parian  sti>ne ; 

Ala*,  for  the  ho|H*s  lh:it  with  thee  have  died-— 

(>,  lovi*d  one  I-— would  I  were  liy  thy  side ! 

Yet  the  joy  of  grief  it  i*  mine  to  bear; 

I  hoar  thv  voice  in  the  twiliizht  nir ; 

Thy  umile,  of  swiH'tiiess  untold,  I  see 

WliiMi  the  virions  of  evening  an'  U>rne  to  mc; 

Thy  kiiw  on  my  dreaiuiiii;  lip  is  warm — 

\\\  arm  eiubrai'eth  thy  •rrai'rful  furm ; 

I  »  iki'  in  a  world  that  is  nail  and  dn'ar, 

r.«  iivl  m  my  U>«om — thou  art  not  here. 

O  •  .vi.v  ihe  summer  with  thee  was  bright ; 
r^".'  .liv.  liki*  thine  eves,  wore  a  hi»lv  liijht. 

■  ■ 

V--  ■->•  «  «4  Mi«4  in  eti«tcnre  whm  thi>u  wi>rt  nigh. 
">  --v  w  i*  Sa!*!i  in  the  eveninj:'*  nwy  Mjfh  ; 
'• '  "I  f»".S  w.%*  mx  Kilen.  and  thou  its  tfu«^ — 
I  '^t"-*'.!:^  .»t  '''•■«.*itij<  w;H  in  niv  bn-ast; 
\|.   V- 1-#  w  ««  t"-;!l  of  n  «i'n«e  of  hive, 
'    i  -.1  .•!   ■''  ir\'.iic*  to  heaven  above. 


under  the  quaint  title  of  >*OllBpod, 

be  remi-inlwred  as  affording  ahundactt  e« 

the  qualities  I  have  rnuiDrralM. 

In  |N'rson  Mr.  Clabk  was  uf  the  nisdAr 
hirt  form  was  erect  and  manlv.  mttd  kia 
nance  pleasing  and  eipnrasivr.  In  vmi 
trrrourse  he  was  cheerful  uij  anAale^i 
was  ntuilioUM  to  conform  to  th^  eonrraboc; 
of  s(N-ji*ty.  Warm-heartnl,  ronftdmc  a: 
n>ni«.  \iv  was  a  tnie  friend,  and  bv 
him  intimatelv  he  was  much  knrnL 


\>zr9 


Now,  thou  art  g«>ne  In  that 

Where  my  building  rapturva  have  pmafe  i  al 

To  that  tnin«|uil  and  solemn  plarv  oi 

Wlu*re  the  earth  lif*s  damp  on  the 

Thy  bhffht  locks  all  in  the  vault  are 

Thy  brow  is  conceal'd  by  ihe  rodia  bd  ;^ 

AH  that  was  lovelv  to  roe  is  theni 

Mournful  is  life,  and  a  IomI  to  bear  ! 


MEMORY. 

*Tin  sweet  to  rememhrr?     I  trm:!'!  hai  f  ■—r' 
The  charm  which  the  past  ocr  the  prr«s*nt  jti-  nr 
For  all  the  gny  virion*  that  Fancy  may  vpi^r 
In  her  wi-b  of  illusion,  that  shines  to  drvY:-' 
We  know  nut  the  futun*-— the  past  wr  h.i«'  ^\ 
Its  cherinhM  enjoyments  the  hnaon  ran  3^':. 
ItA  r.ipliin's  anew  o*er  our  pulsra  laav  riu. 
When  thoughts  of  the  morrow  Cdl  cuU  oa  tzif  • 

*T  is  sweet  to  remember  *  when  atarms  mv  airm 
To  set*  in  the  raiiiltow  the  promiae  d  Gaa  - 
The  day  miy  be  ilarkenM.  hut  £tf  in  the  wmk. 
In  vermilion  and  p»ld,  sinks  the  sva  to  hsi  ?*« 
With  4niiles  like  the  mominv  hr 
Thiit  the  lieams  of  ileliffht  on  the 
When  in  calm  n'minisren*^  we 
Whirh  lovr  sratterM  rounii  ua  in  happaiv  ^ 

*T  14  sweet  to  rememlier !  Whm  frimda  afe 
When  their  coldness  and  cairleaatMaa  ih»i^« 

mind : 
Tfirn,  ti*  draw  back  the  veil  whidi  cnwlofrt  1  ■ 
Where  delivtable  pronjiectslD  beauty  expa>l . 
Ti>  F>m*ll  the  irrren  fields,  the  frrah  » all  1  ■  t.  h 
Win  14*^  mice  fairy  mu«jc  enchanted  the  etr. 
Til  drink  in  tlie  smilt*s  that  delichled  ^  i^il 
To  liMt  the  fiMid  voices  iif  chiUhood  aaaia— ' 
O.  tliiit  tlie  fail  heart,  like  a  md  that  u  kr.MMr 
])tnd«  up.  \»hen  the  lianqut-t  of  hope  m  nrf.^«L 

*Ti4  hwet^t  to  rememNer?  And  naoghtran  V« 
The  bilm-hrraihinc  comfort,  the  gWr.  tS»  • « 
Which  'pring  from  that  fmuitam.  to  f)»:kV: 

wsy. 
When  the  chinseful  and  fahhleas  (leant  "^  V^ 
I  woulil  not  forirrt! — thoQgh  bt  thovf^ti  *^^ 

be  dirk. 
O'er  the  ,»<-e.in  of  life  I  UvA  hack  hnm  w  V^ 
And  I  •«•<*  the  IimI  Ktien.  whcta  9nt»  I  mm  lie 
A  ty|ie  and  a  pntmiae  of 
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SONG  OF  MAY. 

Thb  ■pring's  scented  bads  all  around  me  are  swell- 
ing: 
There  are  songs  in  the  stream — there  is  health 
in  the  gale ; 
A  sense  of  delight  in  each  bosom  is  dwelling, 
As  float  the  pure  daybeams  o'er  mountain  and 
vale; 
The  d<\solate  reig^  of  old  winter  is  broken— 

The  verdure  is  fresh  upon  every  tree ; 
Of  Nature's  revival  the  charm,  and  a  token 
Of  love,  0  thou  Spirit  of  Beauty,  to  thee ! 

The  sun  looketh  forth  from  the  halls  of  the  morning, 

And  flushes  the  clouds  that  begirt  his  career ; 
He  welcomes  the  gladness  and  gloiy,  returning 

To  rest  on  the  promise  and  hope  of  the  year : 
He  fills  with  delight  all  the  balm-breathing  flowers; 

He  mounts  to  the  zenith  and  laughs  on  the  wave ; 
He  wakes  into  music  the  green  forest-bowers, 

And  gilds  the  gay  plains  which  the  broad  rivers 
lave. 

The  young  bird  is  out  on  his  delicate  pinion — 

He  timidly  sails  in  the  infinite  sky ; 
A  greeting  to  May,  and  her  fairy  dominion, 

He  pours  on  the  west-winds  that  fragrantly  sigh ; 
Around  and  above,  there  are  quiet  and  pleasure — 

The  woodlands  are  singing,  the  heaven  is  bright; 
The  fields  are  unfolding  their  emerald  treasure, 

And  man's  genial  spirit  is  soaring  in  light 

Alas !  for  my  weary  and  care-haunted  bosom ! 

The  spells  of  the  spring-time  arouse  it  no  more ; 
The  song  in  the  wildwood,  the  sheen  in  the  blossom, 

The  fresh-swelling  fountain — their  magic  is  o'er ! 
When  I  list  to  the  stream,  when  I  look  on  the  flowers, 

Theyteil  of  the  Past  with  so  mournful  a  tone, 
That  I  call  up  the  throngs  of  my  long  vanish'd  hours. 

And  sigh  that  their  transports  are  over  and  gone. 

'  From  thefar-spreading earthand thelimitlessheaven 

There  have  vanish'd  an  eloquent  glory  and  gleam ; 
To  my  sad  mind  no  more  is  the  influence  given. 

Which  coloureth  life  with  the  hues  of  a  dream ; 
The  bloom-purpled  landscape  its  loveliness  keepeth; 

I  deem  that  a  light  as  of  old  gilds  the  yrvre ; 
But  the  eye  of  my  spirit  in  weariness  sleepeth. 

Or  sees  but  my  youth,  and  the  visions  it  gave. 

Yet  it  is  not  that  8^  on  my  years  hath  descended — 

'T  is  not  that  its  snow-wreaths  encircle  my  brow ; 

But  the  newness  and  sweetness  of  being  are  ended : 

I  feel  not  their  love-kindling  witchery  now; 
The  shadows  of  death  o'er  my  path  have  been 
sweeping — 
There  are  those  who  have  loved  me  debarred 
from  the  day ; 
The  green  turf  is  bright  where  in  peace  they  are 
sleeping, 
And  on  wings  of  remembrance  my  soul  is  away. 

It  is  shut  to  the  glow  of  this  present  existence—- 
It  hears,  from  the  Past,  a  funereal  strain ; 

And  it  eagerly  turns  to  the  high-seeming  distance. 
Where  the  last  blooms  of  earth  will  be  gamer'd 
again: 


Where  no  mildew  the  toft  damask-rose  cheek  shall 
nourish. 

Where  grief  bears  no  longer  the  poisonous  sting; 
Where  pitiless  Death  no  dark  sceptre  can  flourish, 

Or  stain  with  his  blight  the  luxuriant  spring. 

It  is  thus  that  the  hopes  which  to  others  are  given 

Fall  cold  on  my  heart  in  this  rich  month  of  May ; 
I  hear  the  clear  anthems  that  ring  through  the 
heaven — 

I  drink  the  bland  airs  that  enliven  the  day ; 
And  if  gentle  Nature,  her  festival  keeping. 

Delights  not  my  bosom,  ah !  do  not  condemn ; 
O'er  the  lost  and  the  lovely  my  spirit  is  weeping. 

For  my  heart's  fondest  raptures  are  buried  with 
them. 


DEATH  OF  THE  FIRST-BORN. 


Youif  o  mother,  he  is  gone ! 
His  dimpled  cheek  no  more  will  touch  thy  breast; 

No  more  the  music-tone 
Float  from  his  lips,  to  thine  all  fondly  pressM ; 
His  smile  and  happy  laugh  are  lost  to  thee: 
Earth  most  his  mother  and  his  pillow  be. 

His  was  the  morning  hour. 
And  he  hath  pass'd  in  beauty  from  the  day, 

A  bud,  not  yet  a  flower, 
Tom,  in  its  sweetness,  from  the  parent  spray ; 
The  death-wind  swept  him  to  his  soft  repose. 
As  frost,  in  spring-time,  blights  the  early  rose. 

Never  on  earth  again 
Will  his  rich  accents  charm  thy  listening  ear, 

Like  some  iGolian  strain. 
Breathing  at  eventide  serene  and  clear; 
His  voice  is  choked  in  dust,  and  on  his  eyes 
The  unbroken  seal  of  peace  and  silence  lies. 

And  from  thy  yearning  heart, 
Whose  inmost  core  was  warm  with  love  for  him, 

A  gladness  must  depart, 
And  those  kind  eyes  with  many  tears  be  dim; 
While  lonely  memories,  an  unceasing  train, 
Will  turn  the  raptures  of  the  past  to  pain. 

Yet,  mourner,  while  the  day 
Rolls  like  the  darkness  of  a  funeral  by. 

And  hope  forbids  one  ray 
To  stream  athwart  the  g^ef-discolour'd  sky; 
There  breaks  upon  thy  sorrow's  evening  gloom 
A  trembling  lustre  from  beyond  the  tomb. 

^Tis  from  the  better  land ! 
There,  bathed  in  radiance  that  around  them  springs. 

Thy  loved  one's  wings  expand ; 
As  with  the  choiring  cherubim  he  sings, 
And  all  the  glory  of  that  God  can  see. 
Who  said,  on  earth,  to  children,  «  Come  to  me.' 


n 


Mother,  thy  child  is  bless'd : 
And  though  his  presence  may  be  lost  to  thee, 

And  vacant  leave  thy  breast, 
And  miss'd,  a  sweet  load  from  thy  parent  knee; 
Though  tones  familiar  from  thine  ear  have  pass*d, 
Thou'U  meet  thy  first-born  with  his  Loml  at  last. 
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SUMMER. 


Th  r  Spring*!!  t^y  promise  mrltnl  into  thee, 
Vmt  Hummer!  uml  thy  91'ntle  rrig^n  m  here; 

Tlie  emerald  ruks  are  on  each  leafy  tree ; 
III  thf  lilue  kIcv  thv  voici'  is  rich  and  clear; 

Anil  t!ip  friv  hriMiks  hiive  Kon^  tii  hirim  thy  reign—- 

Tlicy  le:ip  in  inuxic  midst  tliy  hrlglit  domain. 

Till*  u::i!es,  tli:it  waiidiT  from  the  unclouded  went. 
An'  Imrdi-iiM  witli  the  hreuth  (if  count leii!i  fieNU; 

Tlii.'v  locm  with  iiiriMis*'  froiii  ihf  green earth\ hrcdst 
Tiiat  up  to  hiMM'ii  its  iir.itcful  odour  yields; 

HiMrin;;  itwect  liytnns  nt*  praise  from  many  a  bird, 

Uy  n.iturc'K  a!«|H>i-l  into  nipture  iitirrM. 

In  such  a  werie  tlie  sun*illiiMiined  heart 
HouikIh  like  u  prisi)ner  in  his  narrow  cell, 

WliiMi  ihrouifli  its  ham  the  inornini^  i^loiien  dart. 
And  forest-unthemt  in  his  hearinsf  awell — 

And.  like  the  heuvini;  of  the  voiceful  Hea, 

liis  punting  bosom  Ul>«)urs  to  be  fn'e. 

Thni,  i^zini;  on  thy  void  nnd  snpphirr  aky, 
(),  Snmmer!  in  my  iriini><it  soul  ariM 

I'plit^ed  thoni;his,  to  which  the  woodii  reply. 
And  the  blaml  air  with  its  soft  melodic^;— 

Till  basking  in  some  visii>n*s  glorious  ray, 

I  Ion;  for  ea:;le*s  plumes  to  flit*  away. 

I  Ii>niv  to  cast  this  cumbrous  clay  aside, 

And  the  impure,  unholy  ihoui^hts  that  cliiig 

To  llie  sad  iNxnm,  turn  witli  catx^  and  pride: 
I  would  soar  upward,  on  unfetter'd  win;;. 

Far  throutich  the  rhamUTs  of  the  {teaceful  skie<i. 

Where  the  hl^h  fount  of  i;$ummer*i»  brighlnesb  hi» ! 


TIIK  EARLY  DEAD. 

If  it  Ite  wid  to  mark  the  IhiwM  with  m^e 
Sink  in  the  halU  of  the  rem(tr<M>leM  tomb, 

('lo*iinjr  the  changes  of  life's  pil<*'rimai;e 

III  the  htill  darkness  of  its  moulderincr  RU^)m: 

(1 !  what  a  shallow  «/it  the  heart  i*i  flunt;. 

When  |>eals  the  requiem  of  the  lovii!  and  youn?! 

Thi'V  to  whii«ie  bo<o;n<.  like  the  dawn  of  uprini; 

To  the  unfiildin-;:  ImiiI  anil  S4-ente«l  nisc*, 
CiiniiM  the  pun*  l're'ihne>s  aje  can  never  bring. 

Anil  lilU  the  spirit  with  a  rich  repi>se, 
How  shall  wr  l.iy  I  hem  in  t!ieir  final  rent, 
IIiiw  pile  the  tIimN  np<in  their  wii^tintr  bnnist? 

Life  i>|»eMelh  !»rij:htly  to  their  ardent  caw; 

\  ultriins  p.»nii»  •iit-*  on  the  i;iiri;i><iU4  skv ; 
<>"er  ihf  broad  worM  hii|M'\  '<ini)e  incessant  plav-*. 

And  "M-iMie'i  i»f  iN'iuty  will  the  ein-h.iiiliNl  eye: 
n>tw  Hid  to  brrak  the  virion,  and  lo  folil 
K  I'll  litVleoH  firm  in  drill's  einbracini;  mould  ! 

Vi  I  thit  !■*  lifi' !     To  mark  fro-n  day  to  day, 
VtMifli.  in  the  fri'-ihne**  of  it«  m«>nnn;  prime, 

IVt^-i.  Iikf  till*  amhi'iii  of  a  bnvzi*  awav. 

>^itikiii^  in  w.ives  of  death  ere  chill'd  by  time  I 

Kre  vi-l  1 1. irk  viMf^i  on  the  warm  chtvk  had  shed 

Autniinal  iiiiMew  o'er  the  ri»se-like  nnl ! 

And  yet  w!i  ii  inoiirniT.  th'»ii-^h  the  pen<ivr  eve 
He  di'iily  th<iii.Thtfnl  in  it^  burning  lrar«. 


But  should  with  rapturp  fmxr  apon  tbr  A7     **vf 
Throu;;h  whose  f*r  defithn  the  •(«ne'»  •  -  { 
Tfirrr  Kleaniit  Pti>nirtl  o*rr  their  ways  arv  f  .*(. 
Who  f.iile  fromeanh  while  \  rC  tht  ir  j  ( 


THF:  .'<IfiN>  'IF  GOD. 

I  M«RK*ii  the  Sprint*  9*  »he  p«mM  akmr. 
With  hiT  e\e  of  Inrht.  anil  tker  lip  oi  fK.z. 
Wli!li-«.hi'*t--!i- in  |HMCfii*iTfhesrFrnr»!*>  •  •"* 
WInli*  till*  •'triMMH  jspran^  tHil  frnm  !h*T  i-i  • 
The  b«ld*  Ih'IiI  Inw  tn  the  bfi-rxr"*  mirh. 
Ainl  thi'ir  lireath  winl  f-irth  111  ibr  mcn.ir    -• 
Whi'ii  l!»e  tii-liU  Iimk'd  fre*h  in  their  ••mr*'.  •'■ 
And  till'  yiM;ri»  di-w»  »b',ii  nn  ihr  rjrii -*•-"-  - 

Thi"  s«"i*ne  w.i*  «-h  iii;*n!.      It  wi^  Autu-n-.'*  1 
A  fro^t  bad  di«<'<*l  mr'tl  thf  «uinnier  U^a,  •. 

;  Tiie  blt'<t  w-iil'il  xad  iiii-l  the  wifhrr*.!  mta  'v 
Th«*  re-qier  st.Ktd  niu-iii^  by  eathrr'd  »*'.*-4  -» 

\  The  mellow  [ni-nn  of  thi*  rainUtw  « •«(>*« 
W.i<  !»tirr'il  l»v  t'li'  '.•mn  !  -if  !h«*  n*irc  *  -•  . 
And  I  kni'w'iy  thi-rl-tuil — ''v  Ihr  »i!  I  »  ■ 
Til  it  Winter  dffw  ii»Mr  with  h:*  ri'-kcm*  tji 
I  sti»'»il  b\  till*  in-ran;  i!»  water*  fo'I'J 
In  thi'ir  eli.inji'fiil  UmuIv  ••!   ».Y*i*thirr  *:; "  r  • 
Aiiil  day  liMik'il  il>>wn  with  it*  riiJiAnf  t.   •'*. 
When-  the  |ilii<*  wa^r*  diiii'ril   nniriil  a  v.    ^ 
Thi'  vhipo  went  ftirth  nn  the  ir^rklr^  nrw. 
Thi'ir  white  wins*  pl.uM  in  fhr^tiixx*  ^'--tt* 
Tliiir  pri»W4  ni«lii*d  on  mid  th^  y^rw*\  tn~> 
While  the  wanilererwa*wnip{iM  in  aJrr«'a<-'f  •.-^ 
The  inoimt-iin  firo**  with  it*  loftv  V  -iw 
While  itH  ohadow  wi«  *l*i-pini*  in  rmle*  *»"  -w 
The  mi"t  like  a  irirlind  of  ctorr  lay. 
Where  il4  pmuil  hi-i-jht*  «i*irM  in  th^  a:*  t*i 
The  ea-jle  wt«  then'  on  hin  tjrrltf«>  wine 
And  hi'.  «hrii-k  wi>nl  nji  like  an  nAimnr 
And  he  seem*d.  in  hi*  Munwin!  flifhi.  i«»  n  •* 
A  chant  of  th.ink«.;i%in;^a  hymn  uf  p^i.-^ 

I  I  Mik'i!  i^w  the  arch  of  the  niidnixiiC  ik>^ 
With  it-«i1ifp  ani]  iin^rirrhVdr  mv^lmr* 
The  m<Hin.  niiil  an  e!i»pii-nt  inultitttir 
Of  uniiiinifit'r'il  -tar*,  h*  r  ranv>r  pvfWM^ 
A  cbarin  of  «|ii'p  nn  the  ri'v  fr!l. 
All  1(111: 1  id  ■<  lav  bti^h'il  111  that  Imfc-^linff  •?■  ' . 
Hv  baMiliii;:  lir'Kik<i  wi'n*  the  buiU  gi  rrvi. 
Aihl  till'  wild-!iiril  ilnMrn'd  i.>ri  hi«tl«««r.«  ''^ 

I  otitii'1  whiTe  thi'  dit'jmiiin^  Irmpe^l  pat*"' 
The  Mrmij:  irit**  er.Mn'd  in  tht-  *Hind.r.r     *' 
The  in>irninnn-j  ibvp  with  il«  wnvkj  r.» 
Till'  eliitidH  ii'er<'hadiiw'd  the  mi^hlr  Bar.. 
Till'  \"''\  U'vk\*  WvA  Ii>   the  Mrrsnilrt**  f*>. 
Aii'l  liilU  I'l  thi*  thuM  lff.j*'il  rriilir«l ; 
Till*  li-.'hlnins  biir^l  Ttrlh  im  i(«  frarful  ««* 
Whili'  the  hi'ixens  werr  lit  in  iu  rrJi  ami  ' 

And  hath  nun  the  p-iwer.wiihhi«  pnJraai  *.•« 
Til  ariiii«e  all  natun*  wiih  vtoniw  M  w.U  ' 

II  ith  he  ptiwer  li»  col-Mir  lh«»  ftumnier-H- •«.  — 
Til  allay  the  tem{iesl  when  the  hilb  anp  ^-^  i 
Cm  he  waken  the  •prini*  with  hrr  ft  lU*  m't\ 
C.iM  the  Mini  i;ritw  dm  by  hi*  hffhtr^  K^i*>  * 
Wi'l  hi'  Cii'iie  a^-iin  when  ilrath**  T»lr  it  ••  •! 
Wh<i  then  !>Iiall  dan*  murmur  -TVrr  if   '  < 
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EUTHANASIA, 


Mktr TICKS,  when  on  the  languid  eye 

Life*8  autamn  scenes  grow  dim; 
When  evening's  shadows  veil  the  sky, 

And  Pleasure's  syren  hynm 
Grows  fainter  on  the  tuneless  ear, 
Like  echoes  from  another  sphere. 

Or  dream  of  seraphim, 
It  were  not  sad  to  cast  away 
This  dull  and  cumbrous  load  o(  clay. 

It  were  not  sad  to  feci  the  heart 

Grow  passionless  and  cold ; 
To  feel  those  longing  to  depart 
That  checr'd  the  good  of  old ; 
To  clasp  the  faith  which  looks  on  high, 
Which  fires  the  Christian's  dying  eye, 

And  makes  the  curtain-fold 
That  falls  upon  his  wasting  breast 
The  door  that  leads  to  endless  rest 

It  were  not  lonely  thus  to  lie 

On  that  triumphant  bed, 
Till  the  pure  spirit  mounts  on  high, 

By  white-wing'd  seraphs  led : 
Where  glories  earth  may  never  know 
O'er  "  many  mansions"  lingering  glow. 

In  peerless  lustre  shed ; 
It  were  not  lonely  thus  to  soar. 
Where  sin  and  grief  can  sting  no  more. 

And,  though  the  way  to  such  a  goal 
.  Lies  through  the  clouded  tomb. 
If  on  the  free,  unfetter'd  soul 

There  rest  no  stains  of  gloom. 
How  should  its  aspirations  rise 
Far  through  the  blue,  unpillar'd  skies, 

Up,  to  its  final  home! 
Beyond  the  journeyings  of  the  sun. 
Where  streams  of  living  waters  run. 


AN  INVITATION. 


(i 


They  that  seek  me  early  shall  find  me.'* 


o  X  F.,  while  the  blossoms  of  thy  years  are  brightest, 
Thou  youthful  wanderer  in  a  flowery  maze, 

ome,  while  the  restless  heart  is  bounding  lightest, 
And  joy's  pure  sunbeams  tremble  in  thy  ways; 

oinc,  while  sweet  thoughts,  like  summer-buds  un- 
folding, 
Waken  rich  feelings  in  the  careless  breast, 

VhWe  yet  thy  hand  the  ephemeral  wreath  is  hold- 
Come — and  secure  interminable  rest !  [ing, 

oon  will  the  freshness  of  thy  days  be  over, 

And  thy  free  buoyancy  of  soul  be  flown; 
leasure  will  fold  her  wing,  and  friend  and  lover 

Will  to  the  embraces  of  the  worm  have  gone ; 
hosp  who  now  love  thee  will  have  pass'd  forever. 

Their  looks  of  kindness  will  be  lost  to  thee; 
hou  wilt  need  balm  to  heal  thy  spirit's  fever, 

As  thy  sick  heart  broods  over  years  to  be  f 

omo,  while  the  morning  of  thy  life  is  glowing. 
Ere  the  dim  phantoms  thou  art  chasing  die ; 

re  the  gay  spell  which  earth  is  round  thee  throw- 
Fades,  like  the  crimson  from  a  sunset  sky ;    [ing 


Life  hath  but  shadows,  save  a  promise  given, 
Which  lights  the  future  with  a  fadeless  ray ; 

O,  touch  the  sceptre ! — win  a  hope  in  Heaven  * 
Come,  turn  thy  spirit  from  the  world  away ! 

Then  will  the  crosses  of  this  brief  existence 

Seem  airy  nothings  to  thine  ardent  soul ; — 
And,  shining  brightly  in  the  forward  distance. 

Will  of  thy  patient  race  appear  the  goal : 
Home  of  the  weary ! — where,  in  peace  reposing. 

The  spirit  lingers  in  unclouded  bliss. 
Though  o'er  its  dust  the  curtainM  grave  is  closing. 

Who  would  not,  eor/y,  choose  a  lot  like  this  1 


THE  BURIAL-PLACE  AT  LAUREL  HILL  • 


Hers  the  Ismented  dead  in  dust  shall  lie. 

Life's  lingering  languors  o'er,  its  labours  done. 

Where  waving  boughs,  betwixt  the  earth  and  sky. 
Admit  the  farewell  radiance  of  the  sun. 

Here  the  long  concourse  from  the  murmuring  town. 
With  funeral  pace  and  slow,  shall  enter  in. 

To  lay  the  loved  in  tranquil  silence  down, 
No  more  to  suffer,  and  no  more  to  sin. 

And  in  this  hallow'd  spot,  where  Nature  showers 
Her  summer  smiles  from  fair  and  stainless  skies. 
Affection's  hand  may  strew  her  dewy  flowers. 

Whose  fragrant  incense  from  the  grave  shall  rise. 

* 

And  here  the  impressive  stone,  engraved  with  words 
Which  grief  sententious  gives  to  marble  pale. 

Shall  teach  the  heart;  while  waters,  leaves,  and  birds 
Make  cheerful  music  in  the  passing  gale. 

Say,  wherefore  should  we  weep,  and  wherefore  pour 
On  scented  airs  the  unavailing  sigh — 

While  sun-bright  waves  are  quivering  to  the  shore. 
And  landscapes  blooming — ^that  the  loved  most 
die? 

There  is  an  emblem  in  this  peaceful  scene; 

Soon  rainbow  colours  on  the  woods  will  fidl, 
And  autumn  gusts  bereave  the  hills  of  green. 

As  sinks  the  year  to  meet  its  cloudy  pall. 

Then,  cold  and  pale,  in  distant  vistas  round. 
Disrobed  and  tuneless,  all  the  woods  will  stand. 

While  the  chain'd  streams  are  silent  as  the  ground. 
As  Death  hacfnumb'd  them  with  his  icy  hand. 

Yet,  when  the  warm,  soft  winds  shall  rise  in  spring, 
Like  struggling  daybeams  o'er  a  blasted  heath. 

The  bird  return'd  shall  poise  her  golden  wing. 
And  liberal  Nature  break  the  spell  of  Death. 

So,  when  the  tomb's  dull  silence  finds  an  end. 
The  blessed  dead  to  endless  youth  shall  rise. 

And  hear  the  archangel's  thrilling  summons  blend 
Its  tone  with  anthems  from  the  upper  skies. 

There  shall  the  good  of  earth  be  found  at  last. 
Where  dazzling  streams  and  vernal  fields  expand; 

Where  Love  her  crown  attains — her  trials  past — 
And,  fiU'd  with  rapture,  hails  the  «< better  land!" 

•  Near  the  city  of  Philadelphia. 
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A  CONTRAST. 


It  w&b  the  morning  of  a  day  in  spring ; 
The  sun  lookM  glaclneM  from  the  eMtem  sky ; 
liirdi  wore  u{K)n  the  tret'*  and  uii  tlie  wing, 
And  uli  the  air  wan  rich  with  melody ;         [high  ; 
Tike  heaven — the  cahn.  pure  heaven,  waa  bright  on 
Kurtii  laii^ird  InMieath  in  all  its  frriihening  green. 
The  free  hlue  Ktreamn  Hung  an  they  wandered  l)}*, 
And  many  a  i>unny  glaile  and  flowery  Hcenc 
(tjeaiird  out,  like  thoughts  of  youth,  life's  troubled 
vears  lietwet-n. 

The  rose'rt  breath  upon  the  south  wind  eame. 
Ol'l  ;iH  its  wlii4|N'riiiiri«  tlii'  youu:;:  branrhi*i«  KtirrM, 
And  riovvem  for  which  the  |MN>t  hath  no  name; 
AV'hile,  mid  the  blossiims  of  the  grove,  were  heard 
Till'  ri'slieiirt  murmurs  of  the  huinmini^-bird ; 
Wuli^rri  were  danring  in  the  mellow  light ; 
And  jnyourt  notes  nnd  many  a  rhi*erful  word 
Sioli'  on  the  ehurinitl  ear  with  Mieh  delight 
AsvviiitjjoUHort.swiTltout'rtof  mui<ic  heard  atni:;ht. 

T)ie  ni;;htHlew]«  lay  in  the  lmir-o|N*nM  flowrr, 
Likr  hi»)H>H  tliHl  nestle  in  tlu*  \ouihful  Im^ust; 
And  rullb'd  by  the  Ii;{ht  airs  of  the  hour, 
Awiikr  t!ie  pure  laki*  from  its  i!lis>;y  rf>!«t : 
Nliiw  l»lei)(ling  wilh  the  blue  and  distant  west, 
L:iy  till'  dim  wtHHllanil".  and  the  quii-t  i^lfam 
Of  :iiiiU*r-('ioii«l.<<.  likr  i^land4  of  llie  blf>l — 
(ilnriiius  and  briirht,  and  rh:iiii;ing  like  a  driMin. 
And  li'ssening  fai«t  away  U'nrath  the  intfUMT  ln-ain. 

Soncfs  were  uinid  the  valleys  far  and  witle, 
And  oil  tlu*  ;;n>i'n  s!o{)es  and  the  mountains  hish : 
WliiU'.  from  the  sprincing  flowers  on  every  side. 
rpon  Iii4  p:iint(tl  winss.  the  butterfly 
Kiviin'ti.  a  giiy  bliMsom  uf  the  sniHiy  sky ; 
Till*  vi-ihli'  -mile  i>f  joy  was  on  the  s<'ene; 
*Twas  a  bright  \i!<i«in.  but  too  soon  to  die! 
Sprin-j  ni:sy  not  lincrer  in  her  hiIkn  of  creon — 
AutntiiM.  in  -torm  and  shnde  shall  quem'h  thi-  sum- 
mer >hoi'n. 

I  rame  acain.     'Twas  Autumn'ii  stormy  hour: 
The  voire  <if  winds  was  in  tin*  tiiditl  wins!  ; 
Till'  si'n*  li'avrs,  rustling  in  di*s«>rti>d  Iniwrr. 
Wi'f  hurlM  in  (tidies  to  the  miMining  (\tuit\ : 
Dark  rlnuds  were  in  the  wi'-t — and  nil  a*  bliKul, 
The  sun  xlione  thnmi;h  the  hary  atmi>sjihi>re ; 
Whili'  torrent  voiros  liroki'  tlu'  onlitude. 
\V)ii>n'.  stra\inir  bmely.  b<<  with  «>ti'|h(  of  fi'ar. 

I  inarkM  tlie  ile«*|N*iiin7  ifKN)m  whii-h  shrouds  tlie 
d\ins  year. 

T!h*  nillliNl  lake  heaveil  \\ilil!y:  r.i'ar  th**  shore 

II  b"-i-  thi'  reil  It'a\es  of  tip-  «h.ik«Mi  tri'i'. 

^*^|  il  in  ihe  \iolcnt  ni»rth  wind*<  r»--tli'«««  r-iar. 
K':i!  Ii':n<  of  man  u|H»n  lilV'>«  slitniiy  si-.i ! 
l*.ili'  :(ni::mn  Iravr*!  onre  tii  th^'  liri'i"7i»*  fr»'f» 
Thi'v  wa\rd  in!ipriMiiind«u:nmiT'"«ir"Mrn  priPTjr; 
N'lW.  j'vi  n  as  rlotid*  nr  di*w  ho«  f.i»l  llii'v  ibe ; 
^Vr.ik.  rli.in'^in!:  like  theflower»*  in  :nitnnin*s  rhmr. 
As  man  --iinks  down  in  drath.  ehill'd  by  the  toueh 
nf  tin)r ! 

I  markM  thf  piriure — *t  waa  the  chau'^rful  scene 
W  liicli  li<e  hoId«  up  to  the  olisrrvani  eyi* : 


Its  spring,  and  miriiimt,  sad  ili  bovrrv  t/  {-« 
'J'he  streaming  sunlight  of  iU  morvinc  aa^ 
And  the  dark  riouda  of  death,  wbirh  Lr^^  r 
For  uft,  when  life  ia  fmh  and  hope  la  kt  •:< 
Shall  early  sorrow  brvmiha  the  aabsJdra  «^ 
Whili'  age  to  drath  moves  pcac«falH  a^«  <. 
As  on  the  singer**  lip  cipim  the  fnrh'r*  sua^ 


THE  FADED  ONE. 


(lovx  to  the  hlnmber  mhich  maj  ki 

Till  thr  lonil  reijuiem  of  the  world  shal^  •«< 
(loni'!  \%liiTi-  w*  ••lund  thy  still  irpoa*  m  lrw»k 

If.  a  I'liir  m^nMon  through  lotin  jtnn  Ur  ,H 
Whrn*  I  111'  MMrft  irajfs  that  hrrmkl  buJ  aad  i^ja 

I'our  not  thfir  niu^e  nor  tbcir  fra^rmDi  ira 
A  H'ld  in  s«-t  ujNin  thy  buiitling  ^^*— ^m, 

A  Ismd  of  buiehnrM     a  apeU  of  death? 

Vet  *t  wa!«  but  yi'ntrnlay  that  all  bHoiT  ih«v 

Nhmir  ill  tlif  I'rt-^hiH-Na  tti  hlr*a  HK^mr.x  Si 
Joy's  radiEint  >iiii|e  was  playing  bnrAy  or-  :^ 

And  ihy  luiit  fift  imprrMi'd  but  irraal  Am 
Till'  rt^thno  opirit  i-harm'd  thv  aw«vt  ri4«Crwi 

M.ikintc  'lil  UMiit4i>u«  in  youth'^  Mr^irt  r4 
\V|ii|f>  ul.ul^iiiii'  hii|ie  illunir«l  the  onward  J.«l« 

And  lit  wiih  -iiidvainii  thy  riprctanl  Ja^^ 

llow  ha\e  the  snrlands  of  thy  rhikflKM^  «.**» 

.\nd  h«^|s*s  fij^r  iinthem  died  ofun  th#  l-' 
Ih'alli's  I  lonily  ti'in^M'sts  o'rr  thT  wav  ha«e  rit^ 

And  his  strrn  Utlu  havp  hurai  ui  fnrt  !&(««. 
On  thy  pab'  f>>rnbeail  aierps  thr  shadr  lif  r**«. 

Youth's  braideil  wreath  lie«  sCain'd  m  v^rri 
Vet  bKikini;  upManl  in  ila  grief  to  Hraira.      .1 

Lt>ve  should  not  mourn  the*,  ■•««  b  ^ya  s 
trust. 


A  REMKMBRA.VCE. 


sttO* 


I  SKK  thfe  still !  thou  art  not 

Though  tlii«i  i«  inineling  with  thy 
Till*  brokfii  ^iiiiWam  halh  not 

'J' he  fiii.d  rjiiiUiw  on  thr 
In  vi«iiins  of  the  midniahi 

Thine  arrrnts  thnHich  my 
Till  joy's  f.iiid  impulse  biiU 

For,  wra|it  in  thought  I  arr 

I  Mv  thi'e  ^till. — that  cheek  of 

ThiiM'  lip-,  uith  dewj 
Til  at  fi^rrlir.i!  in  srn-fie  rr[«we.^ 

ThiiM-  •"  i:'-!ii  e%r« — I  ■«v  then  ^ti* 
S«ift  M'rapS  !    !^urr  ihnu  art 

Thoii  ijr.ii-f«»i  fc?!:!  this  eanhhr 
An  iiifliii-iicr  «>till  if!  mun«!  mi 

I.iki*  thiiii'. — and  Tet.lhoa  •!•  "^^  w— .» 

rure\%i-ll.  U  Iii%i<tl !    To  moctal 

Thy  MTim-il  chrek  no  mufr  may 
No  ni-iri'  t!ty  smiles  inspire  «lrlifht, 

Fi>r  t!iiiu  art  camt^M  in  thr 
Rich  h.ir^c«t  f«ir  that  rulhleaa 

Which  hath  no  Kmnd  to 
Vrt.  A*  ill  hi>|ii**t  uneloojfd 

Throiiril  in  mv  heart,  I  m 


PARK  BENJAMIN. 


CBora^UOa] 


The  paternal  ancestors  of  Mr.  B sir jamiit  came 
to  New  England  at  an  early  period  from  Wales. 
His  father,  who  was  a  merchant,  resided  many 
years  at  Demerara,  in  British  Guiana,  where  he 
acquired  a  large  fortune.  There  the  subject  of 
this  notice  was  bom  in  the  year  1809.  When  he 
was  about  three  years  old,  in  consequence  of  a 
severe  illness  he  was  brought  to  this  country, 
under  the  care  of  a  faithful  female  guardian,  and 
here,  except  during  a  few  brief  periods,  he  has 
since  resided.  The  improper  medical  treatment  to 
which  he  had  been  subjected  in  Demerara  pre- 
vented his  complete  restoration  under  the  more 
skilful  physicians  of  New  England,  and  he  has 
been  lame  from  his  childhood ;  but  I  believe  his 
genersd  health  has  been  uniformly  good  for  many 
years. 

While  a  boy  he  was  sent  to  an  excellent  school 
in  the  rural  village  of  Colchester,  in  Connecticut 
At  twelve  he  was  removed  to  New  Haven,  where 
he  resided  three  years  in  his  father's  family,  afler 
which  he  was  sent  to  a  private  boarding  school 
near  Boston,  in  which  he  remained  until  he  en- 
tered Harvard  College,  in  1825.  He  left  this 
venerable  institution  before  the  close  of  his  second 
academic  year,  in  consequence  of  a  protracted  and 
painful  illness,  and  on  his  recovery  entered  Wash- 
ington College,  at  Hartford,  then  under  the  presi- 
dency of  the  Right  Reverend  Thomas  C.  Bnowx- 
KLL,  now  Bishop  of  Connecticut  He  was  gradu- 
ated in  1829,  with  the  highest  honours  of  his 
class. 

In  1830,  Mr.  Bks^jamiit  entered  the  Law 
School  at  Cambridge,  at  that  time  conducted  by 
Mr.  Justice  Story  and  Professor  Ash  mux.  He 
pursued  his  legal  studies  with  much  industry  for 
a  considerable  period  at  this  seminary,  but  finished 
the  acquirement  of  his  profession  at  New  Haven, 
under  Chief  Justice  Daooett  and  Professor 
Hitchcock.  He  was  admitted  to  the  Connecti- 
cut bar  in  1833,  and  removing  soon  afler  to  Bos- 
ton, the  residence  of  his  relatives  and  friends,  he 
was  admitted  to  the  courts  of  Massachusetts,  as 
attorney  and  counsellor  at  law  and  solicitor  in 
chancery. 

His  disposition  to  devote  his  time  to  literature 
prevented  his  entering  upon  the  practice  of  his 
profession,  and  on  the  death  of  Enwix  Bcckivg- 
HAM,  one  of  its  original  editors,  I  believe  he  be- 
came connected  with  the  "  New  England  Maga- 
zine." In  1836  that  periodical  was  joined  to  the 
«*  American  Monthly  Magazine,"  published  in 
New  York,  and  edited  by  Charles  F.  Hoffman, 
and  Mr.  Bexjamitt  was  soon  after  induced  to  go 
to  reside  permanently  in  that  city.  By  unfortu- 
nate investments,  and  the  calamities  in  which  so 
many  were  involved  in  that  period,  he  had  lost 
most  of  his  patrimonial  property,  and  the  remainder 
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of  it  he  now  invested  in  a  publishing  establish 
ment ;  but  the  commercial  distress  of  the  time,  by 
which  many  of  the  wealthiest  houses  were  over- 
thrown, prevented  the  realization  of  his  expecta- 
tions, and  the  business  was  abandoned.  He  pur- 
chased, I  believe,  near  the  close  of  the  year  1837, 
the  "American  Monthly  Magazine,"  and  for 
about  two  years  conducted  it  with  much  ability ; 
but  by  giving  to  some  of  the  later  numbers  of  it 
a  political  character,  its  prosperity  was  destroyed, 
and  he  relinquished  it  to  become  associated  with 
Mr.  Horace  Gbkelet  in  the  editorship  of  the 
"New  Yorker,"  a  popular  weekly  periodical,  de- 
voted to  literature  and  politics.  In  1840  several 
weekly  gazettes  of  unprecedented  size  were  esta- 
blished in  New  York,  and  rapidly  attained  a  great 
circulation.  With  the  most  prominent  of  these  he 
was  connected,  and  his  writings  contributed  largely 
to  its  success. 

In  both  prose  and  verse  Mr.  Bbitjamiit  has 
been  a  very  prolific  author.  His  rhythmical  com- 
pontions  would  fill  many  volumes.  They  are 
generally  short  «  A  Poem  on  the  Contemplation 
of  Nature,"  read  before  the  classes  of  Washington 
College,  on  the  day  of  his  graduation ;  «  Poetry,  a 
Satire,"  published  in  1843,  and  "Infatuation,  a 
Satire,"  published  in  1845,  are  the  longest  of  his 
printed  works.  He  has  written  several  dramatic 
pieces,  of  which  only  firagments  have  been  given 
to  the  public 

There  have  not  been  many  successful  American 
satires.  Trumbull's  "  Progress  of  Dulness"  and 
"  McFingal,"  are  the  best  that  had  been  produced 
at  the  close  of  the  Revolution.  Frensau,  Hop- 
kins, Dwight,  Alsop,  Cliffton,  and  others, 
attempted  this  kind  of  writing  with  various  suc- 
cess, but  none  of  them  equalled  Trumbull.  More 
recently  Fessekdbn,  Verplanck,  Pibrpont, 
Halleck,  Holmbs,  Ward,  Osborn,  and  Bbn- 
JAMIN,  have  essayed  it  Halleck*s  "Fanny" 
and  "Epistles"  are  witty,  spirited  and  playfiil, 
but  local  in  their  application.  The  "Vision  of 
Rulista"  has  felicitous  passages,  and  shows  that 
its  author  is  a  scholar,  but  it  is  cumbrous  and  oc- 
casionally coarse.  Mr.  Benjamin's  satires  are 
lively,  pointed,  and  free  firom  malignity  or  licen- 
tiousness. 

In  some  of  his  shorter  poems,  Mr.  BBifjAxiir 
has  shown  a  quick  perception  of  the  ridiculous; 
in  others,  warm  affections  and  a  meditative  spirit ; 
and  in  more,  gayety.  His  poems  are  adorned  with 
apposite  and  pretty  fancies,  and  seem  generally  to 
be  expressive  of  actual  feelings.  Some  of  his  hu- 
mourous  pieces,  as  the  sonnet  entitled  « Sport," 
which  is  quoted  in  the  following  pages,  are  happily 
expressed,  but  his  style  is  genmJly  more  like  that 
of  an  improvisator  than  an  artist  He  rarely 
makes  use  of  the  burnisher. 
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Ufhiitit.  Gl  y  ur  mira  iCiuul  ihe  IMAt  and  oM,  I  Hq,  mill  i)w-  rmiUH 
1.P1  ihrm l>iim in  hriUmhlnfiUKlfmie'nthecolJl  |  My  uul!  whrii  It 
1i>'ttlii-iiinl.irir:  ihou^h    monrl,  i  drop  will  impvt  '■   Atr  tiMiin!  hi;!h.  ^ 


Sa«  PARK   BENJAMIN. 

COLD,  I  THE  STOBSiy  FETKEL 

••fliilillhli>l»l«laniil5ili.i)K>wmi>frtK|iaai>D<      TbI*  W  the  bird  that  nrrfp*  o'*Tlb  (n- 
Ihe  bliKHl  cf  itu  bnv«."--Juurii  MroLiuK. 

U'tRTK  Uvuura  tikf  filler  70  nobit  iiul  fnit  1      ! 

Pp<^d  Uie  wealthuf  the  world  to  utcrruryourM-  . 

PilrD|iTOurU-in|it>'-<i>f  maibk.uiJmiv        [tito; 

CDliimii'  aii.1  <l.>riH-«.  ihnt  tbe  people  may  Kaie  Prut«rt«  hn  yaunj  ib  lb*  q 

Anil  wondrc  al  V^iily.  *.  p.n!r..u.ly  J.owll  Bild»  of  the  •«.  they  l^riM  b  «hi^^ 

By  «il.jn-t<  ThA-  '^  '     ■^  ,1  ■■  ■  Vr,  -  ..n  lii«  Ihroiw.      „„  ^^^  ^^  „f  ,1,^  „„  _,  ^  ^  ^ 

I.;i.i.Ji  aii.l  >mii,ii„l,T— for  «Uy  .Uuld  yp  •»»•         I   JbrT  nin  and  diw.  and  IW  wMI  ^  «i 

-Th.--K™i.iril..|..>.rai,d  .l..ril.,-bnive!         Wliire  th.- ,I.U»fi»«foa»  ^1^  "Wl^* -i 

]l'">iir  wn<'  rmsti-d  with  gwnt  And  uiwiiii  thp  fom  W  dM  atMH^Bk  pt 

V.i'T     -'  prarla  on  your      l.ilw  i^hnnti-Mi  .tiij*  iImt  aoM  »ai  miL 

I     ■  .....i.lo   [hima;      All^.r-niir  in.  fi- from  UoJ. 

Ttie  iii>ri.„i  .l.iM  ul   otr.>[.i,-al  .liy  !  j    \vi,m  id-  .i..™-tins  "*■  ■!•«*  ""J  F"^ 

Tlii.Lijli  fr,>rri  ill,'  liiijlil  of  Ih.'  filhi.mlMa  miiM  ^^^r  m-.ni."  —  -  ih-  (rtM  nMVt 

T.".  .'  ^-/' J">"f  hiijuurtlo  Aina,  Th*  f.ih»ml«.  "i.« -ilk  itrtilT  tn*. 

'  Ami  a  tirrlmi  win^  and  a  ilaunllt^  fenw* 
.  Withoal  a  hamc  w  a  hupr  iif  irat. 
!  and  lull  of  life, 
11  Ihr  hilUisa  u(  n«r  and  •< 

.   !  hi;!h.  snd  thr  hratrnl*  Muv 

^cwriHiiuraiiditinulhlallKlimbaiullhrlinrt:   ^   j.  i|,niu,lid  lie  tapiiun  uf  »m>n  hi^- 
YMItadtnotlhriranruuih.TflufM'l  nntttiHr  pain,  !   j,i],p  ii,,  |vir^l  uLrt-liii«  ,>'<-t  I^.itm  aed  lu 
V<iurbra>l<arf  iiirtlunlolbewindaiidllienuii—      Uawaid  and  upward  punur  ihr  «•«  ; 
M««t  wMi-hpt  like  Uuse  of  jouf  tharily  ciaW        1 

-IVaHvnluflhrpMrandtliBblaadaflhttitaTe!"  *~~ 

An  aliny  «.«» uul  in  tha  man.',  rarly  liichl,  {  THE   N  ATTILL'S. 

Ti'ii  tbuumid  my  MilJisr*  f^uipp'd  tor  ihe  fi^l ; 
All  aniiy  ftmwa  houip  al  iha  doaing  iif  ihy  i 
(I,  wlii'w  irr    hei    haoilfra,  Ibrii  RoodlV  ftmjl 
Yi'  wiil.>iri  an>l  urphaiK.  braait  not  to  land— 
Yuur  KTOaiia  may   inbilli-r  (he  fniil  nf  Iht  pmnl ; 
T.I  win  fiir  their  .L.rv.  did  Ihe  wild  haltlr  ravr. 
-  TIk-  fweat  i-T  the  ;»>r  aibl  Ihr  Mnd  of  Ute  braie." 
O'lM !  snld !  In  .U  a^M  dv  f  iirnr  at  nunklml. 
Thy  frtli-n  are  f.irjiil  Kir  Ihe  Miut  ami  ihe  mtiul: 
The  liinli*  nixy  la-  (n-r  a'  Ihe  winexd*  u  hinl. 
Ami  (ht-  ininil  Iw  the  •l.ivr  at  n  lihik  ami  a  Wiiid. 
T-i  niiii  th'-e.  men  hmnrt  et«niljr'«  ero«n, 
Yii-M  h><ii<Hir.  BlTirtinn  and  ladbii  triionn. 
Aii:l  nunele  like  rmn  wiih  lifi''n««in-rii«!iin^  wavr 
■■Thenwealdf  the  ji.wir  and  the  blml  nf  ihr  brave." 


r*      .!..,— .t,-    TTrt^wrf.  r,-!..—*  With  thr  fcbyqmwiairflwmwIiBliipl 

i7i   r  V      r  I      ■  ■  Ami  marinei-aprila^.  aiiaai^  h«B^' 

V  leirliil  lii«r» — wi'li  a«  1;it»i'V  leihl*  j,^_^  ^  Mtrti  ami  nam  till  ^M  iubbli  !■••■' 

r..b.\Ii.t «..,,- ...I  »«rfl  •-n-ri-';^  .\„,  «he,e.l«  -he  r.  m  Ihe  d,^  wM^..- 

r>lhe«im«l<r.-er<-l<iilhn*lhil  A.minjiuir.  " 

Aii.l.  t).  tli.il  lip.  anl  rhe<-k,  and  (irebe^l  fur.  tl.  the  •rlfuue  hind  ihd  h  >Ui  IW  rhaia 

t    >  —.1  ■  oil  (lie  rxntn-*  — ihal  hfifh    »nile,  M'bieli  the  nnmi  !•■«*•  •»  Th*  rarfc*  mm— 

ri.''ii^'aim':>JT  rtliineeiiveiall!  Wbi.h  SinrN  fnnn  llle  «n<ck  skB  dw  k^ 
< »  .  rlj.'tl  llimi  -I-Lte.  vmiiiE  iiTti>l.  trt  l<ei;>iite  nie>, 

n.-  ffwr  ..f  till  rr,-.i,.  arwl  tn  ihrill  An/ 

|..,.,.,v  vn-r  in  ii|.-«he«  nf  dehdhi—  Hir. 

■'■• >'.Mi.>'ii-...i~'...ii. '.,.r4lbi»p>.a!>t.  ni).ri.:1il^  An. 


Tat  Nautilu* 

»er  Im 

e.1.1   Blidr 

I'pnn  Ihe  rn~* 

nf  Ihr  rxliiint  tide. 

When  Ihe  .kv 

■  elei 

and  Ihe  .a«-  i.  Jri. 

l,i»k  o»er  the 

•nfiw 

aWelv  Mjtit! 

Vni]  mar  «it< 

watrh  tnr  man*  a  u 

And  never  tee 

Niiililu*  all  Ihr  aihik. 

Till,  jmt  a>  v« 

r  (itieoee  i*  nearh  b«. 

the  Minlich!  U..-J- 

•■Sai1h.>r  art.) 

«hiTh 

Whal  a  run..!! 

thiiK 

■he  ha*  nBt*d  f"  a  ■ 

■■  Ah-v !  ah.n 

d.<n' 

tn-j  hear  oar  hmi  '" 

ll«i*  t)ie  hreeu 

1*.- 

"         '        1               1 

The  «.«1  .hi|. 

\.«1. 

Sjilme  riirr  t) 

t.*l 

of  the  rl*rid  «: 

Ami  Ih^nuh  J 

■will 

.rmi^»V«r 

1  nnild  lell  hir 

hu>la 

Ith  the  ttawir  of  m 

V™,  1  .onde, 

.her 

Na:iii!«.  «n  1.  W 
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TO  ONE  BELOVED. 

I. 
Ykabs,  yean  have  pass'd, 
detest,  since  I  heard  thy  voice's  tone, 
thou  wouldst  be  mine  and  mine  alone ; 
Dark  years  have  cast 
hadows  on  me,  and  my  brow  no  more 
with  the  happy  light  that  once  it  wore. 

My  heart  is  sere, 

if  toss'd  upon  the  autumnal  gale ; 
riy  rose-hues  of  my  life  are  pale, 
Its  garden  drear, 
er  deserted,  for  my  singing  bird 
its  dim  retreats  no  more  is  heard. 

0,  trust  them  not 

ly  that  I  have  long  forgotten  thee, 

1  now  thou  art  not  dear  to  me ! 

Though  far  my  lot 

line,  and  though  Time's  onward  rolling  tide 

iver  bear  me,  dearest,  to  thy  side. 

I  would  forget, 

'.  strive  in  vain — in  dreams,  in  dreams 

Itance  of  thy  glance  upon  me  beams: — 

No  star  has  met 

e  for  years  whose  beauty  doth  not  shine, 

look  of  speechless  love  is  not  like  thine ! 

The  evening  air — 

tness  of  the  floweret's  fragrant  death — 

lot  so  sweetly  to  me  as  thy  breath ; 

The  moonlight  fair 

wy  waste  sleeps  not  with  sweeter  ray, 

ly  clear  memory  on  my  heart's  decay. 

I  love  thee  still — 

ihall  love  thee  ever,  and  above 

:hly  objects  with  undying  love. 

The  mountain-rill 

mth  no  surer  flow,  the  far,  bright  sea, 

ly  unchanged  affection  flows  to  thee. 

ir. 
A  year  has  flown, 
,rt*8  best  ancjel,  since  to  thee  I  strung 

1,  poetic  lyre — since  last  I  sung. 
In  faltering  tone, 

3  undying:  though  in  all  my  dreams 
tiles  have  lingcrM,  like  the  stars  in  streams. 

On  ruiBed  wing, 

jrm-tossM  bird,  that  year  has  sped  away 

J  shadowVl  past,  and  not  a  day 

To  me  could  bring 

r  joys  like  those  I  knew  of  yore, 

m,  and  noon,  and  night,  a  sorrow  bore. 

Alas,  for  Time ! 
his  sickle  reaps  the  harvest  fair 
es  that  hlossom'd  in  the  summer  air 
Of  youth's  sweet  clime ; 
vcs  to  bloom  the  deeply-rooted  tree 
thou  ha.st  planted,  deathless  Memory ! 

Beneath  its  shade 

and  mu^e  alone — while  daylight  dies, 
ng  its  dolphin  hues  in  western  skies, 
And  when  they  fade. 


And  when  the  moon,  of  fairy  stan  the  queen, 
Waves  her  tnmtparent  wand  o'er  all  the  icene ; 

I  seek  the  vale, 
And,  while  inhaling  the  mose-roee's  breath, — 
(Lees  sweet  than  thine,  unmatch'd  Elizabbth  !) 

A  vision,  pale 
As  the  far  robee  of  seraphs  in  the  night. 
Rises  before  me  with  supernal  light 

I  seek  the  mount. 
And  there,  in  closest  commune  with  the  blue. 
Thy  spiritual  glances  meet  my  view. 

I  seek  the  fount : 
And  thou  art  my  Eobria,  and  the  glade 
Encircling  it  around  is  holier  made. 

I  seek  the  brook : 
And,  in  the  silver  shout  of  waters,  hear 
Thy  merry,  melting  tones  salute  mine  ear : 

And,  in  the  look 
Of  lilies  floating  from  the  flowery  land. 
See  something  s<^  and  stainless  as  thy  hand. 

All  things  convey 
A  likeness  of  my  early,  only  love- 
All  fairest  things  around,  below,  above : 

The  foamy  spray 
Over  the  billow,  and  the  bedded  pearls. 
And  the  light  flag  the  lighter  breeze  unfurls. 

For,  in  the  grace 
As  well  as  in  the  beauty  of  the  sea, 
I  find  a  true  similitude  to  thee ; 

And  I  can  trace 
Thine  image  in  the  loveliness  that  dwells 
Mid  inland  forests  and  sequester'd  dells. 

I  am  thine  own. 
My  dearest,  though  thou  never  mayst  be  mine ; 
I  would  not  if  I  could  the  band  untwine 

Around  me  thrown — 
Since  first  I  breathed  to  thee  that  word  of  fire^ 
Re-echo'd  now,  how  feebly !  by  my  lyre. 

Love,  constant  love ! 
Age  cannot  quench  it — like  the  primal  ray 
From  the  vast  fountain  that  supplies  the  day, 

Far,  far  above 
Our  cloud-encircled  region,  it  will  flow 
As  pure  and  as  eternal  in  its  glow. 

O,  when  I  die 
(If  until  then  thou  mayst  not  drop  a  tear) 
We^  then  for  one  to  whom  thou  wert  most  dear; 

To  whom  thy  sigh, 
Denied  in  life,  in  death,  if  fondly  given, 
Will  seem  the  sweetest  incense-air  of  heaven ! 

III. 

Dost  thou  not  turn. 
Fairest  and  sweetest,  from  the  flowery  way 
On  which  thy  feet  are  treading  every  day. 

And  seek  to  learn 
Tidings,  sometimes,  of  him  who  loved  thee  well- 
More  than  his  pen  can  write  or  tongue  can  tell  1 

Gaze  not  thine  eyes 
(O,  wild  and  lustrous  eyes,  ye  were  my  fate !) 
Upon  the  lines  he  fashion'd  not  of  late, 

But  when  the  skies 
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Of  joj  were  oTer  him,  and  he  was  blcM*d 
That  he  could  sing  of  treMuree  he  poaMM*d  1 

Treasures  more  dear 
Than  ^\d  in  iiifl[(>i«i,  or  Imrimric  pilea 
Of  pearU  and  diamonds,  thy  most  precious  smiles! 

Brintc,  brinj;  me  here, 
0,  ruthlom  Time,  some  of  those  treasures  now, 
Aikl  print  a  hundri'd  wrinkles  on  my  brow. 

Make  me  jn'ow  old 
Hofore  mv  vesrs  are  manv — take  awav 

•      •  •  • 

iiealtli.  youth,  ambition — let  my  strength  decay. 

My  mind  lie  iM>ld 
To  \tp  the  slave  of  nome  strange,  barren  lore^— 
Oulv  thdse  trcaAurci*  to  mv  heart  reMtore! 

Ah!  I  implore 
A  hewn  tliiit  cannot  1m*,  a  blosjiing  flown 
Trito  a  Ttwhn  »o  distant  from  my  own, 

Tliut,  could  I  sojir 
On  on  sir's  wiiiir>».  it  still  would  l»e  afar. 
As  if  I  strove  by  fli.;ht  to  reach  a  star! 

The  future  vast 
Dt'fore  nil'  lifiH  majestic  utreiM  on  hish. 
Which  I  muAt  stand  upon  before  I  die! 

For.  in  the  )r&tt 
liove  buried  lien ;  uiid  nolhinir  lives  but  fame 
To  H])eak  unto  the  coming  age  my  race  and  name. 


I 


THE  TIRED  HUNTER. 


Rk*t  thee,  old  hunter!  the  evening  cool 

Will  sweotlv  breathe  on  thv  heated  brow, 
Thy  doirn  will  lap  of  the  shady  |m>o1  ; 

Thi^u  art  very  we:iry — O,  rent  thee  now ! 
'I'iiou  hast  waiiderM  f:ir  thnnieh  mazy  wihmIs, 

Thou  h:i<t  troiMenthebnjrhi-plnmeii  hi  nis*  retreat. 
Thou  hast  bniken  in  on  their  iM-»lituiles,— 

O,  qive  some  rest  to  thy  tiretl  feet ! 

Thert^'fl  ni>t  a  no.ik  in  the  fort'-tt  wide 

Xor  n  lenfy  di-ll  uiikniiwn  to  thee; 
Thy  step  h:ir«  Invn  where  ni>  «»ouiiil<.  l»e*ido 

The  rustle  of  wiuff^  in  tl»e  shelliTini;  tree. 
The  sharp,  clear  cry  of  l]w  startlrd  eanie. 

The  wiiuPs  low  murmur,  the  tetn|ie«il*!i  roar, 
Thi*  bay  that  tollowM  t>iy  iruii'«  snrr  aim, 

Ot  thy  whi-itle  slirill,  witi*  heard  N*fore. 

riiiMi  n-^t  thiv  I — thy  wifi*  in  her  mltairiMlrtor, 

ShatliufT  her  t\r-*  l"ri»Mi  ihr  "nir-*  keen  ray, 
PeiTi  into  the  forest  beyond  the  inivir. 

To  hail  thy  coniini;  ere  fall  of  day;— 
Tltit  thou  art  a  score  i>f  mile*  from  home. 

And  the  hues  i»f  thr  kiuiilinT  aiiturnn  leave* 
(irow  brown  in  the  shulim-  •»f  evi'tin»i:*s  diMue, 

An.l  Hwinc:  to  the  rush  of  the  fre^henin(^  brreie. 

T!:  Ml  must  even  re-^t !  fir  thou  ean«*t  not  tread 

Fill  yii:i  -^t  ir  in  the  z.rnith  of  milniirhl  ijlows, 
And  a  si|i;»lnre  li;ht  over  earth  is  -pn'ad. 

The  ]i!ai*e  where  t!iy  wife  and  bain**  n«po«», 
K.-t  thi'i'  a  while — an!  then  journry  on 

Thrnujli  the  wi.lf  fiire^t,  and  ovrr  the  moor: 
TiiiMi  eall  to  thy  dvjs.  and  tire  thv  mm. 

Aii'l  II  tajN-r  will  iiltMm  fro^n  thy  cotta^enloiir ! 


I 


THE  DEPARTED. 

Tbe  departed!  thedrpvtcd! 

They  visit  us  in  dmnsi. 
And  they  glide  above  oar 

Like  shadows  over 
But  where  the  cheeifui  li^tt  ti  h^Ki* 

In  con«>tant  lustre  bum. 
The  depirted.  the  defiarifd 

Can  never  mote  return ! 

The  eood.  the  brave,  the  brsutif.!, 

Huw  dri'amliiMt  i#  their  •lre\K 
Where  rolls  tlie  diri;i>like  mu«ie 

Of  the  eviT-tti*«ing  drrp ! 
Or  where  the  hurr>inK  nisht-wir^:» 

Pule  winter's  mlini  ha«e  spread 
AlM>ve  their  narrow  {ulscv*. 

In  the  cities  of  the  dead  * 

I  look  arouml  snd  ferl  the  awe 

Of  one  »ho  w^lks  jil-»iir 
Amitntr  the  wreck*  of  former  day*. 

In  mimrnt'ul  niiti  »irown ; 
I  start  to  hear  the  sti mn?  sounds 

A  moil u  the  r\  pre**  lr*>r«. 
For  the  \oiri»  of  ihe  drparl«^ 

Is  Ihime  u|Mm  the  brerir. 

That  solemn  vniee  ?  it  mincie*  witii 

Each  frre  and  randiitii  atrain; 
I  scarce  cjkn  think  earth's  nuAttrrlfV 

Will  cheer  my  heart  a^ain. 
The  melody  of  numnH'r  warf«. 

The  thrilling  notes  t»f  binls. 
Can  never  1m*  so  di>ar  to  mr 

As  their  reinenilier'd  wonla. 


I  sometimes  dream  their 

Still  iMi  nie  NMivtU  fall. 
Their  ti>nes  of  li>vr  I  faintlv 

m 

Mv  name  in  Mdneas  ralL 
I  kn>tw  ili.it  thi'y  sre  happy. 

With  thi-ir  angel-plumiTe  on. 
Hut  my  liiMfl  i»  very  ile«olalr 

To  think  th.it  thev 


I  AM  NOT  t^LD. 

I  A«r  Tint  old — thoiish  yearv  have 

Thi'ir  sliiiiIiiM%  iin  my  way; 
I  u'li  ipit  i»lil — thiiu.;h  youth  has  poia'd 

Oil  ripi'l  ^^iii.*"  AMSV. 
For  in  mv  heart  a  founts  n  fl-t«r«. 
Ami  round  it  pleasant  thnuvhts  rrpast; 
Am!  synip.it  1 1  irs  and  fcrlmcs  hich. 
Spring  like  the  stars  on  eTrmnf'a  skf. 

I  am  n«it  oM — Tinw  miy  have  set 

"  111*  »ii:r.i*t  on  my  bn^w." 
All.!  »'i'nf  f.iiiit  furr  >w»  fhi*rr  have 

Whi'h  run*  miy  deeprn  n»»w: 
Vet  \'*\v.  f.iiid  ]<i\e.  a  rhap!et  wc 
fM'  fn-oh.  yiiiiu  >>ui!s  and  «mlant  haias; 
And  si  ill  in  fjuey  I  can  twine 
Thixi^f lit,  swi^t  as  flowers,  that  mmn  wen 
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THE  DOVE'S  ERRAND. 

Under  cover  of  the  night, 
Feather'd  darlmg,  take  your  flight  I 
Lest  some  cruel  archer  fling 
Arrow  at  your  tender  wing, 
And  your  white,  unspotted  side 
Be  with  crimson  colour  died  :— 
For  with  men  who  know  not  love 
You  and  I  are  living.  Dove. 

Now  I  bind  a  perfumed  letter 
Round  your  neck  with  silken  fetter; 
Bear  it  safely,  bear  it  well. 
Over  mountain,  lake,  and  dell. 
While  the  darkness  is  profound 
You  may  fly  along  the  ground. 
But  when  morning's  herald  sings, 
Mount  ye  on  sublimer  wings ; 
Hi^h  in  heaven  pursue  your  way 
Till  the  fading  light  of  day. 
From  the  palace  of  the  west. 
Tints  with  fleckering  gold  your  breast, 
Shielded  from  the  gaze  of  men, 
You  may  stoop  to  earth  again. 

Stay,  then,  feathered  darling,  stay, 
Pause,  and  look  along  your  way : 
Well  I  know  how  fast  you  fly. 
And  the  keenness  of  your  eye. 
By  the  time  the  second  eve 
Comes,  your  journey  you'll  achieve, 
And  above  a  gentle  vale 
Will  on  easy  pinion  sail. 
In  that  vale,  with  dwellings  strown, 
One  is  standing  all  alone : 
White  it  rises  mid  the  leaves. 
Woodbines  clamber  o'er  its  eaves, 
And  the  honeysuckle  falls 
Pendant  on  its  silent  walls. 
'T  is  a  cottage,  small  and  fair 
As  a  cloud  in  summer  air. 

By  a  lattice,  wreathed  with  flowers 
Such  as  link  the  dancing  hours, 
Sitting  in  the  twilight  shade, 
Envied  dove,  behold  a  maid  ! 
Locks  escaped  from  sunny  band. 
Cheeks  reclined  on  snowy  hand, 
Looking  sadly  to  the  sky, 
Sh«»  will  meet  your  searching  eye. 
Fear  not,  doubt  not,  timid  dove. 
You  have  found  the  home  of  love ! 
8he  will  fold  you  to  her  breast — 
Serar  as  have  not  purer  rest ; 
She  your  weary  plumes  will  kiss— 
JSeraphs  have  not  sweeter  bliss ! 
Tremble  not,  my  dove,  nor  start. 
Should  you  feel  her  throbbing  heart ; 
Joy  has  made  her  bright  eye  dim — 
Well  she  knows  you  came  from  him, 
Him  she  loves.     O,  luckless  star! 
He  from  her  must  dwell  afar. 

From  your  neck  her  Angers  fine 
Will  the  silken  string  untwine ; 
Reading  then  the  words  I  trace, 
Blushes  will  suffuse  her  face ; 


To  her  lips  the  lines  she'll  press. 
And  again  my  dove  caress. 
Mine,  yes,  mine — 0,  would  that  I 
Could  on  rapid  pinions  fly ! 
Then  I  should  not  send  you,  dove. 
On  an  errand  to  my  love : 
For  I  'd  brave  the  sharpest  gale, 
And  along  the  tempest  sail ; 
Caring  not  for  danger  near, 
Hurrying  heedless,  void  of  fear. 
But  to  hear  one  tender  word, 
Breathed  for  me,  my  happy  bird ! 

At  the  early  dawn  of  day. 
She  will  send  you  on  your  way. 
Twining  with  another  fetter 
Round  your  neck  another  letter. 
Speed  ye,  then,  O,  swiftly  speed. 
Like  a  prisoner  neWIy  freed : 
O'er  the  mountain,  o'er  the  vale. 
Homeward,  homeward,  swiftly  sail ! 
Never,  never  poise  a  plume. 
Though  beneath  you  Edens  bloom : 
Never,  never  think  of  rest, 
Till  night's  shadow  turns  your  breast 
From  pure  white  to  mottled  gray. 
And  the  stars  are  round  your  way, — 
Love's  bright  beacons,  they  will  shine. 
Dove,  to  show  your  home  and  mine ! 


"HOW  CHEERY  ARE  THE  MARINERS'.' 

How  cheery  are  the  mariners — 

Those  lovers  of  the  sea ! 
Their  hearts  are  like  its  yesty  waves. 

As  bounding  and  as  free. 
They  whistle  when  the  storm-bird  wheels 

In  circles  round  the  mast ; 
And  sing  when  deep  in  foam  the  ship 

Ploughs  onward  to  the  blast 

What  care  the  mariners  for  gales  t 

There 's  music  in  their  roar. 
When  wide  the  berth  along  the  leo, 

And  leagues  of  room  before. 
Let  billows  toes  to  mountain  heights, 

Or  sink  to  chasms  low, 
The  vessel  stout  will  ride  it  out. 

Nor  reel  beneath  the  blow. 

With  streamers  down  and  canvass  furl'd. 

The  gallant  hull  will  float 
Securely,  as  on  inland  lake 

A  silken-tasseird  boat ; 
And  sound  asleep  some  mariners. 

And  some  with  watchful  eyes. 
Will  fearless  be  of  dangers  dark 

That  roll  along  the  skiee. 

God  keep  those  cheery  mariners ! 

And  temper  all  the  gales 
That  sweep  against  the  rocky  coest 

To  tlieir  storm-shatter'd  sails ; 
And  men  on  shore  will  bless  the  ship 

That  could  to  guided  be. 
Safe  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand, 

To  brave  the  mighty  tea ! 

2ir  2 
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LINES  SPOKEN  BY  A  BLIND  BOY. 

Thk  bird,  that  never  tried  hU  wing, 
Can  blithi'Iy  hop  and  ■vrectly  ting, 
Though  prisonM  in  a  narrow  rai^, 
Till  liifi  bright  feathers  droop  with  age. 
So  I,  while  never  blon'd  with  sight. 
Shut  oat  from  heaven's  surrounding  light. 
Life's  hours,  and  days,  and  years  enjoy, — 
Though  blind,  a  merry-hearted  boy. 

That  captive  bird  may  never  float 
Throui^h  heaven,  or  pour  his  thrilling  note 
Mid  shady  STo%*es.  by  pleasant  streama 
'J'hat  sparkle  in  the  soft  moonbeams ; 
But  he  may  gayly  flutter  round 
Within  his  prison's  scanty  bound, 
And  ffive  his  soul  to  song,  for  he 
NuVr  longs  to  taste  sweet  liberty. 

()  !  may  I  not  as  happy  dwell 
Within  my  unillumined  cell  ? 
May  I  not  leap,  and  sing,  and  play, 
And  turn  my  constant  night  to  day  1 
I  never  saw  the  sky,  the  sea. 
The  earth  was  never  green  to  me : 
Then  why,  O,  wliy  should  I  repine 
For  blessings  that  were  never  mine ! 

Think  not  that  blindness  makes  me  Md, 
My  thoM;rht8,  like  yours,  are  often  glad. 
Parents  I  h.ive,  who  love  me  well. 
Their  different  voices  I  can  tell. 
Though  far  away  from  them,  I  hear. 
In  dreams,  their  music  meet  my  ear. 
Is  there  a  star  so  dear  above 
As  the  low  voice  of  one  you  lovel 

I  never  saw  my  father's  fare. 
Vet  on  his  forehead  when  I  place 
My  hand,  and  feel  the  wrinkles  theie, 
Jjvii  leifs  by  time  than  anxious  care, 
I  fear  the  world  has  nights  of  wo, 
To  knit  the  lirows  of  manhood  so,— 
I  sit  upon  my  father's  knee : 
He'd  love  me  less  if  I  could 


And  though  I 
The  earth  so  green,  the  akj  ao  Uhi» 
I  thought  I'd  give  th«  worid  to  look 
Along  the  pagee  of  a  book. 


I  never  saw  mv  mother  smile : 
Her  gentle  toncM  my  heart  beguile. 
They  fall  like  distant  melody. 
They  are  no  niild  and  ftwert  to  me. 
She  murmurs  not — my  mitther  dear ! 
l^hDu^ii  si>metimes  I  have  kiVd  the  tear 
From  her  soft  chei*k,  to  tell  the  joy 
One  smiling  word  would  give  her  boy. 

Kicrht  merry  was  I  eTery  day ! 

Fe;irlt^«  to  run  about  and  pl.iy 

Wiih  sioters.  brothers,  friends,  and  all,-* 

T.>  answer  to  their  sudden  call, 

Ti)  join  tlic  ring,  to  speed  the  chase, 

T>>  fintl  each  playmate's  hidinir-pUure, 

Ami  |Kis4  my  hand  across  his  brow, 

Ti)  tell  him  I  could  do  it  now ! 

Yet  thouirh  deliffhtful  flew  the  hours. 
Si)  pasrtM  in  rhiUlhooirii  peaceful  bowera, 
When  all  wen>  gi>ne  to  school  but  I, 
I  uk«h1  to  sit  at  home  and  sigh ; 


Now,  since  I've  leoni*d  to 
Mt  heart  U  fill'd  with  net 
And  music  too,— <an  thciv  fac 
A  sight  ao  beautiful  am  aoopd  * 
Tell  roe,  kind  frienda.  in  one 
Am  I  not  like  a  eaptivc  bird  ? 
I  live  in  aong,  and  peace,  and  jaj^ 
Though  blind,  a  merry-hcailad  hoj 


THE  ELYSIAN  ISLE. 

**  It  aroM  before  twin,  the  ommI 
world."— lav  Ilia's  Cmlmmbm* 

It  was  a  sweet  and  pleaaant 

As  fikir  as  isle  couM  be ; 
And  the  wave  that  kissM  its 

Was  the  wave  of  the  Indian 

It  seem'd  an  emeraM  set  by  H< 
On  the  ocean's  daxxling  brow— 

And  where  ic  glow'd  long 
It  glows  as  greenly  now. 

Tve  wander'd  oft  in  its  valleTa  hright. 

Through  the  gloom  of  its  Itmtw 
And  breathed  the  breath  of  its 

And  the  scent  of  its  counllaaB 

I  've  seen  its  bird  with  the 

Float  under  the  clear.  Uiie  shy  ; 

I  'vr  heard  the  notes  of  its 
On  the  evening  watera  die. 

In  the  starrv  noon  of  its  hriniani 
When  the  world  was  hush'd  m 

I  dream'd  of  the  shipwrevk'd 
On  the  floor  of  the  aoandleas 


And  I  gatber'd  the  shelU  thai 
In  the  heart  of  its  ulver 

Anil  tftsa'd  them  bark  on  the 
To  be  caught  by  « 


ihtf  bs 


There  are  ni^terHipirit*  that  dwell 
Of  the  spirits  that  dwrll  in  the 

And  they  never  viiiit  our  northen 
Where  the  coast  is  bleak  and 

But  around  the  shores  of  the  I 

They  rmel  and  sinv  al 
Thou.;h  I  saw  them  nAl.  I 
Their  low. 


iathisn. 


Flysian  isle !  I  nuy  never 

Thv  birds  and  rasei 
Nor  meet  the  kias  of  Ihv  lovinf 

AsitsfekithyjeweO'd 


Yet  thou  art  twaaoied  in  mj 
As  in  ihine  own  deep  aaa; 

Anil,  in  all  mv  draaow  ef  the 
Dear  isle,  Ipidwe*^--" 
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A  GREAT  NAME. 

Time  !  thou  destroyest  the  relics  of  the  past. 
And  hidest  all  the  footprints  of  thy  march 
On  shattered  column  and  on  crumblod  arch. 
By  moss  and  ivy  growing  green  and  fast 
HurlM  into  fragments  by  the  tempest-blast. 
The  Rhodian  monster  lies ;  the  obelisk, 
That  with  sharp  line  divided  the  broad  disc 
Of  Egypt's  sun,  down  to  the  sands  was  cast: 
And  where  these  stood,  no  remnant-trophy  stands, 

And  even  the  art  is  lost  by  which  they  rose : 
Thus,  with  the  monuments  of  other  lands, 

The  place  that  knew  them  now  no  longer  knoimL 
Yet  triumph  not,  O,  Time ;  strong  towers  decay. 
But  a  great  name  shall  never  pass  away  I 


INDOLENCE. 


The  RE  is  no  type  of  indolence  like  this:— 
A  ship  in  harbour,  not  a  signal  flying, 
The  wave  unstirrM  about  her  huge  sides  lying, 
No  breeze  her  drooping  pennant-flag  to  kiss. 
Or  move  the  smallest  rope  that  hangs  aloft : 

Sailors  recuml)ent,  listless,  stretch'd  around 
Upon  the  polish'd  deck  or  canvass — soft 

To  his  tough  limbs  that  scarce  have  ever  found 
A  bed  more  tender,  since  his  mother's  knee 
The  stripling  left  to  tempt  the  changeful  sea. 
Some  are  asleep,  some  whistle,  try  to  sing. 
Some  gape,  and  wonder  when  the  ship  will  sail. 
Some  <damn*  the  calm  and  wish  it  was  a  gale; 
But  every  lubber  there  is  lazy  as  a  king. 


SPORT. 


To  see  a  fellow  of  a  summer's  morning. 
With  a  large  foxhound  of  a  slumberous  eye 
And  a  slim  gun,  go  slowly  lounging  by, 

About  to  give  the  feathered  bipeds  warning, 
That  probably  they  may  be  shot  hereafter. 
Excites  in  me  a  quiet  kind  of  laughter; 

For.  though  I  am  no  lover  of  the  sport 
Of  harmless  murder,  yet  it  is  to  me 
Almost  the  funniest  thing  on  earth  to  see 

A  corpulent  person,  breathing  with  a  snort. 

Go  on  a  shooting  frolic  all  alone ; 

For  well  I  know  that  when  he's  out  of  town, 
He  and  his  dog  and  gun  will  all  lie  down, 

And  undestructive  sleeptill  gameand  lightareflown. 


M.I. 


BoRX  in  the  north,  and  rear'd  in  tropic  lands : 

Her  mind  has  all  the  vigour  of  a  tree. 

Sprung  from  a  rocky  soil  beside  the  sea. 
And  all  the  sweetness  of  a  rose  that  stands 

In  the  soft  sunshine  on  some  shelter'd  lea. 

She  seems  all  life,  and  light,  and  love  to  me ! 
No  winter  lingers  in  her  glowing  smile. 

No  coldness  in  her  deep,  melodious  words, 
But  all  the  warmth  of  her  dear  Indian  isle, 

And  all  the  music  of  its  tuneful  birds. 
With  her  conversing  of  my  native  bowers, 

In  the  far  south,  I  feel  the  genial  air 
Of  some  delicious  mom,  and  taste  those  flowers. 

Which,  like  herself^  are  bright  above  compttre. 


TO  MY  SISTER. 

Sister  !  dear  sister,  I  am  getting  old : 
My  hair  is  thinner,  and  the  cheerful  light 
That  glisten'd  in  mine  eyes  is  not  as  bright, 

Though  while  on  thee  I  look,  'tis  never  cold. 

My  hand  is  not  so  steady  while  I  pen 

These  simple  words  to  tell  how  warm  and  clear 
Flows  my  heart's  fountain  toward  thee,sister  dear! 

For  years  I  've  lived  among  my  fellow-men,  [joys. 
Shared  their  deep  passions,  known  their  griefs  a  nd 
And  found  Pride,  Power,  and  Fame  but  gilded 

And,  sailing  far  upon  Ambition's  waves,  [toys; 
Beheld  brave  mariners  on  a  troubled  sea,  [graves. 

Meet,  what  they  fear'd  not — shipwreck  and  their 
My  spirit  seeks  its  haven,  dear,  with  thee ! 


TO 


T  IS  Winter  now — ^but  Spring  will  blossom  soon. 
And  flowers  will  lean  to  the  embracing  air — 
And  the  young  buds  will  vie  with  them  to  share 

Each  zephyr's  soft  caress ;  and  when  the  Moon 
Bends  her  new  silver  bow,  as  if  to  fling 
Her  arrowy  lustre  through  some  vapour's  wing, 

The  streamlets  will  return  the  glance  of  night 
From  their  pure,  gliding  mirrors,  set  by  Spring 

Deep  in  rich  frames  of  clustering  chrysolite. 

Instead  of  Winter's  crumbled  sparks  of  white. 
So,  dearest!  shall  our  loves,  though  frozen  now 

By  cold  unkindness,  bloom  like  buds  and  flowers, 
Like  fountun's  flash,  for  Hope  with  smiling  brow 

Tells  of  a  Spring,  whose  sweets  shall  all  be  ours ! 

♦ 


TO 


Ladt,  fiuewell !  my  heart  no  more  to  thee 
Bends  like  the  Parsee  to  the  dawning  sun; 

No  more  thy  beauty  lights  the  world  for  me. 
Or  tints  with  gold  the  moments  as  they  run. 

A  cloud  is  on  the  landscape,  and  the  beams 
That  made  the  valleys  so  divinely  fair, 

And  scatter'd  diamonds  on  the  gliding  streams, 
And  crown'd  the  mountains  in  their  azure  aii^— 

Are  veil'd  forever ! — Lady,  fare  thee  well ! 
Sadly  as  one  who  longeth  for  a  sound 
To  break  the  stillness  of  a  deep  profound, 

I  turn  and  strike  my  frail,  poetic  shell: — 
Listen !  it  is  the  last ;  for  thee  alone 
My  heart  no  more  shdl  wake  its  sorrowing  tone. 


TO  A  LADY  WITH  A  BOUQUET. 

Flowxrs  are  love's  truest  language ;  they  betray. 
Like  the  divining  rods  of  Mag^  old. 
Where  priceless  wealth  lies  buried,  not  of  gold. 

But  love— strong  love,  that  never  can  decay ! 

I  send  thee  flowers,  O  dearest !  and  I  deem 
That  from  their  petals  thou  wilt  hear  sweet  words, 
Whose  music,  clearer  than  the  voice  of  birds, 

When  breathed  to  thee  alone,  perchance,  may  seem 
All  eloquent  of  feelings  unexpress'd. 

O,  wreathe  them  in  those  treeses  of  dark  hair ! 

Let  them  repose  upon  thy  forehead  fiur, 
And  on  thy  bosom's  yielding  snow  be  pressM ! 

Thus  shall  thy  fondness  for  my  flowers  reveal 

l*he  love  that  maiden  ooyneas  would  conceal ! 


II 
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OLD. 

Bt  the  wayside,  on  a  mossy  stone, 
Sat  a  hoary  pilgrim  sadly  muKing ; 

Oft  I  marked  him  sitting  there  alone. 
All  the  lundticape  like  a  |mge  peru-oing ; 
Poor,  unknown — 

Bv  the  wavside,  on  a  mossy  stone. 

Burkled  kne(>  and  shoe,  and  broad-rimmM  hat, 
('<Kit  Hs  ancient  as  the  form  *twas  folding, 

•Silver  buttons,  queue,  and  crim|it  cravut, 
( )aken  staft*.  his  feebk*  liand  U[^okUng, 
There  he  sal ! 

Buckled  knee  and  shoe,  and  broad-rimm*d  hat 

StTinM  it  pitiful  he  nhould  sit  there. 
No  one  syin|».ithiMng.  no  one  herding, 

N(»ne  to  lovr  him  f(»r  his  thin  gray  hair. 
And  the  furrows  all  no  mut4*ly  pleoiling, 
AgiN  and  care : 

St'cniM  it  pitiful  lie  sluuild  sit  then*. 

It  wai  HtnnnM'r,  aiul  we  went  to  M'hool. 

Dap|ier  country  lails  mu!  little  niaidi>n*. 
Tuiiirht  the  mottti  uf  the  ••  Dunre'-*  Stool," 

Its  grave  ini|Mirt  still  my  fancy  lodens, 
»•  Hi:H1l*i1  a  fimil!" 
It  wa4  summer,  and  we  went  k>  «*hool. 

When  the  Htnuijjer  wTniM  ti»  mark  our  I'Hy. 

Suae  of  U4  were  joy  mis,  ni)iih*  stu)-lH*arled, 
I  reinemlvr  well.— -^x*  well,  that  ilay  I 

Ollentimes  tlii*  tears  unbiilik-n  itlarted, 
WouUl  not  Htay ! 
When  the  stranger  seenuM  to  mark  our  play. 

One  riwii't  spirit  broke  the  silent  s|>f11. 

Ah !  ti>  mi'  her  name  wan  always  heaven! 
S)ii>  IviMMiglit  him  all  his  grief  to  tell. 

(I  was  then  thirttrn.  and  she  eleven.) 

NiSKL  ! 

Om*  Mweet  spirit  broke  the  silent  sjvlL 


api»eared  in  the  raiiiiiier  of  ISiA.  TVt 
of  Life"  is  chiefly  orcupar«l  with  pi 
sonal  sentiment  ami  reflectian.  Tbp 
«>Snow*'  and  •'The  WorU  far  CUrr  m  1 
volume,  attracted  more  mttentiop.  and  lbs 
was  led  to  pursue  the  vein,  in  «  New"  tmd 
which  were  subsequently  writtm.  A 
tural  cum-nt  of  trling  runs  thramili 
vcrsifieutiim  grows  out  of  the  Hibjert.  md  Ibr 
clingri  to  us  as  something  written  fron  iha 
of  the  author.  A  few  snrfa  piervs  ka«t 
prolonged  a  reputation,  while  waileii  of 
effort  have  been  forgoCtm. 


I  hi 


Angel,  paid  he  sadly,  I  am  old ; 

F^arthly  hniv  no  lunger  hath  • 
Yet.  why  I  sit  here  thou  shalt  he  told. 

Then  his  eve  hetnv'd  a  fiearl  of 
'  Down  'it  roird  ! 
Angi'l.  said  he  sadly,  I  am  oU ! 


I  have  tott«>rM  here  to  look  onre 

On  the  pleasant  scene  wbrrr  I  JrlighlBl 
In  the  can-less,  happy  days  of  yorr. 

Ere  the  garden  i>f  my  heart  warn  Mig>^— ^ 
To  the  ciiep ! 
I  have  totter'd  here  to  look  core  -  "■■  * 


All  the  fiicture  now  to  me  how  dear! 

KVn  this  gray  olil  mck  whew  I  ■■ 
In  a  JfWfl  worth  my  journey  hnv; 

Ah.  tliat  such  a  Ncene  mu«t  he 
With  a  tear! 
All  the  |*icture  miw  to  me  how  dear! 

DM  Htooe  iirht>ol-hiiuM* ! — it  is  slill  ihe 
There*",  the  vrrj-  »ti'p  I  no  oft' 

Thrre'H  the  wiiubiw  cri^kmg  in  its 
And  till-  ii«tt<-he«  th.it  I  rut  and 
Kiir  the  Kanie ; 

( )M  i4one  HrhooMuHisr !-— it  u  sbD  ihm  i 

In  the  cottasv.  yumk^,  I  was  hon ; 

I.iiiig  my  ha|i|iy  home     thai  htunUr 
Then*  the  fii-kls  o(  clo%«>r.  wheat,  aid 

Tliere  tlie  spring,  with  lim|ad 
Ah.  fbrlom  * 
In  the  ci>ttage,  y under,  I 


I  Th«v*c  two  gate-way  inrcanMsrs  ram  stw 

Tlien  were  planted,  jual  so  €w  madtf 
•  Tli.it  l«>n^  wrll-fiitle  from  the  path  to  ft«^ 
'        And  the  uagim  to  paM  aafirly  nals; 
j  .ViHr'^-Jkne.' 

I  ThoN>  twii  gale-way  syraoMni  yas  ■■! 
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There's  the  orchard  where  we  used  to  climb 
When  my  mates  and  I  were  boys  together, 

Thinking  nothing  of  the  flight  of  time, 

Fearing  naught  but  work  and  rainy  weather ; 
Past  its  prime ! 

There's  the  orchard  where  we  used  to  cUmb ! 

There,  the  rude,  three-oomer'd  chestnut  rails, 
Round  the  pasture  where  the  flocks  were  graz- 
ing, 
Where,  so  sly,  I  used  to  watch  for  quails 
In  the  CTops  of  buckwheat  we  were  raising, 
Traps  and  trails, — 
There,  the  rude,  three-comer'd  chestnut  rails. 

There's  the  mill  that  ground  our  yellow  grain ; 

Pond,  and  river  still  serenely  flowing ; 
Cot,  there  nestling  in  the  shaded  lane. 

Where  the  lily  of  my  heart  was  blowing, 
Mart  Jane! 
There's  the  mill  that  ground  our  yellow  grain ! 

rhere's  the  gate  on  which  I  used  to  swing, 
Brook,  and  bridge,  and  bam,  and  old  red  stable ; 

But  alas !  no  more  the  mom  shall  bring 
That  dear  group  around  my  father's  table ; 
Taken  wing! 

There's  the  gate  on  which  I  used  to  swing ! 

I  am  fleeing ! — all  I  loved  are  fled ! 

Yon  green  meadow  was  our  place  for  playing ; 
That  old  tree  can  tell  of  sweet  things  said, 

When  around  it  Jane  and  I  were  stra3ring: 
She  is  dead ! 
I  am  fleeing ! — all  I  loved  are  fled ! 

fon  white  spire,  a  pencil  on  the  sky. 
Tracing  silently  life's  changeful  story. 

So  familiar  to  my  dim  old  eye. 

Points  me  to  seven  that  are  now  in  glory 
There  on  high ! 

Yon  white  spire,  a  pencil  on  the  sky ! 

Ofl  the  aisle  of  that  old  church  we  trod. 
Guided  thither  by  an  angel  mother ; 

Now  she  sleeps  beneath  its  sacred  sod. 
Sire  and  sisters,  and  my  little  brother ; 
Gone  to  God ! 

Oft  the  aisle  of  that  old  church  we  trod ! 

There  I  heard  of  wisdom's  pleasant  ways, 
Bless  the  holy  lesson  I — but,  ah,  never 

Shall  I  hear  again  those  songs  of  praise, 
Those  sweet  voices, — silent  now  for  ever ! 
Peaceful  days ! 

There  I  heard  of  wisdom's  pleasant  ways! 

There  my  Mary  blest  me  with  her  hand. 

When  our  souls  drank  in  the  nuptial  blessing. 

Ere  she  hastened  to  the  spirit-land ; 

Yonder  turf  her  gentle  bosom  pressing ; 
Broken  band ! 

There  my  Maxy  blest  me  with  her  hand ! 

I  have  come  to  see  that  grave  once  more, 

And  the  sacred  place  where  we  delighted. 
Where  we  wovahipp'd  in  the  days  of  yore, 

AO 


Ere  the  garden  of  my  heart  was  blighted 
To  the  core! 
I  have  come  to  see  that  grave  once  xnore. 

Angel,  said  he  sadly,  I  am  old ! 

Earthly  hope  no  longer  hath  a  morrow; 
Now,  why  I  sit  here  thou  hast  been  told : 

In  his  eye  another  pearl  of  sorrow, 
Down  it  rolled ! 
Angel,  said  he  sadly,  I  am  old ! 

By  the  wayside,  on  a  mossy  stone. 
Sat  the  hoaiy  pilgrim,  sadly  musing; 

Still  I  marked  him,  sitting  there  alone. 
All  the  landscape,  like  a  page,  perusing; 
Poor,  unknown. 

By  the  wayside,  on  a  mossy  stone ! 


NEW. 


Still  sighs  the  world  for  something  new. 

For  something  new ; 
Imploring  me,  imploring  you. 

Some  Will-o'-wisp  to  help  pursue ; 
Ah,  hapless  world,  what  will  it  do  I 
Imploring  me,  imploring  you. 
For  something  vxw ! 

Each  pleasure,  tasted,  fiides  away, 

It  fieuies  away ; 
Nor  you,  nor  I  can  bid  it  stay, 

A  dew-drop  trembling  on  a  spnj\ 
A  rainbow  at  the  close  of  day ; 
Nor  you,  nor  I  can  bid  it  stay ; 
It  fades  away. 

Fill  up  life's  chalice  to  the  brim ; 

Up  to  the  brim ; 
'Tis  only  a  capricious  whim ; 

A  dreamy  phantom,  flitting  dim, 
Inconstant  still  for  Her,  or  Him; 
'TIS  only  a  capricious  whim. 
Up  to  the  brim ! 

IHX. 

She,  young  and  fiur,  expects  delight; 

Expects  delight ; 
Forsooth,  because  the  mom  is  bright, 

She  deems  it  never  will  be  night. 
That  youth  hath  not  a  wing  for  flight. 
Forsooth,  because  the  mom  is  bright, 
Expects  delight ! 

The  rose,  once  gathered,  cannot  pleeae^ 

It  cannot  please ; 
Ah,  simple  maid,  a  rose  to  seiie, 

That  only  blooms  to  ten^yt  and  tease : 
With  thoms  to  rob  the  heart  of  ease ; 
Ah,  simple  maid,  a  rose  to  seize ; 
It  cannot  please ! 

Til  winter,  but  die  pines  for  springi 

She  pines  for  spring; 

No  bliss  its  frost  and  follies  bring;    * 

A  bird  of  passage  on  the  wing; 
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Unhappy,  diacontratfd  thintr ; 
No  bliiw  iu  frcMt  and  Ibllin  bring ; 
She  pinca  fiar  i^ng ! 

Delicious  Mar,  and  aznre  ikiea; 

And  azure  ikiit; 
With  flowen  of  paradiinal  d}'ea ; 

Now,  maiden,  happy  be  and  wiae: 
Ah.  Ji'TTE  can  only  rhann  her  tyv 
With  flowom  of  panidiMial  dyea, 
And  azure  iikicM ! 

The  glofrinff,  tranquil  aummertime ; 

The  aummertime ; 
Too  livUefla  in  a  maiden's  prime. 
Dull,  melancholy  pantomime ; 
Oh.  for  a  cay  autumnal  clime : 
Too  liHtleM  in  a  maiden's  (Hime, 
The  summertime ! 

Octolwr !  with  earth*N  rirheHt  store ; 

Earth's  rirhest  store ; 
AIns !  imdpid  as  liefme ; 

Ihiys,  inonths,  and  seasons,  o'er  and  o*er. 
Remotest  lands  their  treasures  pour ; 
Alas,  insifiid  as  liefore. 
Earth's  richest  store ! 

Lo^'e  nestles  in  that  i^ntle  breast ; 

That  gentle  breast ; 
Ah.  love  will  never  let  it  rert ; 

The  cruel,  sly,  ungrateful  guest ; 
A  viper  in  a  linnet's  nrat. 

Ah,  love  will  never  let  it  rest ; 
That  gentle  breast! 

Could  slie  embark  on  Fashion's  tide ; 

On  faiihion's  tide ; 
How  gaiiy  might  a  maiden  glide ; — 

('onteiUment,  innocence,  aikl  pride, 
All  stranded  upon  either  skle ; — 
How  iraily  miicht  a  maiiien  glide, 
On  fashion's  tide ! 

Ah,  maiden,  time  will  make  thee  smart : 

Will  make  thee  smart ; 
Some  new.  and  keen,  and  poison'd  dart. 
Will  |»ien*e  at  last  that  restless  lieart ; 
Youth,  frieiidji,  ami  lieauty  will  ile|NUl; 
fc^ome  new,  and"  keen,  and  pMsoncd  dart, 
Will  make  thee  smart! 

80  pants  for  change  the  fickle  fair ; 

The  fickle  fair; 
A  feather,  floating  in  the  air, 

^^till  waAed  here,  and  wafted  there. 
No  charm,  no  haiard  worth  her  care ; 
A  feather  floating  in  the  air, 
'i'be  fickle  fair' 


II 


How  sad  his  k<  the  haptoa  swain ; 

The  hapleas  swain ; 
With  care,  and  toil,  in  heat  and  rain. 
To  qieed  the  pbugh  or  hanreatpwain ; 


Still  reaping  only 
With  caie,  and 
The  haplai 

Youth, 
TwiUsoonbe 

His  MA!vaoO|l*S 

Renown,  and 
Their  potent  cli 
His  Manhood's 
TwiH 


Now  toiling  up  amhitmi'a 
Ambiticm's  alaep; 
The  rugved  path  is  hanj  lo 
The  spring  bow  far !  fkm 
Ah  me !  in  fblly'a 
Tht  rugcvd  path  is  hard 
Aiuhition's  ^m*»  ' 


The  dream  fulfilM !  muk. 

Rank,  fbrtunr,  Cmhp  ; 
Vain  fuel  for  aleslial 

He  wins  and 
Yet  sighs  his  loncing  suul  lfa» 
Vain  fuel  fiir  nrifsrial  fla^H^ 
Rank,  fortune,  fame  ! 

8weet  beautv  aims  wiih  Capid*a 

With  Cupid's  how; 
Can  slie  traniAs  him  now  * 

Aniiil  the  faimt  finwcta  iWl 
The  torment  bat  alights     to  ga 

Can  i«he  tranafii  hia  mm 
With  Cuod's  bow ! 


Indulgent  heav'n.  O 

O  grant  but 
The  boon  •«hall  be  enough  of 

A  afinK.  with  tme  aAclaaa'a 
To  meiul  nrbaie'er  may  hop 

U  grant  but  Ihia! 


The  Eden  won:- 

Insatiate  still ; — 
A  wider,  fiurer  range,  bv 
Some  mountain  higher 
Borne  pro»|iect  fancy 'a 
A  wider,  fairer  imnget,  ht 
Insarfiate  still ! 

From  niaiil  to  matron,  aoQ  I 

From  son  tn  «rr, 
Earh  boM^m  bums  with 

Where  Ufe's  vain 
In  some  new  phvnii  of 
Each  boRom  boma  wish 
Froni  aon  lo  mn  ! 


S 


8tiU  sighs  the  worU  far 

For  someihiflii  iirw; 
Implorins  me,  implofuig  jam 
Home  WilKo'-wiip  to  help 
Ah  haplcMi  worU.  whM  wiD  it' 
Imploring  bm,  iin|iii«ing  yw^ 
Fob  aoairmiBu  BBwl 
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SALE. 

The  world  rom  balx  ! — "Raag  out  the  sign ; 

Call  every  traveller  here  to  me ; 
Wholl  buy  this  brave  estate  of  mine, 

And  set  me  from  earth *■  bondage  free : — 
'Tis  going ! — ^Yea,  I  mean  to  fling 

The  bauble  from  my  tool  away ; 
111  Bell  it,  whatBoe'r  it  bring ; — 

The  World  at  Auction  here  to^y ! 

It  is  a  glorious  tfiing  to  see, — 

Ah,  it  has  cheated  me  so  sore ! 
It  is  not  what  it  seems  to  be : 

For  sale !  It  shall  be  mine  no  more. 
Come,  turn  it  o*er  and  view  it  well ; — 

I  would  not  have  you  purchase  dear ; 
'Tis  going — going ! — I  must  sell ! 

Who  bids?— Who*U  buy  the  Splendid I'ear  1 

Here's  Wealth  in  glittering  heaps  of  gold, — 

Who  bids  ? — But  let  me  tell  you  fair, 
A  baser  lot  was  never  sold ; — 

Who'U  buy  the  heavy  heaps  of  care  1 
And  here,  spread  out  in  broad  domain, 

A  goodly  landscape  all  may  trace ; 
Hall^-cottage — tree — field — hill  and  plain ; 

Who'll  buy  himself  a  burial  place ! 

Here's  Love,  the  dreamy  potent  spell 

That  beauty  flings  around  the  heart ; 
I  know  its  power,  alas !  too  well ; — 

*Tis  going — Love  and  I  must  part ! 
Must  part ! — What  can  I  more  with  Love ! 

All  over  the  enchanter's  reign ; 
Who'll  buy  the  plumeless,  dying  dove, — 

An  hour  of  bliss, — an  age  of  pain ! 

And  Friendship, — rarest  gem  of  earth, — 

(Who  e'er  hath  found  the  jewel  his?) 
Frail,  fickle,  false  and  little  worth, — 

Who  bids  for  Friendship— as  it  is ! 
*Tis  going — agoing ! — Hear  the  call : 

Once,  twice,  and  thrice ! — *Tis  very  low ! 
rTwas  once  my  hope,  my  stay,  my  all, — 

But  now  the  broken  staff  must  go! 

Favs  !  hokl  the  brilliant  meteor  high ; 

How  dazzling  every  gilded  name ! 
Ye  millions,  now's  the  time  to  buy  ! — 

How  much  for  Fame !  How  much  for  Fame ! 
Hear  how  it  thunders ! — Would  you  stand 

On  high  Olympus,  far  renown'd, — 
Now  purchase,  and  a  worid  command ! — 

And  be  with  a  world's  curses  croT^Ti'^l ! 

Sweet  star  of  Hope  !  with  ray  to  shine 

In  every  sad  foreboding  breast, 
Save  this  desponding  one  of  mine, — 

Who  bids  for  man's  last  friend  and  best ' 
Ah,  were  not  mine  a  bankrupt  life. 

This  treasure  should  my  soul  sustain  ; 
But  Hope  and  I  are  now  at  strife, 

Nor  ever  may  imite  again. 

And  SoKo ! — For  sale  my  tuneless  lute ; 

Sweet  solace,  mine  no  more  to  hold ; 
The  chords  that  charmed  my  soul  are  mute, 

I  cannot  wake  the  notes  of  old  ! 


Or  e'oQ  were  mine  a  wizud  shell, 
Could  chain  a  world  in  TafptoreB  high ; 

Yet  now  a  Bad  &rewell ! — fioreweil  !— 
Must  on  itB  last  fiunt  eeboes  die. 

Ambition,  fashion,  show,  and  pride,-^ 

I  part  from  all  for  ever  now; 
Grief,  in  an  overwhelming  tide, 

Has  taught  my  haughty  heart  to  bow. 
Poor  heart !  distracted,  ah,  so  long, — 

And  still  its  aching  throb  to  bev  ^-^ 
How  broken,  that  was  once  bo  strong ; 

How  heavy,  once  so  fr^ee  from  care. 

No  more  for  me  life's  fitful  dream ; — 

Bright  vision,  vanishing  away ! 
My  bark  requires  a  deeper  stream; 

My  sinking  soul  a  surer  stay. 
By  Death,  stem  sheriff!  all  bereft, 

I  weep,  yet  humbly  kiss  the  rod , 
The  best  of  all  I  stUl  have  left,— 

My  Faith,  my  Bible,  and  my  God. 


SNOW. 


The  blessed  mom  is  come  again ; 

The  early  gray 
Taps  at  the  slumberer*B  window-pane, 

And  seems  to  say 
**  Break,  break  from  the  enchanter's  chain. 

Away, — away !" 

'Tis  winter,  yet  there  iB  no  sound 

Along  the  air, 
Of  winds  upon  their  battle-ground, 

But  gently  there. 
The  snow  is  falling, — all  around 

How  fair — ^how  fair ! 

The  jocund  fiekis  would  maaqoerade ; 

Fantastic  scene ! 
Tree,  shrub,  and  lawn,  and  lonely  glade 

Have  cast  their  green. 
And  join'd  the  revel,  all  array'd 

So  white  and  clean. 

E'en  the  okl  posts,  that  boM  the  ban 

And  the  old  gate, 
Forgetful  of  their  wintry  wan 

And  age  sedate, 
Higlwuipp'd,  and  phiraed,  like  white  huflnrs, 

Stand  there  in  atate. 

The  drifts  are  hanging  by  the  sill. 

The  eaves,  the  door ; 
The  hay-stack  has  become  a  hill ; 

All  cover'd  o'er 
The  wagon,  loaded  for  the  mill 

The  eve  before. 

Maria  brings  the  water-pail,— 

But  Where's  the  well ! 
Like  magic  of  a  fairy  tale. 

Most  strange  to  tell. 
All  vanbh'd, — curb,  and  crank,  and  rail  }— 

How  deep  it  fell ! 


RALPH    HOYT. 


Thg  wwd-pili  loo  >  phjiiog  hidr ; 

The  ue — iba  log— 
The  kvniiel  of  that  frimd  »  trird — 

Cfhe  old  walrb-dos.) 
The  grindstone  ituuliag  bj  iH  liile. 

All  n™  .H^-g. 


Vp  corrs  hia  bcaJ. 
Bluta  tht  dull  buiDlH  nhh  a  bbwt. 

And  bock  Id  bed. 
Tbc  1iani-;an1  gmtry,  munng,  cbims 

"nieir  mornuig  moan ; 
Like  Mfmnon'i  miuif  nf  aid  linie — 


Good  Rulli  liucdin]  iho  younkcr  folk 

To  dm*  below ; 
Full  wrlcomc  vai  the  wnrd  Ac  ipuke, 

Down,  down  thrj  ro, 
The  cotlA^  quietude  is  broke, — 

The  mow ! — the  uiow  ! 
Now  IMH  fram  anmnd  iba  fira 

A  ploaiwnt  nimbi ; 
Ye  giddy  hhui  of  mirth,  ralire .' 

And  ye  profuie  T-^ 
A  bjmii  to  liie  EU'nial  »un 

(ion  u|i  again. 
The  patriarrhal  Book  divine. 

Upon  Ihc  knre. 
Opni  whi'iv  ihi-  Ri-n»  nf  JuiUh  ■liinr, — 


Swrei 


How  aoaPi  earh  hpa 


''■) 


Anxind  the  allar  low  thry  Iviid, 

Aa  anowii  upon  thi>  nuf  (learrtiil, 

Ho  anvcJii  lliere 
Guard  oVt  that  h..u«-li.<I.L  to  Mvml 

With  )[<-ntle  rare. 
Now  4ntf  the  ItaUle  aW  tlie  blaw ; 

The  IwckwheM  hi-ap ; 
Rare  Morhm.  wonh  an  A  ral<'a  iniM'. 

Mwn't  P'UHali  >b-.'|«i 
The  okl  round  aUnd  liir  ni>d  ohi-vi, 

AnJ  ..1  ,1  ],-.,» 
irnelTinii  preaasra  drrlare 

The  hanijui'l  iirv  i 
Soon,  biuy  ipjictitn  w  there  i 


Anil  dnpprar 
The  gkiriea  of  Ibr  amftr  imr. 
"'I'Ti  Ihtiili  ■mill 

TioK  \n  the  hoaw  da*  bexB  >— 

ForthhaHaltitMfc^.Mih^aa 
nrbmklvbwBi— 

Sweqt.  akotel,  MiW.JtH,  kHi.  mJ  ^ 
'I'dl  nifbt'a  noira. 

To  drkr  hia  thmhin*  Jflba  M^  te: 

Hill  niunlT  ihiie 
Can  all  ihr  mNle  <Unp  Jefc; 

IVIiilr  ilaintr  milkmaidik.  Am  ^  Aj. 
Hia  tnrk  punnie. 

Rorh  In  the  hntir'i  ■llaOrd  nn: 

ToaUllkwai 
The  hr,J(rn  haneata  (i^^; 

So  rfiCTifal    WnaH-^Mwyi^i^ 


Bira  mr  to  lorn  m*  frtlow.aail  in  Ipo. 
ir  uith  none  other  nWrb«te^MWa 


'    R.'.Una'r!   ht  itv  kUQ;  >|jinl  n 
'       That  jwarl  «r  hndiB  lo  w  n 


W.,.-r,:  hf  ■ 

IH  «d.iti»  •un.lwt,  n  tl  IlllhiWl 
Ak.l.«J..  i»1lb«.«U«*«^Ari*ta 

w—lliwiai  I    i|Wfc—|. 
KKcnisn  in  tbc  NahM  rf  prf" 
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«M^^»M^^^»^^^^>^^^^^»^<^^^ 


HYMN  AND  PRAYER. 


I X FINITE  Spirit!  who  art  round  us  ever, 
In  whom  we  float,  as  motes  in  summer-sky, 

May  neither  life  nor  death  the  sweet  bond  sever. 
Which  joins  us  to  our  unseen  Friend  on  high. 

Une«?en — ^yet  not  unfelt — if  any  thought 

Ha.<;  raised  our  mind  from  earth,  or  pure  desire, 

A  generous  act,  or  noble  purpose  brought, 
It  is  thy  breath,  O  Lord,  which  fans  the  fire. 

To  me,  the  meanest  of  thy  creatures,  kneeling. 
Conscious  of  weakness,  ignorance,  sin,  and  shame, 

Give  such  a  force  of  holy  thought  and  feeling. 
That  I  may  live  to  glorify  thy  name ; 

Thni  I  may  conquer  base  desire  and  passion. 
That  I  may  rise  o*er  selfish  thought  and  will, 

OVrcome  the  world's  allurement,  threat,  and  fiuhion, 
Walk  humbly,  softly,  leaning  on  thee  sUll. 

I  am  unworthy.    Yet,  for  their  dear  sake 
I  ask.  whose  roots  planted  in  me  are  found ; 

For  precious  vines  are  propp'd  by  rudest  stake, 
And  heavenly  roses  fed  in  darkest  ground. 

Beneath  ray  leaves,  though  early  fallen  and  faded, 
Young   plants   are  warm'd, — they   drink  my 
branches'  dew: 

Let  them  not.  Lord,  by  me  be  Upas-shaded ; 
Make  me,  for  their  sake,  firm,  and  pure,  and  true. 

For  their  sake,  too,  the  faithful,  wise,  and  bold. 
Whose  generous  love  has  been  my  pride  and  stay, 

Tho5)e  who  have  found  in  me  some  trace  of  gold. 
For  their  sake  purify  my  lead  and  clay. 

And  let  not  all  the  pains  and  toil  be  wasted. 
Spent  on  my  youth  by  saints  now  gone  to  rest ; 

Nor  that  deep  sorrow  my  Redeemer  tasted. 

When  on  his  soul  the  guilt  of  man  was  press'd. 

Tender  and  sensitive,  he  braved  the  storm, 
That  we  might  fly  a  well-deserved  fate, 

PourM  out  his  soul  in  supplication  warm, 
Look'd  with  his  eyes  of  love  on  eyes  of  hate. 

Let  all  this  goodness  by  my  mind  be  seen, 
Let  all  this  mercy  on  my  heart  be  seaUd  ? 

Lord,  if  thou  wilt,  thy  power  can  make  me  clean : 
O,  speak  the  word — thy  servant  shall  be  heal'd. 


THE  POET. 


He  touchM  the  earth,  a  soul  of  flame. 
His  bearing  proud,  his  spirit  high ; 

Fill'd  with  the  heavens  from  whence  he  came, 
He  smiled  upon  man's  destiny. 

Yet  smiled  as  one  who  knows  no  fear, 

And  felt  a  secret  strength  within. 
Who  wonder'd  at  the  pitying  tear 

Shed  over  human  loss  and  sin. 

Lit  by  an  inward,  brighter  light 

Than  aught  that  round  about  him  shone. 

He  walk'd  erect  through  shades  of  night ; 
Clear  was  his  pathway — ^but  how  lone ! 

Men  gaze  in  wonder  and  in  awe 

Upon  a  form  so  like  to  theirs. 
Worship  the  presence,  yet  withdraw 

And  cany  elsewhere  warmer  prayers. 

Yet  when  the  glorious  pilgrim-guest, 

Forgetting  once  his  strange  estate. 
Unloosed  the  lyre  from  off  his  breast. 

And  strung  its  chords  to  human  fate ; 

And,  gayly  snatching  some  rude  air, 

CaroU'd  by  idle,  passing  tongue. 
Gave  back  the  notes  that  linger'd  there, 

And  in  Heaven's  tones  earth's  low  lay  sung; 

Then  warmly  grasp'd  the  hand  that  sought 
To  thank  him  with  a  brother's  soul. 

And  when  the  generous  wine  was  brought. 
Shared  in  the  feast  and  quaff'd  the  bowl ; 

Men  laid  their  hearts  low  at  his  feet. 
And  sunn'd  their  being  in  his  light, 

Press'd  on  his  way  his  steps  to  greet, 
And  in  his  love  forgot  his  might. 

And  when,  a  wanderer  long  on  earth. 

On  him  its  shadow  also  fell. 
And  dimm'd  the  lustre  of  a  birth 

Whose  day-spring  was  from  Heaven's  own  well; 

They  cherish'd  e'en  the  tears  he  shed. 

Their  woes  were  hallow'd  by  his  wo, 

Humanity,  half  cold  and  dead, 

Had  been  revived  in  genius'  glow. 
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JACOB'S  WELL/ 


I 


Hkrb,  after  Jacob  parti^  from  hii  brother, 
Hifl  daughters  lingerM  round  thuweU,new-iiitde; 

Here,  scvi'iitccn  centuries  after,  came  another. 
And  talk*d  with  Jkhth,  wondering  and  afirmid. 

Here,  other  centuries  past,  the  emperor's  mother 
Sheltered  its  wati'rM  with  a  temple's  shade. 

Here,  mid  the  fallen  fragments,  as  of  old, 

The  girl  her  pitcher  dips  within  its  waters  cold. 

And  Jacob's  rare  grew  strong  for  many  an  hour, 
Then  torn  beneath  the  Roman  eagle  lay ; 

The  R<iman*s  vaHt  and  earth-controlling  power 
Has  crumbled  like  them*  shafts  and  stones  away ; 

But  still  the  waters,  fed  by  dew  and  shower, 
Come  up.  as  ever,  to  the  light  of  day. 

And  still  the  maid  bi'ndu  downward  with  her  am, 

Well  pleased  to  see  its  gloss  her  lovely  lace  return. 

And  those  few  words  of  truth,  first  atter'd  here. 
Have  sunk  into  the  human  soul  and  heart ; 

A  spiritual  faith  dawns  hright  and  clear. 
Dark  creeds  and  ancient  mysteries  depart ; 

The  hour  for  God's  true  worshippers  draws  near ; 
Then  mourn  not  o'er  the  wrecks  of  earthly  ait : 

Kingdoms  may  fall,  and  human  works  decay, 

Nature  moves  on  unchanged — TruthM  nerer  pass 
away. 


THE  VIOLET.t 

WnisT  April's  warmth  unlocks  the  clod, 

Soften'd  by  gentle  showers. 
The  violet  pierces  through  the  sod, 

And  blossoms,  fimt  of  flowers; 
So  may  I  give  my  heart  to  Gob 

In  childhood's  early  hours. 

Some  plants,  in  gardens  only  found. 
Are  raised  with  pinn  and  care: 

Gnu  scatters  violet 9  all  around, 
T^z-y  blossom  everywhere ; 

Thus  may  my  love  to  all  alwund, 
And  all  my  fragrance  shore. 

Some  scentless  flower*  stand  straight  end  high. 

With  pride  and  haughtiness : 
But  violets  perfume  land  and  sky, 

AlthouKh  they  pn^mise  lees. 
Let  me,  with  all  humility, 

Iht  more  than  I  profess. 

Sweet  flower,  be  thou  a  type  to  me 

Of  Mameleas  Joy  and  mirth. 
Of  witlelv-sratierM  tivmnathv, 

Kinbnicing  all  (ton's  earth— 
Of  early-!»li»omin!r  piety. 

And  unpretending  worth. 


I 


11        
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•  ffunealcd  by  s  sketch  iif  Jsrnb'g  Well,  and  Moant 
GrrtKliii 
f  Writirn  fnr  ii  lliM#  rlrl  to  speak  on  Msy-4ay,  In  the 

rhnriirirr  of  the  Viulni. 


TO  A  BUNCH  OF  FLOWERS. 

LiTTLi  Andinge  of  the  year! 
Hare  you  coqie  mj  room  to  ehest  * 
Yea  arc  dry  and  peicfc'd.  I  ilmk ; 

Stand  within  this 
Sund  beside  me  oo  the  Ufale. 
'Mong  my  books— 4f  I 
I  will  find  a  varanl 
For  your  bashfiibices  end 
Learned  tasks  and  arriooe  dntr 
Shall  be  lighten'd  by  yoor 
Pure  afliTtion's  swi 
Chiiiceiit  liint  of  love 
Frieiididiip  in  your  help 
I'tterinir  her  mysterious  ti 
You  are  gifts  the  poor  mej 
Wealth  can  find  no 
For  you  U-11  of  tastes  rcftns^ 
Thoughtful  heart  and  spirit 
(lift  of  gi>l<l  or  jewrUI 
Oxteiitatious  thought  con 
Simplest  miml  thi*  boon 
Moilestv  herself  nsceivc 
For  lovrly  woman  yon  wctv 
The  just  and  natural  oma 
Slee{Mng  on  her  bosom  fiur. 
Hilling  in  her  ni%en  hsir. 
Or,  peeping  out  mid  golden 
You  outshine  herharie 
Yet  you  leod  no  thought 
Feed  not  pride  nor  vain  displey. 
Niv  disturb  her  supers* 
AVuking  envy  in  their 
I«el  the  rich,  with  heart  el 
Pile  their  board  with  coailv 
Rirher  omatnents  are  ouim. 
We  will  dress  our  homes  witk 
Yet  no  terror  need  we  feel 
Ijei*t  the  thief  break  throuck  •• 
Ye  are  f4ay things  tor  the  child, 
(lifts  of  love  for  maiden  mild, 
(^omfort  for  the  aged  eye. 
For  the  poor,  cheap  luvuty. 
Though  your  life  i«  but  e  day. 
Prerions  thin 7s.  drar  llosrcfli^ 
Telling  that  the  B«^ng  good 
Who  sup;>lie4  our  daily  food* 
Deems  it  nenlful  to  supply 
Diilv  fooil  fur  heart  and  era. 
Sii.  th<iu<h  your  life  i«  but  e  day. 
We  ffrieve  niit  at  yi>ur  swill 
He.  who  smiles  in  yoar  Kn«hl 
Send*  u«  more  In  take  your 
*Ti«  for  this  ye  fade  so 
That  He  mar  renew  the 
Tlut  kindness  often  may 
Thi'^e  mute  hk  wages  as 
That  Tx>ve  In  pisinrr 
Con  nine  oft  his  ah4iaVt : 
That  beaulT  maY  be  rainM 
New  with  every  mom  and 
With  frsaheet  fragranee 
Therefore  are  ye,  floaren^  ea 
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MORN  AT  SEA. 

Glkarlt,  with  mental  eye, 
lere  the  first  slanted  ray  of  sunlight  springSy 
e  the  morn  with  golden-fringed  wings 

Up-pointed  to  the  sky. 

In  youth's  divinest  glow, 
>.  stands  upon  a  wandering  cloud  of  dew, 
lose  skirts  are  sun-illumed  with  every  hue 

Worn  by  Goo's  covenant  bow ! 

The  diild  of  light  and  air! 
r  land  or  wave,  where'er  her  pinions  move, 
3  shapes  of  earth  are  clothed  in  hues  of  love 

And  truth,  divinely  fair. 

Athwart  this  wide  abyss, 
homeward  way  impatiently  I  drift ; 
night  she  bear  me  now  where  sweet  flowers  lift 

Their  eyelids  to  her  kiss ! 

Her  smile  hath  overspread 
!  heaven-reflecting  sea,  that  evermore 
oiling  solemn  knells  from  shore  to  shore 

For  its  uncoffin'd  dead. 

Most  like  an  angel-friend, 
th  noiseless  footsteps,  which  no  impress  leave, 
:  comes  in  gentleness  to  those  who  grieve, 

Bidding  the  long  night  end. 

How  joyfully  will  hail, 
th  regnliven'd  hearts,  her  presence  fair, 
;  hapless  shipwreck'd.  patient  in  despair. 

Watching  a  far-off  sail. 

Vain  all  affection's  arts 
rheer  the  sick  man  through  the  night  have  been: 
to  his  casement  goes,  and,  looking  in, 
Death*s  shadow  thence  departs. 

How  many,  far  from  home, 
•aried,  like  me,  beneath  unfriendly  skies, 
1  mourning  o*er  affection's  broken  ties. 

Have  pray'd  for  her  to  come. 

Lone  voyager  on  time's  sea ! 
len  my  dull  night  of  being  shall  be  past. 
Quay  I  waken  to  a  mom,  at  last. 

Welcome  as  this  to  me ! 


A  DEATH-BED. 


HiR  suffering  ended  with  the  day. 

Yet  lived  she  at  its  dose. 
And  breathed  the  long,  long  night  away, 

In  statue-like  repose. 

But  when  the  sun,  in  all  his  state. 

Illumed  the  eastern  skies. 
She  pass'd  through  Glory's  morning-gate. 

And  walk'd  in  Paradise ! 


MY  MOTHER'S  GRAVE. 

Ik  beauty  lingers  on  the  hills 

The  death-smile  of  the  dying  day ; 
And  twilight  in  my  heart  instils 

The  softness  of  its  rosy  ray. 
I  watch  the  river's  peaceful  flow, 

Here,  standing  by  my  mother's  grave. 
And  feel  my  dreams  of  glory  go. 

Like  weeds  upon  its  sluggish  wave. 

God  gives  us  ministers  of  love. 

Which  we  regard  not,  being  near; 
Death  takes  them  from  us — then  we  feel 

That  angels  have  been  with  us  here ! 
As  mother,  sister,  friend,  or  vrife. 

They  guide  us,  cheer  us,  soothe  our  pain ; 
And  when  the  grrave  has  closed  between 

Our  hearts  and  tbenrs,  we  love— in  vain ! 

Would,  mother !  thou  couldst  hear  me  tell 

How  ofl.  amid  my  brief  career, 
For  sins  and  follies  loved  too  well. 

Hath  fallen  the  free,  repentant  tear. 
And,  in  the  way  wanlness  of  youth. 

How  better  thoughts  have  given  to  me 
Contempt  for  error,  love  for  troth, 

Mid  sweet  remembrances  of  thee. 

The  harvest  of  my  youth  ts  done. 

And  manhood,  come  with  all  its  cares. 
Finds,  garnered  up  within  my  heart. 

For  every  flower  a  thousand  tares. 
Dear  mother!  couldst  thou  know  my  thoughts. 

Whilst  liendini;  o'er  this  holy  shrine, 
The  depth  of  feeling  in  my  breast. 

Thou  wouId«»t  not  blush  to  call  me  thine ! 
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A  SPRING-DAY  WALK. 
AsiiD,  (he  cilj'a  ccuclna  hum, 

The  haunt*  of  Mrvunl  M",  oilu'U  '. 
Gieta  fiplili.  aiiil  luli'iil  sl'*i>i!  we  come. 

To  i<|icnil  Ihiii  liri:ilil  i>|>ring^]i)'  with  yoU. 
Wlirther  Uie  hilln  iiid  vhIh  ahall  gleam 

With  bmulv,  in  for  un  u>  chooHi ; 
FiiT  ttfaf  ami  I'lirworn.  roi'k  and  ilnun. 

Are  colour  J  nilli  llw  npiririi  hue*. 
Sen,  to  the  nrrkiiig  soul,  in  brongbt 

A  iiolilcr  lu-w  ut'  huiiun  fale, 
AiiJ  hii[hi'r  rivlini.  liiiihiT  thoui[bt. 

And  gliaijMca  o    3  liinlliT  aUtc. 
Through  chiuiHP  at  tiiiir,  on  aea  and  ihoce, 

tJrmiplT  DMlun  nuilaa  iway ; 
Von  infiniu-  U      aky  lienda  ftVr 

Ou    world,  u  at  the  prinal  day. 
Th»  ■rlf-rennrinff  eaith  in  movnl 

With  youlhAli  lifi-  •■4i-h  rirrlin;;  yrar; 
And  fliinrrH  ili.ii  ('KKtii*  dnufhur 'loved 
t.  ninv  arr  Mootiiius  hen. 


'J'hiii 


n-  trill  I) 


TO  nyi:  jar  awav. 
jFTKii  fat  tiM;rTiiiii..w'.  fliflht. 


rfur  Ihjii  i^iWrr; 

la.  Irulli  il^'lfranhr; 
th.iii  I'urtk'ii  rrnlml  firp; 


Trrault  ihr  |>4llii  id*  rlii>utrt>— 
\iv  my  dmui'^  in  nliii'h  aoain 
My  fiiiul  artnii  rnrin-k  ihiv ! 


fVM 


li'd  ..I 


rnrth! 


T.>  .in  i.l.-al  h-.f 

An  th;  JWrt  Avium  wrsr. 
An  in»«r.l  h^!<l  !.■  cw•^^  tbr« 

r'ui.>ihyM>uli«  £!><•». 

Tuiv  anJ  «nnv  ■>  iu  Jitioc 

riK  nil  in  Imn'n. 

T\l-'..f  l1l.-MI,-..|.lMP.TC«»! 

'lf.>»i:t4.llv.  li.,i>.liuh»nJ. 

T.>>.>inp  niK  »..rl.l  I'.l  fly  with  ih 

Fr-Hii  olT  III  in itji  ftranJ. 


Vxof^i^t*  lhiiM«U*caU. 
Liea  a  f^iir  girl  luin'd  w  bkhU  ; 
Una  nhuM  life  wai  like  a  itar, 
Withimt  toil  or  tnt  to  aai 
IW.;    .      •  *  .■ 

Otir,  uli.iiv  fomi  of  louthfut  fna. 
Oni-.  wli.HT  (Iniurnre  of  C« 
Malrh'd  Ihr  nml  frai  of  ifc<«^-: 
Bv  llir  anliiiur  arul^-tun  orou;:.: . 
Y'et  hrr  oulwinl  ibarmt  -rre  «• 
Than  lirr  Miiinin^  tmtknn^ 
Hit  miiJin  |'unty  ,.f  hnrt. 


.NVar  on  «-h. 

LiL.'E:].um.-r.ii^-i.i..>i.!*>a,>^.     >  ' 
ilUutitii  A.mii  U>r.«zh  allrii  mc 
Or*u<-h  »M  -Im  *ho  Im  U-'m^Li 
Thi.  Mh'iil  I'tTirfi'  ^  tjut 
Woim..-;  tthrn  I  nrall 
(Inr  .H..'t  Monl  l>t  hri  Irt  fall— 
(W  .B.-.1  B..n]  Lvl  U-.r-iy'mi- 
II..H  li.'..>t  tn  told  «U  Ihr  M. 
To  Ihiok  1.^11.- 


Lintl 


Ifjir 


nilli 


TIIK  DKKAMlNi:  GlEL 
AHKl1>MtiiU|innm*noriDHt. 
In  fanrv'n  U«l  of  •mrOicl? 
A  .IrraiiiLim  fid.  wiUl  L^«^  r>!M4 
Cuji-irtnl  hy  a  tnon-vhllr  »:=- 


t4uUlu<i<  liy  luiine  uimnfaly  c^-^ 
Till-  rlu..t.'r>  ..f  hrr  duAy  kiir 
Arr  (I04IU.4  on  hrr  l>*.ni  f•:^ 
l.lkr  <Mtl>  darknn*  ■lr*lin«  nVr 

Thr  imtwiturtathM^aTKikn"' 
Ot.  ilk.-  )ir  .h»lo*  «r  ■  fWt 


Sui'li  •|<iril4>l  f\p 

rrMinn 

.\f  lliv  .*«■!  f. 

jliinn  weir. 

At.  inwanl  liu-t>t  1 

.  cui.I'  tbM 

rtil.>  Ihv  Mul 

Pun-  inJ  BTTiu-  ■ 

.  iuJiiJM 

OriiEinul  in  II.-J 

Tviir  .if  llw  rjii' 

iiMP.trii' 

It."*  rUIIv.  h 

..I  in  h*ml, 

T,,  -.,„,  „..»  *., 

.ii-.m»-ith 

Fnim  otr  lliM  1 

uirtal  (initiL 

H'hirh  hrT  Uuirv  di^  rvteiM 
The  mom  ptvp*  in  «iik  kii  ta^  r* 

PrrfuDir  lorril  abni  it  ■  vmuA'J. 

PlruuiFt ' 

la  thf  happr  :  i    •■. .  m. 
Thit  diMh  on  W  ■■■iij  |)n«. 

Anil  hrr  brart  bapa  mf  wilh  |li^M»- 
Ttut  Mia  WM  Mtthw  tal  •  *iM : 
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[Bora  tboat  1810.] 


Mr.  Ho»i«rER  is  a  native  of  Avon,  in  Western 
New  York.  His  maternal  ancestors  were  the  first 
settlers  among  the  Senecas,  whose  language  he 
learned  in  infancy,  and  with  whose  mythology, 
traditions  and  customs  he  has  ever  since  l>een  fami- 
liar. His  principal  poetical  works  are,  "  Yonnon- 
dio,  or  the  Warriors  of  the  Genessee,  a  Tale  of 
the  Seventeenth  Century,"  and  «♦  Legends  of  the 
Seneras,"  in  both  of  which  he  has  given  striking 
and  authentic  sketches  of  Indian  life  and  character, 


and  fresh  and  natural  deecriptions  of  American 
scenery.  Mr.  Hosner's  poems  are  not  well  con- 
structed; his  narrative  sometimes  moves  heavily; 
and  his  verse  is  not  always  harmonious ;  but  in  all 
he  has  written  there  are  signs  of  careful  study  and 
genuine  enthusiasm.  The  subjects  and  the  spirit 
of  his  song  are  American,  and  his  works  are  of  the 
small  number  that  could  not  have  been  produced 
in  another  country.  Mr.  Hosmsb  is  a  lawyer,  and 
resides  in  Avon. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  "  YONNONDIO." 


A  FOREST  SJCENE. 


The  devious  way  on  which  they  march'd 
By  braided  boughs  wjis  ovcrarch'd ; 
And  ritjht  and  left  spread  far  away 
Fens  only  lit  by  fire-fly's  ray : 
Dark  with  a  tangled  growth  of  vine. 
Black  ash,  Imge  water-oak  and  pine, 
Mix'd  with  red  cedar,  moss'd  and  old. 
Sot  firmly  in  the  watery  mould. 
Ht'rfy  cover'd  with  a  slime  of  green. 
Statrnant  and  turbid  pools  were  seen, 
Ed'jjed  round  with  wild  aquatic  weeds, 
Loni^-bladcd  flag  and  clustering  reeds, 
Pond  lilies,  oily-leaved  and  pale. 
Red  willow,  and  the  alder  frail; 
There ^  skeletons  of  groves  gone  by — 
Satl  objects  to  poetic  eye  ! — 
Like  monarchs  by  the  battle-blast 
Ajwail'd  and  overthrown  at  last. 
Wasted  and  worn  in  bough  and  stem. 
And  robb'd  of  leaf-wrought  diadem, 
Lay  rotting  in  their  barky  mail, 
IndifH'rent  to  sun  and  gale. 
Deep  hollows  in  the  miry  clay 
Mark'd  where  their  roots  once  spread  away. 
Now  mix'd  with  many  a  rugged  mound, 
Form'd  when  their  fastenings  were  unbound, 
Or  wrench'd,  like  gossamer,  in  twain, 
By  the  wild  rushing  hurricane. 


WOODS  BY  iMOOXLIGIIT. 


Above,  the  overhanging  banks 
Were  lined  by  trees  in  broken  ranks, 
And  moonlight  falling  gently  down. 
Set  with  rich  pearls  each  emerald  crown ; 
There  tower 'd,  majestical  and  old. 
The  dark-leaved  hemlock  from  the  mould ; 
The  spruce,  unstirr'd  by  breath  of  air, 
Shaped  like  a  parasol,  was  there, 
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And  the  huge  pine  full  proudly  bore 
His  honours  like  a  regal  thing. 
His  trunk,  with  mossy  velvet  hoar, 
Fit  ermine  for  so  wild  a  king. 


MOCK  INDIAN  FIGHT. 

Like  cougar,  mad  with  taste  of  blood, 

A  warrior  darted  firom  the  throng, 
While  the  dim  arches  of  the  wood 

Rang  with  their  gathering  song, — 
High  overhead  his  hatchet  raised. 
While  lightning  from  his  eye-balls  blazed. 
Then  buried  in  the  solid  oak 
Its  glittering  blade  with  rending  stroke. 
Changed  was  the  scene  firom  measure  slow, 

To  frantic  leap  and  deafening  yell, 
And  on  imaginary  foe 

A  hundred  weapons  fell. 
Till  hacked  and  splintered  to  the  ground. 
In  firagments  lay  the  poet  around. 

Wild  and  more  wild  the  tumult  grew 

Amid  the  crazed,  demoniac  crew ; 

Knives  fiash'd,  and  man  to  man  opposed ; 

Dark  forms  in  mimic  combat  closed ; 

Upwhirrd  in  clouds  the  summer  dust ; 

Quick  blows  were  aim'd,  and  fiirious  thrust. 

With  face  convulsed  the  &llen  gasp'd. 

And  murderous  hands  the  scalp-Iodc  graip'ii; 

Some  firom  the  swathing  board  cut  looee 

With  seeming  hate,  the  swart  pappoose, 

Then  raised  it,  struggling,  by  the  heel. 

And  pointed  at  its  throat  the  steel; 

While  others  on  the  trampled  ground, 

Limbs  of  the  frantic  mother  bound. 

And  her  shrill  cry  with  laughter  drown'd. 

Feign'd  was  base  flight  and  bold  advance , 

Poised  was  the  long,  bone-headed  lanoe ; 

Stout  arms  the  heavy  war-dub  sway'd; 

Elastic  bows  sharp  twanging  made ; 

And  mock'd,  with  modulated  tone. 

Was  victor  shout  and  dying  groan. 
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AN  INDIAN  MARCH. 


Beneath  tall  l«ranih*"*.  cfray  wilh  rUI 
Thfir  Iali\  riiilliifif  nmri**  tlwy  hi-ld, 
Wliilf  well  till'  h'.iflinoxt  nf  ihr  liiio, 
Fmni  view  «Mni-iMril  lH>tr.iyin!;  Nfl^n; 
Somrnij^  kro'i  irl.iiii't**  in  lh«»  rear. 
Lilting  !i»\\M  1iitI»  iiml  «r.i*«j'  njirar. 
Or.  <li»nMitu.  whi-ii  t!i«'  «h>j.y  t:jiiunil 
Yii'Mi^il  lnMiiMth  th«'  sli-htfMt  fiKrt, 
Liko  liDiitcil  tiix«>!4  whi-M  thf  hiuind 

Ami  hiMitrr  an*  in  hot  iiurAuif. 
The  nvl-bnM'it  pTrliM  in  urlinur  green, 
s<:iil  millet ri'l  «if  thr  <|uiet  Hn»ne, 
Wliili'  livnmini;.  for  tho  ilvin:;  !(un, 
StniiiiM  like  a  hri>ki*n-hi'artpd  tmitf 
]{ lirtetl  not  hiT  niottli'd  wini^  to  fly, 
A«  Kwept  tlioM*  KiliMit  wiirrinnt  by; 
Till-  \vi>iKl«*(ick.  ill  hi't  inoii«t  n*tn*ut, 
liivini  nut  thr  t'.illini;  nt'  their  feet; 
On  his  (l.iik  rii.»«.i  tin-  irriv  owl  hlejit; 
Time  \vi(ii  hiio  ilruni  ihi-  |Mnriil4:e  ke|^; 
Nor  lert  till"  tli-er  hi.-*  w:itiTin'4-|ilarc, 
5*0  hu><iril,  M  noistlesH  wa*  llieir  {nace. 


\  ursr.HTr.n  iiat.i^ 


l'M«i:n  the  nei»Ii'i*li'il  ;ir!Mmr 

riivi*-*  ui  the  niLilil-titne  li.irk. 

\i\.\  the  h.it  and  ^jiiler  h.iih>Mir 

\'\  ito  i'h.ini''i'r4  dienr  iind  il.irk. 

W  f.  iN.  :il'.'Ul  ilie  i!iii'r-.t«ine  irrowinq, 

\\  'i-r.r  ol  ili'iMX  ini>l  hhuht — 

Or.  \\u-  h.  .nth  nil  rniber  i;li>uini; 

>  ..'*  .1  w.i.iu  iinii  elueilul  iii;ht. 

N.I-  v'u'  rum  i*  A  riv»-r, 

\r.^  !*■.■•  \\  ,%i"«  ul:rli'  tliiwini:  on. 

*•    .   f  ,■  ■  h|  ■«  III"  rr\ft.jl.  i'»er 

I-  I'l  it  wi'id  iif  ni"Uinin4 — ^•'•■.ir.' 
■  ;'i'  ;  !...••'  ««M  |"»|'l.i'.-  elu*tfr. 
y'w  !.  iN»-  -■i*!'  i»«jl  ^irniL'i"  ti-nr* 
I  «'ii'  fii'.Mi  flinL'-  |iii!id  In-tre 
i*  :  ;  I.-  I  ki|  .Old  h.iot  nient  MtiMief. 


I  ■ 


k       » 


N 


I  • 


1  ;»    n;»  \m»  iw  \v  \N  NTTIIAV. 

»  iM\i;  nisMi  thi'  'jrii-^y  "*tiil 
"   *ii-r  ii'i'i  with  niit-^  wiTi"  fhiHl, 
'J  111  1  I'M  ind,  \V.i'i-iiiil-h:iy  ; 
•t  'M-1  t>i  I'-^l  iir  {•••>k  I«'!mmi1. 
;•  •«!•*  i»f  i«iii'i'it"  nnili'l'nu'd 
-=.x   h'  .IrUK  li>: 
*  «  •■  ]<!iiii:i^l  thi-ir  di-|tlhit  within. 
.  ,  .'.  i..>i«  p:.Ti-i'il  thnnijh  hrr  ni.K-ra'tin, 
*  '  I   x  r'<M  U.  uM^'.ilM  :it  la*>l. 
,1.!  !  '.  I  t*i»iiti'iiti>,  ihii'k  .irid  t'lot, 
;    •.."  1  v'*«  .«nd  \i-ituri'  !»lijht, 
•.    ••     •  ;  w.*'i  '.Aizv  drm»*  Iht  KikdiL 


The  Krinly  wolf  m  on  ihe  trM^» 

To  nin  thr  ruvrri  o(  ku*  Uir ; 
Fiffix  exeii  i;Ure<l  oil  lirr  fnitn  ti*  tmgs,:^ 

\n  if  lliey  wk'd  ht  r  rrraik!  li^n , 
Tlie  frallier'd  hermil  **(  Ihr  liri;. 
Fh'w.  hootine.  to  hi*  c«krn  rri* ; 
Aiwl  k:ra|n-*ii»f«,  li'"«!  m  U-*fy  rntl 
To  gr.i\-:innM  ifMnl*  <»l  Xhe  unL 
Swuni:.  like  a  %i-!«r*  |i**wn'.!  ahr:^^ 
Drifinij  Ivm-jth  a  lunk  nf  ritiud*. 
Fr.im  the  j.nit'*  hu^r  nnJ  i;uAk:r.j  r  r-« 
(*a;iN*  Mil 'hint;  an  I  iin«*utlil%  t.  nr. 
While  trnnk*  dr-ca>M,  i>f  nira«i:T  »»<. 
Fought  t>ir  thr  l.i>t  tirar  mth  thr  SIa^:. 
Ami  iit'ir  hrr  tell  w;lh  rr A^hin^r  n**-". 
Thdi  shook  tin*  ruiriVr'd  fomt  di*je. 


A  FLORIl>IAN  SCKNE 

AVhkiik  PaM..  to  the  l.m«i  St  J.^jy 

Hh  dark  an' I  hiiny  tn^uti'  p«>«. 
Th<^  Willi  ditr  !fjili>  ht  r  iU({Vi!  :4«-:« 

Of  jr.it  I'liil  liriiS  atii!  tktittd  ^Air , 
Riih  fiun'*hnie  fall«  on  wa«r  aiid  U^. 

T!ie  jrnll  i*  *i'ri-ai[iin^  «»*erhr-»JL 
And  on  a  Uai*h  of  w hitniM  «»nd 

Lif  wnath\  •hi'lU  witS*  Ii|m  of  r«i 

Thi-  jt-'Maniine  han.ri^  £it!«i«n  ^rmm 

thi  uni-ient  nak*  in  iiiim*  ar7«% 'd. 
An-l  {•miiillv  t^^  |«al:iii-l!o  luwrn^ 

Wliilr  hi'kk-birU  wa:hW  in  tSr  a^ktf. 
M'iun>l*>.  I'Uiit  !•>  niirli!  hand,  arr 

(■nvn  ffiiiii  the  Ku:iiiikil  t»*  ibr 
Will  n-,  Sunid  With  !!if  Niw  azjd  9^*e. 

Hfot  inlNN  fiirjrtful  I'f  ihr  rhA«r. 

('.I".-*:!!!!!.*  ij.'h  thi-  tirr^n  •h'Vr. 

I<t  n>m-  a  niin.  wlM  and  k«ne. 
An<l  on  hi*r  hvtli-nirnl^  no  n>w 

|<i  h.innt-r  w-j\iil  ivr  inimpri  Uo«c  . 
Tlii'-M'  i!.iii;ht\  i-i«a!>r«  arr  ffunr 

Who  h'li-I'd  •li-h.iJi'"r  ihrrr  In  Fra-srp. 
Whil.-  til.-  :.-.jSt  i».|Tfr«  tif  J«L  J.ih« 

I{itl<i-t' d  l1.t«\  of  «iruril  Mid 


])nt  uhi  ii  I'l'  \  .'Vt  of  dvinc  dsT 

K.il'«  on  tl.i   i-riiri-itiric  Mtwrk»  ^  iSi 
And  I  III-  w.i:i  f  .1*  iri-4  nf  iWav 

\N'i  ir  <  •!!.-n'<i  '■«  lulv.  likr  the  rlar. 
M\  I.irii-\  «ii:ii:i'>:i*  Ir.  'ii  thr  ahnMai 

Tilt  ki.ii:li*>  >>: KM  4'ftilr  s^ain. 
Aiiil  I  h.ir^iiij  th->>i«.iikd*  AtMUl  Bk«».— 

•'  ?^t.  J.i.'ii  i>tfik*  «  :>»-di>   i»3€  S*: 


Whi'n  ni*»tfi-  *oi.ir«.  *h%  the 

T'l  i!  M  !<  t'.r  r.t'nj  «Wfi.  •«r«^  t* 
'I"i.-  *[  Irjf*  ii'  !'»••  \rnii 

Wfi  •  fill-.!  tV  land  t^y< 
Ftir  iM'ijrii'.d  :ii  I'k*.  iround  wh-'Pr  •£  •«: 

T!j"Ii  jii!fn-r  ''t'd  U«!ce<^  Jrt  vt  mtez^ 
Arnl  in  tS>'  "li.i!  iw«  ivf  the  wood 

Thisr  tall.  !iirii>ml  ?nnunj«  Mv 


•  An  'ilJ  <>,iaMali  CmI. 


ISAAC   McLELLAN,   JR. 


[Bore  tboat  1810.) 


Mr.  McLELiA!r  is  a  native  of  the  city  of  Port- 
land. He  was  educated  at  Bowdoin  College,  in 
Maine,  where  he  was  graduated  in  182G.  He 
8uhse<iucntly  studied  the  law,  and  for  a  few  years 
practised  his  profession  in  Boston.  He  has  re- 
cently resided  in  the  country,  and  devoted  his 


attention  principally  to  agricultural  pursuits.  In 
the  spring  of  1830  he  published  "The  Fall  of  the 
Indian  ;"  in  1 832,  «  The  Year,  and  other  Poems ;" 
and  in  1844  a  third  volume,  comprising  his  later 
miscellaneous  pieces  in  verse.  His  best  composi- 
tions are  lyrical. 


NEW  ENGLAND'S  DEAD. 

New  Enolattd's  dead!  New  England's  dead! 

On  every  hill  they  lie ; 
On  every  field  of  strife,  made  red 

By  bloody  victory. 
Each  valley,  where  the  battle  pour'd 

Its  red  and  awful  tide, 
Beheld  the  brave  New  England  sword 

With  slaughter  deeply  dyed. 
Their  bones  are  on  the  northern  hill, 

And  on  the  southern  plain. 
By  brook  and  river,  lake  and  rill, 

And  by  the  roaring  main. 

The  land  is  holy  where  they  fought. 

And  holy  where  they  fell ; 
For  by  their  blood  that  land  was  bought, 

The  land  they  loved  so  well. 
Then  glory  to  that  valiant  band, 
The  honoured  saviours  of  the  land ! 

O,  few  and  weak  their  numbers  were— 

A  handful  of  brave  men ; 
But  to  their  God  they  gave  their  prayer, 

And  rush'd  to  battle  then. 
The  God  of  battles  heard  their  cry, 
And  sent  to  them  the  victory. 

They  left  the  ploughshare  in  the  mould. 
Their  flocks  and  herds  without  a  fold, 
The  sickle  in  the  unshorn  grain. 
The  corn,  half-garner*d,  on  the  plain, 
And  muster'd,  in  their  simple  dress. 
For  wrongs  to  seek  a  stem  redress, 
To  right  those  wrongs,  come  weal,  come  wo. 
To  perish,  or  overcome  their  foe. 

And  where  are  ye,  O  fearless  men  1 

And  where  are  ye  to-day  1 
I  call : — the  hills  reply  again 

That  ye  have  pass'd  away ; 
That  on  old  Bunker's  lonely  height. 

In  Trenton,  and  in  Monmouth  ground,     , 
The  grass  grows  green,  the  harvest  bright 

Above  each  soldier's  mound. 
The  bugle's  wild  and  warlike  blast 

Shall  muster  them  no  more ; 
An  army  now  might  thunder  past. 

And  they  heed  not  its  roar. 
The  starry  flag,  'neath  which  they  fought. 

In  many  a  bloody  day. 
From  their  old  graves  shall  rouse  them  not. 

For  they  have  pass'd  away. 


THE  DEATH  OF  NAPOLEON.* 


Wild  was  the  night ;  yet  a  wilder  night 

Hung  round  the  soldier's  pillow; 
In  his  bosom  there  waged  a  fiercer  fight 

Than  the  fight  on  the  wrathful  billow. 

A  few  fond  mourners  were  kneeling  by, 
Tho  few  that  his  stern  heart  cheri&h'd ; 

They  knew,  by  his  glazed  and  unearthly  eye, 
That  life  had  nearly  perish'd. 

They  knew  by  his  awful  and  kingly  look. 

By  the  order  hastily  spoken. 
That  he  dream'd  of  days  when  the  nations  shook. 

And  the  nations'  hosts  were  broken. 


He  dream'd  that  the  Frenchman's  sword  still  slew, 
And  triumph'd  the  Frenchman's  "eagle;" 

And  the  struggling  Austrian  fled  anew. 
Like  the  hare  before  the  beagle. 

The  bearded  Russian  he  scourged  again. 

The  Prussian's  camp  was  routed. 
And  again,  on  the  hills  of  haughty  Spain, 

His  mighty  armies  shouted. 

Over  Egypt's  sands,  over  Alpine  snows, 

At  the  pyramids,  at  the  mountain. 
Where  the  wave  of  the  lordly  Danube  flows. 

And  by  the  Italian  fountain, 

On  the  snowy  cliffs,  where  mountain-streams 

Dash  by  the  Switzer's  dwelling. 
He  led  again,  in  his  dying  dreams. 

His  hosts,  the  broad  earth  quelling. 

Again  Marengo's  field  was  won. 

And  Jena's  bloody  battle ; 
Again  the  world  was  overrun, 

Made  pule  at  his  cannons'  rattle. 

He  died  at  the  close  of  that  darksome  day, 

A  day  that  shall  live  in  story  : 
In  the  rocky  land  they  placed  his  clay, 

"  And  left  him  alone  with  his  glory." 

*  "The  5th  of  Mny  came  amid  wind  and  rain.  Na- 
polkon's  passing  spirit  was  deliriously  engaged  in  a 
strife  more  terrible  tbsn  the  elements  around.  The 
words  ^tiu  i'armiet*  (head  of  the  army,)  the  last  nhich 
escaped  from  his  lips,  intimated  that  his  thoughts  were 
watching  the  current  of  a  heady  fight.  About  eleven 
minutes  before  six  in  the  evening,  Napolson  expired.** 
— 8coTT*s  Life  «/  AbpolMH. 
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THE  NOTES  OF  THE  BIRDS. 


Wkll  do  I  love  those  various  hannonief 
That  rinf^  so  (;avly  in  uprins**  biu]dii»(  woods, 
Anil  in  the  thickrtH,  and  Rrt'cn,  quu-t  haunts, 
And  lonely  co{n<OM  of  the  Kuninier-tiine, 
A  nil  in  red  autumn's  ancient  solitudes. 

If  thou  art  pain'd  with  the  world's  noisy  stir. 
Or  crazed  with  itn  matl  tuinulUi,  and  weigh'd  down 
With  unv  of  the  ills  uf  huinnn  life; 
If  thou  art  nick  and  weak,  or  niournest  at  the  loss 
Of  brethren  gone  to  that  f.ir  distant  land 
'I'd  wfiifh  wo  all  do  (Kins,  ^ciitli-  und  |MK>r, 
TIic  i;:iycht  nnd  the  Kr:ive<it,  ull  alike  ;-~> 
Tlien  itirii  into  the  (M-arcful  wo«h]4,  and  bear 
Tlie  thrillini;  inufiic  nf  the  fur^-Mt-liirdii. 

II(>w  rich  the  varieil  choir!    The  unquiet  finch 
C^lIU  from  the  diskuit  hollowM.  and  the  wren 
I'tlereth  her  swtvt  and  mellow  plaint  at  times. 
And  the  thrush  mourneth  where  the  kalmia  hangs 
It4  crimMon-i<iM)tted  cii|m<,  or  chir]M  half-hid 
Amid  the  lowly  doKWuod'H  nnowy  floweni. 
Anil  the  hlue  jay  flits  by,  from  tree  to  tree, 
Ami.  spreailini^  its  rich  pinionn,  fills  the  ear 
With  its  shrill-!«oundincr  and  unsteaily  cry. 

With  the  sweet  airs  of  Hprini*,  the  robin  conies ; 
And  in  her  simple  sonj;  there  M*cmH  to  gush 
A  strain  of  Mir  row  when  tihe  visiteth 
Her  last  year's  wilher'd  nest.    But  when  the  ^loom 
( )f  the  deep  twilii^ht  falln,  lihe  take:*  her  |ierch 
I  '|)on  the  red-iilemm'd  hazt>rM  ulender  twi'.;, 
That  overhant^  the  briNik.  and  Kuit.i  her  song 
To  the  slow  rivulet's  ineimi^tant  chime. 

In  the  l:i«t  days  of  autumn,  when  the  com 
Iiie^  Kwtvt  nnd  vellow  in  the  h.ir\'ef<t-rield. 
And  the  i;ay  company  of  n'a|»ers  hind 
The  iN'ardetl  wheat  in  sheavm, — then  iienN  abroad 
T!ie  bl  H'kbinri*  merry  chant.     I  love  to  hear, 
ll»lil  plunderer,  thy  nicllnw  burit  of  »mt^ 
Fl-).it  tVitiii  thy  w.itch-plare  on  the  mi>Mty  tree 
rioM»  at  the  com-field  tM:»e. 

Lone  whii>-{toiir-will, 
There  U  much  i«wiN'tne'»i  in  thv  fitful  hvmn, 
Heard  in  the  ilniwsy  watrhert  «if  the  nii*ht. 
Ofttime-t,  when  nil  the  village  HchtM  are  out, 
A  11.1  the  wide  air  i*!  still.  I  hear  thi*e  chant 
Thy  hidlow  dirije.  like  some  rivbi!*i'  who  takes 
Hi't  liMJjiiii;  in  the  wilderiie4<i  of  wikiMl4, 
Ai)d  JMN  hi't  anthem  when  the  wurM  i*  still: 
And  llie  di:n.  siiIeMin  niiiht.  tint  briii;!^  to  man 
And  to  the  herds,  deep  slnrnln'r'*.  and  jiwivt  deWH 
Ti>  tlie  n-il  roses  and  l!ie  herbs.  d«ilh  tliid 
!N'it  eye,  s.i\e  thine,  n  w lieher  in  her  hills. 
I  hi'.ir  thee  ott  at  mitlniizhi.  when  ilie  thrush 
And  the  crivn.  rii\iti:;  liiniet  are  at  n^t. 
An>l  t hi' blithe.  twitterini^H vv.iljows  have  Ion;?  ceasnl 
Their  noi?<y  note,  and  fitliled  up  their  win-^s. 

Far  up  SI  line  brink's  still  courw,  whiwr  currrnl 
mines 
The  fon'st'rt   blacken'd   roota,  and  whose   grren 

niartr** 
Is  M'Idom  visited  Iw  human  f  »ot. 
The  lonelv  heron  sits,  anil  harnhlT  bn*aks 
The  S:ib|i.ith-sili>ii(-e  iif  the  wddenier^s  : 
.\iit|  you  may  find  her  by  some  rredy  pool. 


M 


«. 


i  'Z 


Tboa  lao4r«t  is 


Or  brooding  gloomilT  on  the 
BeHide  some  mutv  and  iU' 

m 

.Most  awful  is  thy  deep  and  bravy 
Graf  watrbrr  of  the  walm !  Thon  art 
Of  the  blue  Iske ;  and  all  the  «in^  ku 
I)o  fear  the  ei-ho  of  ihine 
How  bright  thy  savage  eye  ! 
.\nd  mfitt  the  nhining  fishea  aa  Ibcy  fi^ar 
And.  |Kiining  thy  gray  wing,  iby 
Swift  as  an  arrow  strikes  iu  roving 
Ofitinien  I  Mf  thee,  ihmugh  the  curliivg 
Dart,  like  a  s|ifctre  of  tbr  night.  Bbd 
Thy  strange,  lief^ilderins  call.  like  tlw  nu 
Of  ime  «%hi»M*  life  is  fienshing  in  the  w-^ 

And  ni>w,  wnuMst  thi»u.  O  man,  i$rl,^ 
With  earth's  di-Iinou«  ih«unt!^  or  rham 
With  iNMUtiful  cn'otiiMi*  ?     Then  y^m  i 
And  find  them  niiiUt  thii^e  man« 
That  fill  the  ijlowinic  WimhI*.      Tike 
I<ie  in  their  splendid  plumage,  mnd  their 
An'  swei'ler  than  the  nju«ir  of  the  late. 
Or  the  harji's  nirliHly,  nr  the  nolea  that 
Mil  thrillingly  from  Beauty's  mbj  bpw 


•S  ?jrft. 


f.  ••• 


F  1    -v. 


<nirsr.-Trn  by  a  rinrRt  it 


iWi 


Tiir.  tender  Twilight  with 
Leans  i>n  the  bn-apt  of  E«e.     The  wavi 
Hath  fi tilled  her  fleet  piniitna,  and 
To  s|iiii|iicr  by  tlie  darkeii'd  wi 
Have  left  their  pastures,  wbm  Ih*  awaid  c^ 

envn 
.\nd  Ii»t"ly  by  the  river's  ^ilgr  brink. 
Ami  sl>»w  are  winding  h<>nir.     Hark,  fioa  Ctf 
Their  tinkling  K'lls  s«iui|j  thri»usk  the  dcj^i  r^ 
Aihl  fitreot-itjieiiinirt.  with  a  pli-a«aal  eov^ . 
While  ansiverint;  Echo,  from  the  disCant  i  ^ 
S«-iid-  li.ii'k  the  nuiMc  of  the  hprdsoan's  h  <-^ 
Hi>w  teiiilerly  the  tr^mMine  lisht  vel  pb«« 
O'er  the  far-wavinir  folia^r !      Dav'a  Inst  S.^ 
Still  lin^i-rs  *m  the  l«ill>iwT  wm«te  of  leawvi 
With  a  strange  lieauty — like  the  yefViiw  §^^\ 
That  h. Hints  the  ocean,  when  the  dar  rv«  *-' 
Methinks,  whene'er  earth*«  wear^int  tr'«a*^*"^  ,w 
Like  winter  shailnws  o'er  the  prm^M  mK'. 
'Twere  «\veet  to  turn  fmm  lif«*.  mnA  p^  irrml 
With  *>i>!efnn  fiM)tste{M.  into  Naimv's  twc 
A  fill  hipi'V  palaces,  anil  le»|  ■  hfip 
Ol'  |NMi-e  iu  •Mtine  crei'n  |iar»Ji«r  like  AiK 

The  bri/en  irumfiel  and  the  kiod 
Ni  'er    St  irtlrtl    these    Krren 

swiinl 
H.ith  ne\er  irither*d  its  ml  har*  ■  *  ^^' 
The  fuMefl'iil  summer-day  hath 
Annirn!  this  quiet  spot,  and 
( )r  \V.ir'N  rude  pomp  :^-the  kniHe 
Hith  ni  wr  left  his  sickle  in  the 
To  MJav  his  fellow  with  nnholv 
The  inadileninc  Toice  of  battle,  the 
The  thrilliri  *  murmuring  of  tha 
A  till  the  shnll  shriek  of 
Have  nevrr  broke  ita 


JONES  VERY. 


[Born  aboot  18ia] 


Joxxs  ViRT  is  a  native  of  the  city  of  Salem. 
In  his  youth  he  accompanied  his  father,  who  was 
a  sea-captain,  on  several  voyages  to  Europe ;  and 
he  wrote  his  «*  Essay  on  Hamlet"  with  the  more 
interest  from  having  twice  seen  Elsineur.  Afler 
his  father^s  death,  he  prepared  himself  to  enter 
college,  and  in  1832  became  a  student  at  Cam- 
bridge. He  was  graduated  in  1836,  and  in  the 
same  year  was  appointed  Greek  tutor  in  the  uni- 
versity. While  he  held  this  office,  a  religious  en- 
thu-iiasm  took  possession  of  his  mind,  which  gra- 
dually produced  so  great  a  change  in  him,  that  his 


friends  withdrew  him  from  Cambridge,  and  he 
returned  to  Salem,  where  he  wrote  most  of  the 
poems  in  the  small  collection  of  his  writings  pul>- 
lished  in  1839.  His  essays  entitled  "Epic  Poet- 
ry," "  Shakspeare,"  and  "  Hamlet,"  are  fine  spe- 
cimens of  learned  and  sympathetic  criticism ;  and 
his  sonnets,  and  other  pieces  of  verse,  are  chaste, 
simple,  and  poetical,  though  they  have  little  range 
of  subjects  and  illustration.  They  are  religious, 
and  some  of  them  are  mystical,  but  they  will  be 
recognised  by  the  true  poet  as  the  overflowings 
of  a  brother's  souL 


TO  THE  PAINTED  COLUMBINE. 


Bright  image  of  the  early  years 

When  glow'd  my  cheek  as  red  as  thou, 
And  life*s  dark  throng  of  cares  and  fears 
Were  swifl-wing'd  shadows  o*er  my  sunny  brow ! 

Thou  blushest  from  the  painter's  page, 

Robed  in  the  mimic  tints  of  art ; 
But  Nature's  hand  in  youth's  green  age 
With  fairer  hues  first  traced  thee  on  my  heart. 

The  morning's  blush,  she  made  it  thine. 

The  morn's  sweet  breath,  she  gave  it  thee ; 
And  in  thy  look,  my  Columbine! 
Each  fond-remember'd  spot  she  bade  me  see. 

I  see  the  hill's  far-gazing  head. 

Where  gay  thou  noddest  in  the  gale ; 
I  hear  light^bounding  footsteps  tread 
The  grassy  path  that  winds  along  the  vale. 

I  hear  the  voice  of  woodland  song 

Break  from  each  bush  and  well-known  tree, 
And,  on  light  pinions  borne  along, 
Comes  back  the  laugh  from  childhood's  heart  of  glee. 

O'er  the  dark  rock  the  dashing  brook, 

With  look  of  anger,  leaps  again. 
And,  hastening  to  each  flowery  nook. 
Its  distant  voice  is  heard  far  down  the  glen. 

Fair  chi!<l  of  art !  thy  charms  decay, 

Touch'd  by  the  wither'd  hand  of  Time ; 
And  hur<h'd  the  music  of  that  day, 
When  my  voice  mingled  with  the  streamlet's  chime ; 

But  on  my  heart  thy  cheek  of  bloom 

Shall  live  when  Nature's  smile  has  fled ; 
And,  rich  with  memory's  sweet  perfume, 
Shill  o'er  her  grave  thy  tribute  incense  shed. 

There  shalt  thou  live  and  wake  the  glee 

That  echoed  on  thy  native  hill ; 
And  when,  loved  flower !  I  think  of  thee, 
Mv  infant  feet  will  seem  to  seek  thee  still. 


LINES  TO  A  WITHERED  LEAF  SEEN 
ON  A  POET'S  TABLE. 


Poet's  hand  has  placed  thee  there, 
Autumn's  brown  and  wither'd  scroll! 
Though  to  outward  eye  not  fair, 
Thou  hast  beauty  for  the  soul ; 

Though  no  human  pen  has  traced 
On  that  leaf  its  learned  lore. 
Love  divine  the  page  has  graced, — 
What  can  words  discover  more  1 

Not  alone  dim  autumn's  blast 
Echoes  from  yon  tablet  scar, — 
Distant  music  of  the  past 
Steals  upon  the  poet's  ear. 

Voices  sweet  of  summer-hours. 
Spring's  soft  whispers  murmur  by ; 
Feather'd  songs  from  leafy  bowers 
Draw  his  listening  soul  on  high. 


THE  HEART. 


There  is  a  cup  of  sweet  or  bitter  drink. 
Whose  waters  ever  o'er  the  brim  must  well, 
Whence  flow  pure  thoughts  of  love  as  angels 

think. 
Or  of  its  demon  depths  the  tongue  will  tell ; 
That  cup  can  ne'er  be  cleansed  from  outward 

stains 

While  from  within  the  tide  forever  flows ; 

And  soon  it  wearies  out  the  fruitless  pains 

The  treacherous  hand  on  such  a  task  bestows ; 

But  ever  bright  its  crystal  sides  appear. 

While  runs  the  current  from  its  outlet  pure; 

And  pilgrims  hail  its  sparkling  waters  near. 

And  stoop  to  drink  the  healing  fountain  sure. 

And  bless  the  cup  that  cheers  their  fainting  toai 

While  through  this  parching  waste  they  seek  their 

heavenly  goal. 
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TO  THK  CANARV-niRD. 

I  n^virr  licar  ihy  voire  with  otheni'  can, 
Who  in:ik<*  of  thy  I'wt  liUTty  a  fiaiii; 
Ami  in  thy  talc  ot'  lili-^hlitl  ho|H-s  and  fcara 
F<vl  n  >t  thiit  every  note  is  lioni  with  pain. 
Al.ix!  that  with  thv  inuKii''ii  ecnile  fwi'll    'throng. 
I'iiHt   fl.iyi*   ot'  jiiy  rthoiilii  throw .fh  thy  memory 
Ami  eui'h  to  thee  thi-ir  wuriU  ot'  Mirrow  tell, 
While  ravishM  M'nse  forgets  thn-  in  thy  Hong. 
The  heart  that  on  the  past  ami  future  feitK 
And  pours  in  human  woriin  it^i  thiiui^htrt  divine, 
'l'lii>ui;h  at  each  hirth  the  npirit  inly  hlecdfl, 
Uh  sonx  may  rharm  the  listenint;  ear  like*  thinr. 
And  men  with  gilded  ra^ie  and  praifu*  will  try 
To  make  the  bard,  like  th«v.  for^'t  hiii  native  i»ky. 


TEIV  UKAI  TY  FADKS. 

TiiT  iN'anty  fadi*"!.  anil  with  it  too  my  love, 
Ki>r  *t  was  the  si'lf-unie  pitalk  that  lK>re  its  flower; 
Siif^  fi'll  the  r»in.  and  hn-akin!;  frinii  ahove 
The  sun  ]iH)k*il  out  upon  our  nuptial  lii>ur; 
And  [  had  thou'^ht  f»n'\er  hy  thy  side 
With  hiir^tin-^  luids  of  hoi>e  in  youth  to  dwell; 
Hot  o!ii*  hy  one  Time  Mri'wM  thv  ]N*t.ils  wi>]e. 
And  every  ho|-H''s  wan  livik  a  ijrief  can  tell: 
Fur  I  had  thiMi^htles^  lived  )N-niMth  hiii  sway. 
Who  like  a  tyrant  dea!i>th  with  us  all. 
Oownin-j  eaeh  mse.  thi>u<:h  ronti-d  on  deray. 
With  eh.irnM  tli.it  shall  the  spirit's  lnvi'  entlinll. 
And  fi>r  a  seaxiui  turn  the  kouIV  pure  eves  r(li'tli-<:. 
From  virtue'd  chaat;i'lerw  hloom,  that  time  aiiil  death 


TIIK  WIND-FLOWKR. 


Tiior  111!  ik  est  up  with  mivk.  con  filling  eye 
V\ym  till*  eliiudrd  smile  of  April'?,  fire, 
I'lilrirni'd  t!i»iii:!»  Winter  stands  unrertain  hy, 
Kyeitii;  with  je.iliius  i;Ianre  each  i>|M>iiinLr  i^are. 
TImu  tru'*ti-«t  wisely!   in  thy  fiith  arra_\M, 
Mnn'  'rl'iriinm  th<»n  than  I-rarl's  wi-^'-t  kin?; 
Sjieh  f lillt  was  Miswhini  nn'Ti  U*  diMth  U'trayM. 
An  t'ii:if  who  hivire-t  llie  timid  \.ii<-i'  iif  Sprin :. 
Wliili'  other  tl-nvi-rs  still  hidi'  th»rn  frtim  her  cm  11 
Al'MUf  the  river's  hrink  ami  tm-ad-iw  hare. 
Thcv  will  I  Mifk  In'side  the  sf-my  wall. 
Am!  in  Ihy  trust  with  ehiMlike  heart  wrndd  ^hare. 
O'lTJ'iy'd  that  in  thv  early  leaxe-  \  find 
A  le-*-!)]!  tiu-^lit  hy  Iliiu  \vhi>Ii>\ed  all  human  kind. 

r.\(wir. 

[  i.iioK*n  to  find  a  man  who  walk'd  with  <ioii, 
l..\e  t!ii'  Ir.iii-iited  patriarch  ot'  *>'iA  ; — 
T!i>iu^h  ::'.ad  icn'd  iuilii>»ns  iin  hi-  t'.*-it«to  il  trml. 
\'i  t  none  wi;)i  liitu  iliil  !»nch  xwi-i  t  c>in\rr'<e  Ih'Id ; 
I  Itr.inl  tlicwiiid  in  li>w  Ciiniplaint  iin  hy, 
'IViii  nine  iu  mciihlies  like  him  ciiuld  hear; 
|)i\  until  diy  spitke  wis«|,t;n  fri>ni  on  liii:h. 
Vi  t  •!  Mil'  like  OkViii  tiirn'il  a  %«i!liii:;  c:ir ; 
(il  I  w  ilk\l  aliMie  unhonourM  thrnii.:!!  l!ie  earth; 
I'o.  !.:.ii  :i  I  liiMrl-liiiit  temple  itpi-ii  "tiiml, 
'I". I"  ■..i.jl.  fiir_'ct!"iil  iif  licr  noMer  Mrth, 
1!  i  !  Ill  Ajt  I,    [|  I  it'll  cliriiie't  of  si  me  .md  wi>i<l, 
\-ii!  I  :':  ii!ii'i:ii'.'iM  .ind  in  ruins  still 
Till-    -iilj.  :   :ii-i!c  !tc  dc!i;;htit  tu  till. 


MoRMNU. 

Thk  lif^ht  will  nrrrr  oprn  «ichllr«  rx9%. 
It  rnmm  to  thone  who  mllinsW  wiHiJai  ar* 
.And  every  ohji'vt. — hill,  ami  »tnram.  ar^l  •«  «% 
Kcjoii*^  within  the  rnrirrlmg  linr  to  '^  : 
'Tis  il.iy. — the  f'n-M  is  fill'il  with  h«»i   ^.i-    *. 
The  uhi»p  n*s«iiin»ls  with  n«»t-y  •■-■rkT^r.'*  -.i. 
'I'he  tra\eller  with  hi«  flmiT  mlrrt^y  ^Us»U 
His  yet  unme.isuml  ynimrr  to  hrrin: 
The  liiiht  hreak»  senlly  Ini*  within  ibr 
Vet  there  no  ey,-  awoil*  ihr  rnRi«>-n 
The  t'or^e  and  noiiiy  amil  arr  al  ir«t. 
Nor  men  nur  oxi  n  lrfa*l  thr  tirij*  of 
N«tr  piUrini  lifi-*  Lis  st.ttT.— -it  i«  no  tJAV 
Tu  thi*se  who  t'uiil  on  rarih  li^ir  i>lMcr  tj  tur 

M«;i!r. 

I  Tiu\K  thei»,  r.ither.  that  thr  nij*:!  !•  r*-u- 
When  I  thr«»  rmiM-iiiU"*  N'iiij  tiktv  rr*.  ~  . 
\\'h'>^  only  task  thv  w.ir.ls  i»f  ],iir  !  ■  "..  v. 
And  in  thy  acts  t>i  f'::.d  *  n-S  act  ./  77  .-jr  . 
A  ta-k  tii.»  tr'cat  t"»  :zue  a  .li*  !  !jkr  ir»*. 
Till*  myriail-h  ni-tcd  la'«iiii-s  i»f  thr  t'tv. 
Tiiii  minv  fur  my  clii«ii»j  v\*-^  :■>  ^-r. 
Tliy  W'lriU  t  »■»  frcipirjii  fir  niv  t^ryi-.^  • 
V«"t  whi'fi  tfinii  «.  v«.t  nit'  *•  ir  'fii'J  *i%  rht 
Kai'ii  other  irif^  ni'^re  hm-Iv  then  af-fw 
Fur  ■l.irk-r.i!s*d  nicht  im-iii  *  htn-r-^.s  fr  t. 
And  ,il!  tlitiie  iillii  r  ;;i:t«  to  rnr  rtuitAr^, 
Ainl  wiillc  wi'liin  her  darkf-ri'ti  rourh  I  •Lt 
'JMiiiic  eves  uiilirrd  ali>i\e  will  rt>ii»tAAl  *'»i— 


>  kfT. 


TIIF.  SI'IUITI.  WD. 

FiTiini!  thv  wniidcr*  ili  j%*a  wifir'T 
Niir  fir  rein.ixrd  where  tVet  hj*r  •rl  i  ■■»  •.•-!'  ; 
AriMiiid  u*  *'\fr  lie*  the  enchj:it#Hi  l*n.i. 
Ifi  •ni''xi"I^  ric!i  ?■»  t!ii:i'*  nwn  •■•n»  i'*s  li' 
In  •Iridmj  flui*  are  ill  fhin»s  r»un!  u«  *x..: 
In  I-i")!!:;  the**  .11*  all  thiirj«  !•«•?  ^wfc^  : 
Kir*  ha\i'  we.  l-ij  in  x.iin  ^'r^ng^  vntop*  » *.^ 
Ati  I  ti»  i»'ir  !■■  I  ■•  The  %  i-i»ti  i«  i!r!rff^  ; 
^^'|■  w  r;.|i  r  in  tin*  c.»«iiii-\  (at  rrriKi^r. 
Mid  tiifii'i-.  .ri  1  ri:iii'«!  ;■  U**  in  i!ra:h  t*  S^'Z. 
**r  mi  th»"  ri"i""ril-  nf  pa*!  CT^alnr«*  ii.4#. 
And  fi»r  a  hiirii'-l  *im!  iSe  li«inc  •'H  : 
Whi!.-  .iri  i.iir  pa'':  ^N-w^'d   r'!  fj»\  i»j*  -^i: 
TI:  if  1,1  '.  r  ri!iTr;»-  i.-  ti  t;  .•  f..  '.!«  *^f  V^JL 

» 

Tin:  i']iy.y<  ny  uyr. 

Fioi  liii-e  w!i.»  Wiir*liip  Tiiii  fhrnr  i«  i»i  ••%'S. 
i*"r  .:.[  (!ii  y  liii  I*  hut  w  ilh  Tm  tk  to  i2wrv 
N-iM-wiii't  I  fake  l'ri>in  Thbb  thi«  pa«.::^    <-"m^ 
I:  i-  :  ut  m"  Tui  i:!'»riMi*  nimr  ti»  W.   . 
Niir  wiirds  ni>r  mr.i«iim1  •utinj*  havr  I  t*  iv^ 
lint  III  tlirin  Ihilh  iii\   mtul  dulh  r«rr  fi  *«  . 
'J'Ihi   cmiie  a«  tiew!eiis  b.«  thr  unwf n  m.r.\ 
All  i  tt'Il  thv  ni>iMle*i«  <r\m  nhrnr'rr  I  fo. 
Tilt-  Iret-s  tli.tt  4riiW  hIkuiI  liit   li^in^  tUruri. 
Aiid  fr-iiii    !-  -i-rui^*  ri-frr»h:iirnt  r«rT  Jr-.*. 
I'lMM-r  iilitlcrin,;  m  thv  iiMvniiic  hraak 
Till  \  !•!  if.  !!,cin  ii'er  th<'  n«rr'«  craa*v  ^r'.-i 
All :  .1-  ni  III*  liijh  aiitl  witir  ibnr  brmiK-bn  r*'* 
'J'hi  y  liKik  more  fair  within  ihr  defCte  bei^ 


JONES  VERY. 
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THE  ARK. 


Thrr  e  is  no  change  of  time  and  place  with  Thxx  ; 
Where'er  I  go,  with  me  'tis  still  the  same; 
Within  thy  presence  I  rejoice  to  be, 
And  always  hallow  thy  most  holy  name; 
The  world  doth  ever  change ;  there  is  no  p>eace 
Among  the  shadows  of  its  storm-vex'd  breast; 
With  every  breath  the  frothy  waves  increase, 
They  toss  up  mire  and  dirt,  they  cannot  rest ; 
I  thank  Thke  that  within  thy  strong-built  ark 
My  soul  across  the  uncertain  sea  can  sail, 
And,  though  the  night  of  death  be  long  and  dark, 
My  hopes  in  Christ  shall  reach  within  the  veil; 
And  to  the  promised  haven  steady  steer, 
Whose  rest  to  those  who  love  is  ever  near. 


NATURE. 


The  bubbling  brook  doth  leap  when  I  come  by, 
Because  ray  feet  find  measure  with  its  call ; 
The  birds  know  when  the  friend  they  love  is  nigh, 
For  I  am  known  to  them,  both  great  and  small ; 
The  flower  that  on  the  lovely  hill-side  grows 
Expects  me  there  when  spring  its  bloom  has  given ; 
And  many  a  tree  and  bush  my  wanderings  knows. 
And  e'en  the  clouds  and  silent  stars  of  heaven ; 
For  he  who  with  his  Maker  walks  aright, 
Shall  be  their  lord  as  Adam  was  before; 
His  ear  shall  catch  each  sound  with  new  delight. 
Each  object  wear  the  dress  that  then  it  wore ; 
And  he,  as  when  erect  in  soul  he  stood, 
Hear  from  his  Father's  lips  that  all  is  good. 


THE  TREE. 


I  LOVE  thee  when  thy  swelling  buds  appear. 
And  one  by  one  their  tender  leaves  unfold, 
As  if  they  knew  that  warmer  suns  were  near. 
Nor  longer  sought  to  hide  from  winter's  cold ; 
And  when  with  darker  growth  thy  leaves  are  seen 
To  veil  from  view  the  early  robin's  nest, 
I  love  to  lie  beneath  thy  waving  screen. 
With  limbs  by  summer's  heat  and  toil  oppressed; 
And  when  the  autumn  winds  have  stript  thee  bare. 
And  round  thee  lies  the  smooth,  untrodden  snow. 
When  naught  is  thine  that  made  thee  once  so  fair, 
I  love  to  watch  thy  shadowy  form  below, 
And  through  thy  leafless  arms  to  look  above 
On  stars  that  brighter  beam  when  most  we  need 
their  love. 


THE  SON. 


Father,  I  wait  thy  word.     The  sun  doth  stand 
Beneath  the  mingling  line  of  night  and  day, 
A  listening  servant,  waiting  thy  command 
To  roll  rejoicing  on  its  silent  way ; 
The  tongue  of  time  abides  the  appointed  hour, 
Till  on  our  ear  its  solemn  warnings  fall ; 


The  heavy  cloud  withholds  the  pelting  shower. 
Then  every  drop  speeds  onward  at  thy  call ; 
The  bird  reposes  on  the  yielding  bough, 
With  breast  unswollen  by  the  tide  of  song; 
80  does  my  spirit  wait  thy  presence  now 
To  pour  thy  praise  in  quickening  life  along, 
Chiding  with  voice  divine  man's  lengthen'd  sleep. 
While  round  the  unutter'd  word  and  love  their 
vigils  keep. 


THE  ROBIN. 


Thou  need'st  not  flutter  from  thy  half-built  nest, 
Whene'er  thou  hear'st  man's  hurrj'ing  feet  go  by. 
Fearing  his  eye  for  harm  may  on  thee  rest. 
Or  be  thy  young  unfinished  cottage  spy ; 
All  will  not  heed  thee  on  that  swinging  bough, 
Nor  care  that  round  thy  shelter  spring  the  leaves, 
Nor  watch  thee  on  the  pool's  wet  margin  now, 
For  clay  to  plaster  straws  thy  cunning  weaves; 
All  will  not  hear  thy  sweet  out^pouring  joy. 
That  with  mom's Millness  blends  the  voice  of  song. 
For  over-anxious  cares  their  souls  employ. 
That  else  upon  thy  music  borne  along 
And  the  light  wings  of  heart-ascending  prayer 
Had  leam'd  that  Heaven  is  pleased  thy  simple  joys 
to  share. 


THE  RAIL-ROAD. 


Thou  great  proclaimer  to  the  outward  eye 
Of  what  the  spirit  too  would  seek  to  tell, 
Onward  thou  goest,  appointed  from  on  high 
The  other  warnings  of  the  Lord  to  swell ; 
Thou  art  the  voice  of  one  that  through  the  world 
Proclaims  in  startling  tones,  "Prepare  the  way ;" 
The  lofty  mountain  from  its  seat  is  hurl'd, 
The  flinty  rocks  thine  onward  march  obey ; 
The  valleys,  lifted  from  their  lowly  bed, 
O'ertop  the  hills  that  on  them  frown'd  before, 
Thou  passest  where  the  Uving  seldom  tread. 
Through  forests  dark, where  tides  beneath  thee  roar, 
And  bidd'st  man's  dwelling  from  thy  track  remove. 
And  would  with  warning  voice  his  crodied  paths 
reprove. 


THE  LATTER  RAIN. 


Th^  latter  rain, — it  falls  in  anxious  haste 
Upon  the  sun-dried  fields  and  branches  bare. 
Loosening  with  searching  drops  the  rigid  waste. 
As  if  it  would  each  root's  lost  strength  repair ; 
But  not  a  blade  grows  green  as  in  the  spring. 
No  swelling  twig  puts  forth  its  thickening  leaves; 
The  robins  only  mid  the  harvests  sing. 
Pecking  the  grain  that  scatters  from  the  sheavee* 
The  rain  falls  still, — ^the  fruit  all  ripen'd  drope. 
It  pierces  chestnut-burr  and  walnut-shell. 
The  furrow'd  fields  disclose  the  yellow  crope. 
Each  bursting  pod  of  talents  used  can  tell, 
And  all  that  once  received  the  early  rain 
Declare  to  man  it  was  not  sent  in  vain. 
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He  sees  the  green  mcadow-graM  hiding  the  lair, 
And  his  crag-throne  spread  naked  to  sun  and  to  air; 
And  hi»  shriek  is  now  anMwer*d,  while  sweeping 

along, 
By  the  low  of  the  herd  and  the  huifl>andnian*a  song ; 
He  has  Mvn  tlicwild  retl  iiiun  oir-swcpt  by  his  foes. 
And  he  setM  dome  and  roof  where  those  smokes 

once  arosM* ; 
But  his  riiiining  eye  dims  not.his^^ing  isunbowM. 
Still  drinks  he  the  sunshine,  still  scales  he  the  cloud ! 

An  emhh'm  of  Freedom,  htrrn,  hau:;;hty«  and  high, 
Is  thr  '^niy  fori'!«t-4*U!;le,  th:it  kini;  of  the  sky  ! 
It  Hoorns  the  l>rii;ht  Mvnen,  the  '^iiy  plures  of  earth- 
By  the  mountain  and  tomMit  it  Kprinir*  into  hirth; 
There  nH-kM  hy  the  wild  wind,  haptir^l  in  the  foam, 
It  is  «;u:irded  and  cheri^h*d,  and  there  is  its  home ! 
When  its  rthodow  steals  blaek  o*er  the  empires  of 

kini^s, 
Pei^p  tcrrtir.  deep  heart-Nhukiii!;  terror  it  brings ; 
Whrre  wicked  Oppre^simi  is  urm'd  fi>r  the  weak. 
Then  rii>tlos  its  pinion,  then  «><*h(>i-!«  its  r<hrii-k; 
lis  eye  thiines  with  \eiii;r:iii<'i\  it  >\\erps  on  its  way, 
Anil  ils  t.i!>)iis  nre  bathed  in  thr  h!<HKl  of  its  pn>y. 
(),  t!iiil  iM.;Ieof  Freetloin !  when  rioiid  u{hm  eloud 
Swiilhed  the  «ky  of  my  own  nati\e  land  with  a 

shr>>ud. 
When  liirhtningM  gleamM  fiercely,  and  thunder- 
In  >1ts  rnncr. 
How  proud  to  the  tempest  thos4*  pinions  were  flun?! 
Though    the  wild    blast  of    battle   swept    fierce 

throui^h  the  air 
With  darkness  and  dread,  still  the  eade  wa;*  there; 
T'n<pi:iilin<;.  still  s|ieeilinc.  his  swift  fliuht  was  on, 
Till  llu'  MJiibow  of  IV.iee  erownM  the  vieiory  won. 
().  that  «M'/Ii'  of  Freeilom!  ajje  dims  not  his  eye. 
He  has  xttMi  K:irlh*M  mort.ility  sprini;.  b|i»<Hn.aniIdi«'! 
Hi'  his  soiMi  thi'  stronir  nations  rise,  tbuirish.  ami  fall. 
H<'  mocks  at  Time's  ehancrs.  he  triumphs oVr  all: 
He  has  seen  our  own  Jand  with  wild  for(*stji  oVr- 

Kprrad, 
He  sees  it  with  sunshine  and  jov  on  its  head ; 
A  rill  his  presence  will  bless  this,  his  own,  eliosrn 
Till  the  archdn'^el's  fiat  is  s«'t  ujmmi  time,      [elimc. 


I 


FOWI.INf;. 

A  M(»nx  in  f^eptember,  tin*  ea-t  is  yet  ffray  ; 
('i)iiii-.<'arli»!  Clime.  June!  ni'Ml  trv  f.iwhjrjtiMlav: 

la  ■ 

The  fn'-*!i  sky  is  bri-jht  a*  the  bright  face  of  one, 
A  sweeter  than  wlioiji  the  •iwu  ^hllles  nut  n|MMi ; 
Atid  lhi»s«»  wreatboil  clouds  that  m«'lt  ti»  the  breath 

of  the  south. 
Are  whiti-  as  the  |H»arls  of  her  beautiful  mouth : 
My  lninlin:;-pieee  flitters,  and  ipiii'k  is  my  task 
In  slinizin-:  around  me  my  (fouch  anil  my  fl.isk ; 
('ea<e.  d-»::s.  vour  loud  velpiii:;*.  vou'll  deafen  mv 

brain ! 
Desist  from  vour  nmibles.  and  follow  mr  train. 

■  ■ 

Here.  liMve  the  ffees*'.  <'iirlo.  to  nibble  their  crass, 
Tltou;:h  t!ie\  do  Ktntcli  their  Ion:;  necks,  and  hif«s 

as  we  pass ; 
And  the  I'fi  rce  !iitli>  b.intam.  that  flies  your  attack, 
Tlten  >trut<i.  flaps,  and  crows,  with  such  airs,  at 

\itur  back; 


And  the  turkey,  too.  Mnoothiiif  hit  pinww  &}:% 

face, 
Tlien  ruining  so  proud,  M  you  bound  fracDiitf  ^ua 
Ha !  ha !  that  ok!  hrn,  bfitttlinff  op  msi  brr  .rm 
Has  taUi^ht  you  a  Irason.  I  hope.  i^H  joiQt  t  •* 
By  the  wink  of  your  rye.  and  the  droop  o^  «  yi^  -rm 
I  see  your  maraudings  are  now  put  at 

The  rail-fence  is  leap'd,  uid  ihtf  i 

round. 
And  a  ni<»iM.ei)ueh  is  spread  for  my  fooli 
A  hhiulow  has  dimrnM  thr  iratrs*  amr^««c  g.* 
The  tlrst  ulanee  of  .Autumn,  his  prrsrcvr  u<  t.'.^ 

The  iNfi'h-init  is  ri|«-ning  aiwive  in  lU  a-V*  !i. 
Which  will  burst  with  the  l»Uck  fmt.  ai«:  i-  ^ 

U*nrHth. 
The  hickory  hardens.  «iu<w-whitr.  in  its  b«-*  f 
And  the  cones  are  full  irrown  on  thr  Y^ntl  *\  u 
The  hopple's  nil  U'rries  are  tiriffins  witk  i**  «: 
A nd  the  tijis of  ihi- ^unlach  hat edarkr n'd th# .-  ^  ^ 
'I'he  white,  brittle  Indi.i:i-|i}M-  hft]>  up  its  S  ■ 
.\nd  the  Willi  turnip's  K'^f  rurU  uut  ht^*^  ..kt 

MToll ; 
The  eohiMi  tlispliy*  it«  whifr  HalU  mnd  rr.}  t.-*^ 
Anil  the  bnid  uf  the  niiil!i  :t  i«  vtl!    «  m\\^    :    ^ 
While  its  rich,  spaiub'd  pi u. 'nice  I2«r   r       --^ 

bhowM. 
And  the  thi*<tle  \  it  Ids  stars  to  each  air-i  rrs:'.  ii 

blows. 

A  quick,  startling  whirr  niiw  l-ur-t*  b^u  !  c^  -•  i 
The  partriiL'e  !  the  partnd je  *.  «i«  if\  ^  iii»t«*i*  "i  ^t 
Low  onward  In*  whines.  JupN*  «r*f?«  ••  h'  ^-^ 
.\nd  we  ila-li    through   the    bru^hwo^Ml.  l.'  i^ 

wh«'re  lie  trei-s  ; 
I  set*  liiin!  his  brown,  s|tf>rk|iN!  brrmst  i«  J.--  i«' 
On  the  br.inch  of  yon  nii|li-.  lh-ii  •^!^'•«^«  ^^^ 
My  fowliiij'pieee  riri.:*.  }\i\te  iljri*  f.^v  ^' :  *  Vv 
While  l>>ailin:;.  he  dr<ip«  the  tic  i.l  \-iT\\  al  r.  ■  *«t 
I  pass  by  tln»  M-iurU-rrii-^*  dn-ki-*  %^f  At^  •>■  . 
In  their  i^rci-n.crei-pin^b  a\r!*.  whrrr  hedaj:'..  *  m 
Anil  his  C'luch  near  the  PNit.  in  thr  wj 

niiMiM. 
Where  he  w.i!l>iw\!,  tiil  »><>unds  Lu  rj 

foretold. 

On  yon  npniy.  the  bri;!hl  nnofe  dancvs  a&i  «ti« 
With  his  rich,  criniMui  Uisom.  and  glowv  UMi 

wiuES ; 

And  the  robin  comes  wsrliLnff.  then  flotlrfv  sw«* 
For  I  harm  not  (iim's  crcaluri's  an  iin«  as  '.l^  . 
But  the  1 1  u. Ill,  whi*M*  quick  whistle  h*s  l\i!v*i  m 

aiiMiiT. 
\o  more  will  n—.ill  bis  «tra\'d  matr  w;lh  S,*  »«£ 
Ani1l!ie  b.iwk  that  is  ciri-'iii:;  »<i  pmol  m  thr     tS 
Let  I  mil  kii  p  a  l-Nik-«iut.  or  hr*ll  ium*.4e  A^-mr.  *.«' 
He  hlii.ip- — the  unit  echi>e^k— he  fluttrf^  Srrvi'". 
His  \iH'iw-  rliws  curl'd.  and  firrnr  r^e«  c'aiv^  > 

death  : 
Lie  there,  cruel  Arab!  the  ni«Kkinc-Krd  i^ww 
Tan  nar  her  yiun::  lifood.  without  frvri^ffi^^  <^ 
Aiiil  the  brnwn  wrrii  can  warble  hi«  swsvt  tr*»  j' 
N-ir  iln  ail  iii<>re  thy  fab  in*  |.«  nrnd  a'vf  t<^  •' i* 
Ami.  u  ith  luck,  an  eismple  I  '1!  make  i^  that  '— • 
Fi»r  iii\  jrieii  ^pri>i;tiii*whr;tlkii«'«  |H«hll•»r^>'~^*'- 
But  the  r.isiMl  MViiis  don  n  fntni  his  «am=<.1  *   •"^ 
.And  OS  [  en*ep  near  him.  hr  civak^  aad  ■•  td- 
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The  woods  shrink  away,  and  wide  spreads  the 

morass, 
With  junipers  ciusterM,  and  matted  with  grass ; 
Trees,  standing  like  ghosts,  their  arms  jagged  and 

hare, 
And  hung  with  gray  lichens,  like  age-whiten'd  hair. 
The  tamarack  here  and  there  rising  between. 
Its  boughs  clothed  with  rich,  star-like  fringes  of 

green, 
And  clumps  of  dense  laurels,  and  brown-headed 

flags, 
And  thick,  slimy  basins,  black  dotted  with  snags : 
Tread  soflly  now.  Carlo !  the  woodcock  is  here, 
He  rises — his  long  bill  thrust  out  like  a  spear ; 
The  gun  ranges  on  him — his  journey  is  sped ; 
Quick  scamper,  my  spaniel !  and  bring  in  the  dead ! 

We  plunge  in  the  swamp— the  tough  laurels  are 

round ; 
No  matter ;  our  shy  prey  not  lightly  is  found ; 
Another  up-darts,  but  unharm'd  is  his  flight; 
Confound  it !  the  sunshine  then  dazzled  my  sight; 
But  the  other  my  shot  overtakes  as  he  flies: 
Come,  Carlo !  come,  Carlo !  I  wait  for  my  prize ; 
One  more — still  another — till,  proofs  of  my  sway. 
From  my  pouch  dangle  heads,  in  a  ghastly  array. 

From  this  scene  of  exploits,  now  made  birdless,  I 

pass; 
Pleasant  Pond  gleams  before  me,  a  mirror  of  glass ; 
The  boat's  by  the  marge,  with  green  branches 

supplied. 
From    the  keen-sighted  duck  my  approaches  to 

hide; 
A  flock  spots  the  lake ;  now  crouch.  Carlo,  below ! 
And  I  move  with  light  paddle,  on  softly  and  slow. 
By  that  wide  lily-isiand,  its  meshes  that  weaves 
Of  rich  yellow  globules,  and  green  oval  leaves. 
I  watch  them  ;  how  bright  and  superb  is  the  sheen 
Of  their  plumage,  gold  blended  with  purple  and 

green ; 
How  graceful    their   dipping — how  gliding  their 

way ! 
Are  they  not  all  too  lovely  to  mark  as  a  prey  1 
One  flutters,  enchain'd,  in  those  brown,  speckled 

stems, 
His  yellow  foot  striking  up  bubbles,  like  gems, 
While  another,  with  stretch'd  neck,  darts  swiftly 

across 
To  the  grass,  whose  green  points  dot  the  mirror- 
like gloss. 
But  I  pause  in  my  toil ;  their  wise  leader,  the  drake. 
Eyes  kf;cn  the  queer  thicket  afloat  on  the  lake; 
Now  thoy  group  close  together — Ifoth  barrels  !-^ 

O,  dear ! 
What  a  diving,  and  screaming,  and  splashing  are 

here ! 
The  sraoke-curla  melt  off,  as  the  echoes  rebound. 
Hurrah  !  five  dead  victims  are  floating  around ! 

But  "cloud-land"  is  tinged  now  with  sunset,  and 

bright 
On  the  water's  smooth  polish  stretch  long  lines 

of  light; 
The  headlands  their  masses  of  shade,  too,  have 

lain, 
A  id  I  pull  with  my  spoil  to  the  margin  again. 


A  FOREST  WALK. 


A  LOTELT  sky,  a  cloudless  sun, 

A  wind  that  breathes  of  leaves  and  flowen. 
O'er  hill,  through  dale,  my  steps  have  won, 

To  the  cool  forest's  shadowy  bowers ; 
One  of  the  paths  all  round  that  wind. 

Traced  by  the  browsing  herds,  I  choose, 
And  sights  and  sounds  of  human  kind 

In  nature's  lone  recesses  lose ; 
The  beech  displays  its  marbled  bark. 

The  spruce  its  green  tent  stretches  wide. 
While  scowls  the  hemlock,  grim  and  dark, 

The  maple's  scallop'd  dome  beside : 
All  weave  on  high  a  verdant  roof. 
That  keeps  the  very  sun  aloof. 
Making  a  twilight  soft  and  green. 
Within  the  column'd,  vaulted  scene. 

Sweet  forest-odours  have  their  birth 

From  the  clothed  boughs  and  teeming  earth ; 

Where  pine-cones  dropp'd,  leaves  piled  and  dead, 
Long  tufts  of  grass,  and  stars  of  fern. 
With  many  a  wild  flower's  fairy  urn, 

A  thick,  elastic  carpet  spread ; 
Here,  with  its  mossy  pall,  the  trunk, 
Resolving  into  soil,  is  sunk ; 
There,  wrench'd  but  lately  frx)m  its  throne, 

By  some  fierce  whirlwind  circling  past. 
Its  huge  roots  mass'd  with  earth  and  stone, 

One  of  the  woodland  kings  is  cast 

Above,  the  forest-tops  are  bright 
With  the  broad  blaze  of  sunny  light : 
But  now  a  fitful  air-gust  parts 

The  screening  branches,  and  a  glow 
Of  dazzling,  startling  radiance  darts 

Down  the  dark  stems,  and  breaks  below ; 
The  mingled  shadows  off  are  roll'd. 
The  sylvan  floor  is  bathed  in  gold : 
Low  sprouts  and  herbs,  before  unseen. 
Display  their  shades  of  brown  and  green : 
Tints  brighten  o'er  the  velvet  moss. 
Gleams  twinkle  on  the  laurel's  gloss ; 
The  robin,  brooding  in  her  nest. 
Chirps  as  the  quick  ray  strikes  her  breast ; 
And,  as  my  shadow  prints  the  ground, 
I  see  the  rabbit  upward  bound, 
With  pointed  ears  an  instant  look. 
Then  scamper  to  the  darkest  nook, 
Where,  with  crouch'd  limb,  and  staring  eye, 
He  watches  while  I  saunter  by. 

A  narrow  vista,  carpeted 

With  rich  green  grass,  invites  my  tread ; 

Here  showers  the  light  in  golden  dots. 

There  sleeps  the  shade  in  ebon  spots, 

So  blendeil,  that  the  very  air 

Seems  network  as  I  enter  there. 

The  partridge,  whose  deep-rolling  drum 

Afar  has  sounded  on  my  eai. 
Ceasing  his  beatings  as  I  come. 

Whirrs  to  the  sheltering  branches  near ; 
The  little  milk-snake  glides  away. 
The  brindled  marmot  dives  from  day ; 
And  now,  between  the  boughs,  a  space 
Of  the  blue,  laughing  sky  I  trace: 
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On  each  nde  shrinks  the  boweiy  shade ; 
Before  me  spreadH  an  emerald  glade ; 
The  sunshine  steeps  its  grass  and  moaa. 
That  couch  my  footstrps  as  I  cross ; 
Merrily  hums  the  tawiiy  hce. 
The  glittering  hummini$-)>ird  I  see; 
Floats  the  bright  butterfly  along, 
The  insect  choir  is  loud  in  song: 
A  spot  of  light  and  lifv,  it  seems 
A  fairy  haunt  for  fancy  dreams. 

Here  KtrotcliM.  the  ploa«diit  turf  I  preaa, 
III  lu\urv  of  idl(Mu>sit: 
SiiM-stretikii,  and  i^huicin?  win^  and  sky, 
S|M)tt<Nl  with  oIoud-i(ha|K-s,  charm  my  eye ; 
\VinIc  inurniuring  s^rasn,  and  waving  trees, 
Thi'ir  Icaf-harprt  K<>uiidin4^  to  the  brecxe, 
And  watfr-tones  that  tinkle  ni'ar, 
Rli'iid  their  swrct  rnusiic  to  my  ear; 
And  by  the  chani^ing  shadrs  alone 
The  passage  of  tlie  hours  is  known. 

WIXTKR. 


A  Hi  ELS  pall  of  sky — the  billnwy  hills, 

Swathotl  in  the  snowy  rt)b(*  that  winter  thniwa 

So  kimlly  over  naturt> — Kkcletim  trees, 

Frin:;od  with  rich  silver  ilrj|H>ry.  and  the  stream 

Numb  in  its  frosty  chains.    Voii  ruHtic  bridge 

HrittlcH  with  icicles;  beneath  it  stand 

The  cattle-group,  long  pauxinc:  while  they  drink 

From  the  ice-hollow'd  pooU.  th.it  skim  in  Khivts 

Of  dt'licate  glass,  and  Hhivrrini;  as  the  air   [trunks, 

Tuts  with  ke4*n,  stin^iii'^  ed-^i*;   and  those  gaunt 

Hi'nding  with  r.i(;to'd  branolu'!*  o*t>r  the  bank, 

Sfi'iiK  with  their  morkin*^  hcarft  of  rhilling  white, 

Miiurnin.:;  for  the  tureen  irraxn  and  fr.i^rant  flowers, 

TliHt  NUMiMier  mirrors  in  the  ripplinar  flt>w 

Of  the  briitht  Ktream  In'm-ilh  lln'in.  Sjiruli  and  rock 

An«  i*ar\-eil  in  |varl.  and  the  di>n«<*  thirket  kIiows 

('lus!i»rs  of  purest  iviiry.     <*ii!iifiirtlr-4d 

Thi»  friizrn  lU'cni'.  v«'t  nut  all  ili"!.!].!!!'. 

\Vln»ri«  sli>|Mw,  by  iri'i*  mid  bn-h.  \\w  Iw^aten  track, 

'J'bi'  "<I,'i'^!»  arliiK*"*  intTrily  with  pr.iri'-iii:;  steeds, 

A I  111  th«'  low  hi>!iiestiMd.  nr-tliiiij  liy  \\*  urove, 

r!iii„rH  to  tl)(k  leanin:;  hill.     The  dn-iirhiiiL^  rain 

Had  fallen,  and  thrn  the  lar:;i*.  loiii«  flakes  h:ul 

showcrM. 
tjnirk  fre«'/iii£;  wtjere  ihi'y  lit;  and  thu<  the  srene, 
Hv  winti'r'*  uli*hyiiiy,  fruMi  ;;liM:inn:»  stii-l 
W.H ehaniriMl  to  sp.irklinutilvi-r.  Vi-!. thmr^h brit-ht 
Anil  rich,  the  I.iiiiUim|m'  s;iu1i'>«  wit'i  I  ivcIiiT  I«x>k 
Wlu'n  siiininer  irl.tLliMi-*  it.     Tin*  fn"«h,  blui*  hky 
Il«"ii!-i  like  (fiHt'*  ble<(<.iri  r  o'it;  l!»i*  wi't-riteil  :iir 
K  'hij'-i  witli  binl-«t»ns'S.  aihl  the  i-Mi'-r:iM  irrii!«s 
N  ilippli^il  with  ipiick  sh.iibM\<;  tli*'  linht  wing 
nt  \\w  '•ift  wi'<t  iu.i!ii'«t  uri-ii'  i:i  iIh*  IiM\«»»i; 
'I'-i.*  ri[ijili*<«  innrinur  \\<  tlu'v  dim'i'  alonu; 

Thi"  Ihi  -ki't  by  the  r>MiI-^idi'  r.i*t<  it^ | 

IV  fk  liri'ldtli  of  •<h.lic  ;UTi»H^  tlii'  hi'iN'd  ifll^t. 
Till'  iMtlb-  S4'i'k  thi'  pi»iiU  biMiiMlh  tlif  lunki, 
Whi're  ^p•»rt  tlu'  (rii:it-owariii<i,  iy|  irii*in;r  in  ihi*  sun. 
(ir.iv.  whirlini;  ^iH'i'k"*.  an-l  dirt*  the  ilrajiMj-fly, 
A  cld-^rn-on  arri»\v;  and  the  wanib'rini;  fliN'k 
Nj!<'i'i»  ihi-  sliort.  lliii'k  -*ivard  t!i:ii  rlithi'-*  l!»e  brink, 
I)  iwii  Hbipiiiir  to  the  w-itiTn.     Kindlv  tones 


And  happy  fteea  make  th« 

:  A  {laratlise.     L'pon  the  moasy  md 

\  The  tame  dove  coos  and  hoiwn ; 

.  The  swallow  frames  her  iwiC :  iW 
Likshts  on  the  flower-lined  pahnf.  and 

\  Its  noisy  iptmul ;  the  hamnuiiff-liird 
ShiMju,  with  that  flying  harp,  ihr 
Mi<l  the  trailM  honeysuckle's  I 
^^unAl■l  wnMthi'H  irnrgvMus  »hapr«  si  itkm  li/* 
To  evert  that  love  the  spUnulour :  uomukg  i 
Iiit;ht  hearts  tn  jityous  taitks;  and  sitwv  «W«; 
Breathi-s  uVr  the  earth  a  aolrnui  eolilifcW. 
With  Ktam  f<ir  wnlrht-ni,  or  the  boly 
A  sentinel  u{ion  the  ftU-rps  of  hrmsrn, 
SiiiiMith  pillows  yirld  thrir  halm  to  pray 
And  slumber,  that  swfvl  me«lirine  of  baL 
Khetls  her  imiII  dews  and  w<-aTcs  tker  g om^  d: 


I 


THE  SKTTLER. 

His  echoing  aie  the  settler  swnn^ 

.\miil  the  sini-like  S'llitude. 
And.  ruobiiii;.  thiimimn;.  di^wn  wi..e 

Thr  Titani  of  the  wiiiwl ; 
Loud  vhrii-kM  the  easrle.  a*  he  lia^h'J 
From  out  his  m«>i^y  nf»t,  m  hirh  rr&«h'd 

With  it*  siip;M>rtinz  Kiuch. 
A  nil  th*^  first  !<iiiilijbt.  Irjprn?,  fla»h*d 

On  thi-  wolfV  liAunt  IvUiw. 

Rude  was  the  ^arh.  ami  slrimt?  the  ft  am 

Of  him  who  pill*!!  hi«  rca^rlnw  toti : 
To  form  that  Karb  the  wiitl-skood  vai^ 

Contributi'il  their  ^\^*\\  \ 
The  mml  that  warmM  that  frame  diailaui'd 
Tlif  tiii<M>l.  kpiuil.  Slid  elarp.  thai  rrt«n'd 

Wht'n*  mt'n  their  rri»ad«  cullrri ; 
The  siinple  fur.  untnnrnM.  unslaui'd. 

This  forfnt-t-inirr  dn  k'lL 

Tbi'  path*  whirh  wound  mid 

Th«'  striMiii  whiM«*  bn-jlit  li^M  kiiw'd  Ihnr^ 
Th«*  wiiuU  that  nwrllM  thrir 

Tliri>ii'.rh  thiMi*  ■un-hidiiiir  Utw 
Thi'  tiMuple  va-l.  the  irrrien  arra<4r, 
'J*hi*  nr^iliii^  v:ili*.  thr  i:ra««v  rlade. 

l>.irk  t-a\e.  ainl  4W.impy  Uir: 
'I*hfSi»  nTfiict  anil  «oiind«  mavr^Mtie, 

His  worlil.  Iii«  plea«ure«.  ihrfv. 
Hi«  ri>of  aibtmM  a  pleavant  «f»4. 

Mill  thr  !»l.irk  lor*  errrn  j!'^wM  the 
Aiil  lii-rfts  ar.d  pl.iiifs  thr  wi>i>U  knew  i»«iC 

Tlir>iM>  ill  thr  f^nn  snd  rain. 
Thi'  "Mi-iki'-wnMlh  riirlin?  i»Vr  the  JrO. 
Thi'  li»w.  thi'  Mi'il.  th»»  linWfinc  hell. 

All  Ml  I'll'  a  Iiiii!«i'.i|¥<  ■traiii«r, 
Wliii-h  w.is  ihr  li\iiiff  rhninirl^ 

Of  ili-i'il-  that  wrtni:;lit  the  rhange. 

Thi'  vjib't  spriin'^  .it  «prinj'«  fir^  tinfa. 

Till-  M-i**  iif  •>iiiur:irr  vprr*!  iu  cf***** 
Th«'  niai/i*  biiriix  out  iN  autumn  fringe, 

K'i!i'  \tiikti>r  bpMiizht  hi«  unow  ; 
A  ill!  -iill  the  liine  imr  laKtiir'd  ihera^ 
]Ii-«  ^^iiit  .iMiI  \\!'.i«(Ie  bnike  the  atr. 

A*  rhii'rily  hi*  plied 
Hi-  ..Mr.li-n-op.iilf.  or  dn>«e  hie 

AJoii  •  the  hillock's  si 
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He  marked  the  fire-storm's  blazing  flood 

Roaring  and  crackling  on  its  path, 
And  scorching  earth,  and  melting  wood. 

Beneath  its  greedy  wrath ; 
He  mark'd  the  rapid  whirlwind  shoot. 
Trampling  the  pine  tree  with  its  foot. 

And  darkening  thick  the  day 
With  streaming  bough  and  sever'd  root, 

Hurrd  whizzing  on  its  way. 

His  gaunt  hound  yellM,  his  rifle  fiash'd, 

The  grim  bear  hushM  his  savage  growl ; 
In  blood  and  foam  the  panther  gnash'd 

His  fangs,  with  dying  howl ; 
The  fleet  deer  ceased  its  flying  bound. 
Its  snarling  wolf-foe  bit  the  ground, 

And,  with  its  moaning  cry. 
The  beaver  sank  beneath  the  wound 

Its  pond-built  Venice  by. 

Humble  the  lot,  yet  his  the  race. 

When  Liberty  sent  forth  her  cry, 
Who  throng'd  in  conflict't*  deadliest  place, 

To  fight — to  bleed — to  die ! 
Who  cumbered  Bunker's  height  of  red. 
By  hope  through  weary  years  were  led, 

And  witnessed  York  Town's  sun 
Blaze  on  a  nation's  banner  spread, 

A  nation's  freedom  won. 


AN  AMERICAN  FOREST  IN  SPRING. 


Now  fluttering  breeze,  now  stormy  blast. 

Mild  rain,  then  blustering  snow : 
Winter's  stem,  fettering  cold  is  past. 

But,  sweet  Spring !  where  art  thou  1 
The  white  cloud  floats  mid  smiling  blue. 
The  broad,  bright  sunshine's  golden  hue 

Bathes  the  still  frozen  earth : 
'T  is  changed !  above,  black  vapours  roll : 
We  turn  from  our  expected  stroll, 

And  seek  the  blazing  hearth. 

Hark  !  that  sweet  carol !  with  delight 

We  leave  the  stifling  room ! 
The  little  blue-bird  greets  our  sight. 

Spring,  glorious  Spring,  has  come ! 
The  south  wind's  balm  is  in  the  air. 
The  melting  snow-wreaths  everywhere 

Are  leaping  off  in  showers ; 
And  Nature,  in  her  brightening  looks. 
Tells  that  her  flowers,  and  leaves,  and  brooks, 

And  birds,  will  soon  be  ours. 

A  few  soft,  sunny  days  have  shone. 

The  air  has  lost  its  chill, 
A  bright-green  tinge  succeeds  the  brown. 

Upon  the  southern  hill. 
Off  to  the  woods !  a  pleasant  scene ! 
Here  sprouts  the  fresh  young  wintergreen, 

There  swells  a  mossy  mound ; 
Though  in  the  hollows  drifts  are  piled. 
The  wandering  wind  is  sweet  and  mild, 

And  buds  are  bursting  round. 

\\'bere  its  long  rings  uncurls  the  fern. 

The  violet,  nestling  low. 
Casts  back  the  white  lid  of  its  urn. 

Its  purple  streaks  to  show: 


Beautiful  blossom !  first  to  rise 

And  smile  beneath  Spring's  wakening  skies ; 

The  courier  of  the  band 
Of  coming  flowers,  what  feelings  sweet 
Gush,  as  the  silvery  gem  we  meet 

Upon  its  slender  wand. 

A  sudden  roar — a  shade  is  cast — 

We  look  up  with  a  start. 
And,  sounding  like  a  transient  blast, 

O'erhead  the  pigeons  dart ; 
Scarce  their  blue  glancing  shapes  the  eye 
Can  trace,  ere  dotted  on  the  sky, 

They  wheel  in  distant  flight. 
A  chirp !  and  swift  the  squirrel  scours 
Along  the  prostrate  trunk,  and  cowers 

Within  its  clefts  from  sight 

Amid  the  creeping  pine,  which  spreads 

Its  thick  and  verdant  wreath. 
The  tcaurberry's  downy  spangle  sheds 

Its  rich,  delicious  breath. 
The  bee-swarm  murmurs  by,  and  now 
It  clusters  blttck  on  yonder  bough : 

The  robin's  mottled  breast 
Glances  that  sunny  spot  across. 
As  round  it  seeks  the  twig  and  most 

To  frame  its  summer  nest 

Warmer  is  each  successive  sky, 

More  soft  the  breezes  pass. 
The  maple's  gems  of  crimson  lie 

Upon  the  thick,  green  grass. 
The  dogwood  sheds  iis  clusters  white, 
The  birch  has  dropp'd  its  tassels  slight, 

Cowslips  are  by  the  rill ; 
The  thresher  whistles  in  the  glen, 
Flutters  around  the  warbling  wren. 

And  swamps  have  voices  shrill. 

A  simultaneous  burst  of  leaves 

Has  clothed  the  forest  now, 
A  single  day's  bright  sunshine  weaves 

This  vivid,  gorgeous  show. 
Masses  of  shade  are  cast  beneath. 
The  flowers  are  spread  in  varied  wreath. 

Night  brings  her  soft,  sweet  moon ; 
Morn  wakes  in  mist,  and  twilight  gray 
Weeps  its  bright  dew,  and  smiling  May 

Melts  blooming  into  June ! 


THE  LOST  HUNTER. 


Numb'd  by  the  piercing,  freezing  air. 

And  burden'd  by  his  game. 
The  hunter,  struggling  with  despair, 

Dragg'd  on  his  shivering  frame ; 
The  rifle  he  had  shoulder'd  late 
Was  trail'd  along,  a  weary  weight ; 

His  pouch  was  void  of  food ; 
The  hours  were  speeding  in  their  flight. 
And  soon  the  long,  keen,  winter  night 

Would  wrap  the  solitude. 

Oft  did  he  stoop  a  listening  ear. 

Sweep  round  an  anxious  eye,— 

No  bark  or  axe-blow  could  he  hear, 

No  human  trace  descry. 
2m2 
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Hill  flinuoufl  path,  by  hlnzes,  wound 
Among  trunkn  jrrouird  in  myriads  round ; 

Thmui^h  nakoti  himirhit,  between 
WhoMc  taui^led  arcbiUH*ture,  fraught 
With  many  a  Hh:ii>c  i;rot(*«iuely  wrought. 

The  hemi<x*k*ii  Mpire  waa  aeen. 

An  antliTM  dwrllcr  of  tho  wild 

\lm\  nii't  hU  vA'icr  iSfae, 
Aiv!  far  hid  wanib'riii'^  ^tcpfi  beguiled 

Within  iin  uiikihiwii  maze; 
StriMiii.  rook,  am)  run- way  he  had  rroaa'd, 
Uiilionliii:;.  till  tho  in-.irkM  were  lo«t 

Hy  which  ho  ii-t'J  to  roam ; 
An<l  now,  ileop  Kwiirnp  and  wild  ravine 
An<l  rus;3cil  inoiintuin  were  between 

The  hunter  and  his  home. 

A  dusky  ha7^,  which  8low  had  crept 

On  hi^li,  now  ilarkeriM  there. 
And  a  few  ^now-flakes  fluttering  swept 

Athwart  tho  thick,  umy  air. 
Faster  and  f.isliT,  till  U'tween 
Tho  trunks  and  lHin:;hs.  a  mottlei]  acreen 

Of  climmorint^  niittes  wam  Kpread, 
That  tiokM  ai(ain<  each  object  round 
With  gentle  and  eontinuouM  aound. 

Like  briM)k  o*er  {H'libUMl  bed. 

The  laurel  tuOs.  that  drooping  hung 

Close  roll'd  arouii'l  their  Mlomn, 
And  thesear  lieerh-!ea\es  still  thit  clung, 

Were  white  with  f>owderinij  gema. 
But.  hark  !  afar  a  «iu!Ion  moan 
SwolPd  out  to  louder.  dee{>er  tone, 

A^  sursin*?  near  it  |ms!iM, 
And.  bunttint;  with  a  roar,  and  nhock 
That  made  the  irnvinin:;  forest  rock. 

On  rush'd  the  winter  blast 

A**  o'er  it  whist IinI,  shriekM.  and  hi«i*d, 

Tanijht  by  its  s\vt»i)pin:c  win:;*, 
Tho  gn«nv  wa«  whirl*- 1  ti>  oildyin?  misit, 

HarbM,  a*  it  woiuM.  with  ««tini;s; 
And  nmv  'twas  swopt  with  Ii<.;htniiig  flight 
A^ove  tho  loftiest  hi-iil«>i'k's  hi'i<*ht. 

Like  firit'lin:;  smnko.  and  now 
Tt  hid  the  air  wit!i  sliivitin-{  eloudii. 
And  roUtl  the  tree<i  with  oireling  nhrouda, 

Then  d.ish'd  in  ho.ips  below. 

H'Ti*.  plun^rini;  in  a  bill  »".vy  wreath, 

Thoro.  elinjinz  t-i  a  !i  i\\ 
Tho  siitforin!!  huntor  :;a«ip*d  for  breath, 

Hrain  reolM.  'ind  ovi*  jri'w  dim ; 
As  tlvnrjli  tt>  whi'!in  Si-n  in  ilo-jKiir, 
K  i'>t  ily  ohanjod  tli  ■  )•!  ii-koiiin-^  air 

T'>  niurki'*'*!  -.jlo  i-ii  nf  ni;:ht, 
Till  nui»ht  was  si-.mi  anmiid.  !»o1o«t. 
Hi;  riilini  H  ikos  \\u\  niint!i*il  snow, 

'J'!i:it  i-IiM-iiM  in  ;h •'•My  white. 

At  ovi-ry  Mi'.T  nil  ii'v  dirt 

Sf:»t||'.l  thnn.'h  his  norvo*  to  flv, 

T);i«  M.»-».l  w.i-i  fro-»nt|.T  t^  his  hoart— 
Tlii>njht  whi-pi'r'd  lio  mu«t  die. 

Tlii>  Ihundorin;;  ti"ii:i>*tt  tvhoM  tleath, 

III-  fi't  it  in  hi*  tirli'i-nM  Ir^ith; 
Spoil,  riHo  driippM.  nnil  nlow 


Aa  the  dwad  torpor  mwlinc 
Along  hifl  atasgrring,  aiiflinuag  (nam. 
He  sunk  upon  the  snow. 

Reaitnn  foraook  her  ahattrr'J  thrana.— 

He  deem*d  lh«l  (iummer-h'Mira 
A;riin  around  hi-ni  hri^hllr  sKoim 

[n  sunshine,  h*avr«,  and  fl'*w«n ; 
Az-iin  tho  fro-h.  crcon.  forr«t-^od« 
I{::b*  in  liiutl.  ho  lizhsly  ln«l. — 

He  hear.l  the  ibi'r'«  I«iw  M«-at : 
Or.  eiMi<'h'd  wirhifi  th^  nhjil^vw-v  fMu4. 
Ho  drank  tho  rr\  -fal  nf  ihe  bruuk 

That  nninntir'd  at  his  Crvt. 

It  rhanjei! ; — his  ra^iin  rt>»f  •/ 

K.it'li'r,  an  I  w.itl.  aiij  rt4ur, 
(iloifiiM  in  the  i-raf-kiin^  finr.  that  •crJ 

lis  wa'rn'h.  and  hf  ma*  th^np  ; 
Hi*  wjfo  lul  rlixi'M  }t\*  h.ini1.  a%3  li.w 
Her  iroiir'i'  kiss  %%  i«  011  hi*  bri>w. 

His  ohiiil  was  pr;i»tIinT  br. 
The  hutinl  rrou'-h'f.  ili^inr    n^ir  t^* 
And  thriHijh  the  pan«-'«  fri>*i-^«K-tu7Tfi  \ 

He  saw  the  whilo  dnfis  fly. 

Th  if  ps«;s'il  ;..!«*f.irt*  his  •wimmia^  k^, 

p.»tw  III  it  .1  fijufi"  Niiifi.l. 
.\nl  a  s.ift  v.ii.T.  wit'i  w:M  ib*h^ht 

i*nii-!.iiMi  tho  l.i-i  \*  f>>un-!  ' 
\-^.  huntor.  n«i !  'tis  ?iiii  ihr  vtrvik 
Of  whrrlini  sn«iw — th*-  ti*m peat's 

No  hnm  in  aid  is  ni  ar  ! 
No\or  :i;iin  ih it  firm  will 
Thy  rli^p'il  rni*inrr— -Ihi*** 

S|NMk  niu«ir  to  thini*  ear. 

Miim  br'»ko;— away  the  rb>ii4)« 

Tho  sky  wa<*  pure  and  bnctit. 
.\ri-l  on  iio  b!uo  ih*'  lir«noh«>«  t 

Thi'irwi-(ts  ,if  isliitonn;  i»hi!#. 
lis  iv.>ry  rvif  tho  lip-nl  »rk  sfivup'd. 
Th'*  p':n*  It-*  silvi'ry  la««^l  Hmnp'd. 

I>it'An  bt-nt  Ihe  *Mi'i|i*nM  wrtml. 
All  1.  s.-ii!.-r'il  r-i'i'i !.  1-iw  ^-nnta  d 
VvTr\z  a'^Ai'  lh»*  »n  »wy  «crne. 

T-iM  wh'-ro  tho  thi-kou  atooiL 

In  a  ilivp  h  •ll.iwr.  ifnfY^l  hi^h. 

A  wavf-hko  hoiji  Mx«  ihmwii, 
I).i//!in-»!v  in  tht*  sunnv  slcy 

\  '!i  nmtn!  *''ifo  it  **i.in^; 
Tiio  iii'lo  y.i'iw.'-ir.l.  ihirp'ii^  wnK. 
1)  ■!!.■  1  it  .»'rr  with  tnpM'ri*  ff<tfz 

r'.;«-!!li-''l.  •■ii.i.ith.  ani  ftiT, 
V.  •ii'-vn'il.'.k-'  ■•"j,T  TiMn.'^  wb^re  t^* 
And  r>i'k  it  'ii  I  tho  wri*ith«  vtrre  vank. 

M.it.  ( i '.  thf  liM.1  i\  k*  iSrtr. 

Sn-i!!  »  oa'n"  with  wikoninc 


Si- 


S.iil  tivy*  and  molrinj  nina. 
An  1.  ti»  I  -h'd  by  h'*r  IshtmH  wa*iJ, 

Karfh  luirsts  its  winteY-rhiiit«. 
In  a  ilorp  no.»k,  whe»r  m****  an^  ff*«n 
Aiiil  fiTn-loitr«  wiwr  a  Ter!»Rt 

S.iMio  n'alter'd  biine«  Kettle, 
A  niiiilit'r.  knot-line  «riih  her  rhiU. 
T.tl  I  bv  hor  irara  and  iiailin«<B 

That  thore  the  lost  had 


GEORGE   W.   CUTTER. 


[Born,  18—.] 


Mr.  Cutter  published  at  Cincinnati,  in  1848, 
a  volume  entitled  *<  Biiena  Vista,  and  other  Po- 
ems." in  the  preface  of  which  he  says  to  the  "  gen- 
tle reader,"  *'  I  desire  that  you  will  not  for  a  mo- 
ment suppose  me  insensible  to  their  many  and 
great  imperfections,  or  deem  me  so  vain  as  to  ex- 
{)ect  that  you  will  be  startled  by  any  sudden  dis- 
play of  genius,  or  charmed  by  any  imposing  array 
of  erudition.  They  were  written,  for  the  most  part, 
amid  the  turmoil  and  excitement  incident  to  the 
(li«<cliarge  of  the  duties  of  an  arduous  profession, 
in  hours  that  were  clouded  by  no  ordinary  toils, 


with  no  other  object  or  end  in  Ticw  but  to  lighten 
the  burden  of  existence,  to  dissipate  the  gloom  of 
the  moment." 

In  the  previous  year,  Mr-  Cutter  had  joined 
the  army  for  the  invasion  of  Mexico,  as  a  captain 
of  volunteers,  and  he  participated  in  the  victory  of 
Buena  Vista,  and  wrote  upon  the  field  his  poem 
descriptive  o(  that  battle.  The  finest  of  his  compo- 
sitions is  "  The  Song  of  Steam,"  which  is  worthy 
of  the  praise  it  has  received,  of  being  one  of  the  best 
lyrics  of  the  century.  "  The  Song  of  Lightning," 
written  more  recently,  Ib  perhaps  next  to  it  in  merit 


TirE  SONG  OF  STEAM. 


Harxksr  me  down  with  your  iron  bands; 

Be  sure  of  your  curb  and  rein : 
For  1  scorn  the  power  of  your  puny  hands, 

As  the  tempest  scorns  a  chain ! 
How  I  laughM,  as  I  lay  conceal'd  from  sight, 

For  many  a  countless  hour. 
At  the  childish  boast  of  human  might. 

And  the  pride  of  human  power  ! 

When  I  saw  an  army  upon  the  land, 

A  navy  upon  the  seas. 
Creeping  along,  a  snail-like  band. 

Or  waiting  the  wayward  breeze ; 
When  I  markM  the  peasant  fairly  reel 

With  the  toil  which  he  faintly  bore. 
As  he  f.'chly  tum'd  the  tardy  wheel, 

Or  tugg*d  at  the  weary  oar : 

When  I  measured  the  panting  courser's  speed. 

The  flight  of  the  courier-dove. 
As  they  bore  the  law  a  king  decreed. 

Or  the  lines  of  impatient  love — 
I  could  not  but  think  how  the  world  would  feel. 

As  these  were  outstripped  afar. 
When  I  should  be  bound  to  the  rushing  keel. 

Or  chainM  to  the  flying  car! 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  they  found  me  at  last; 

They  invited  me  forth  at  length. 
And  I  rushed  to  my  throne  with  a  thunder-blast. 

And  laughM  in  my  iron  strength ! 
Oh !  then  ye  saw  a  wondrous  change 

On  the  earth  and  ocean  wide, 
M'here  now  my  fiery  armies  range, 

Nor  wait  for  wind  and  tide. 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  the  water's  o'er, 

The  mountains  steep  decline ; 
Time — space — have  yielded  to  my  power; 

The  world — the  world  is  mine ! 


The  rivers  the  sun  hath  earliest  blest, 
Or  those  where  his  beams  decline ; 

The  giant  streams  of  the  queenly  West, 
And  the  Orient  floods  divine. 

The  ocean  pales  where'er  I  sweep. 

To  hear  my  strength  rejoice. 
And  the  monsters  of  the  briny  deep 

Cower,  trembling  at  my  voice. 
I  carry  the  wealth  and  the  lord  of  earth, 

The  thoughts  of  his  godlike  mind ; 
The  wind  lags  after  my  flying  forth, 

The  lightning  is  left  behind. 

In  the  darksome  depths  of  the  fathomless  mine 

My  tireless  arm  doth  play, 
Where  the  rocks  never  saw  the  sun's  decline, 

Or  tlie  dawn  of  the  glorious  day. 
I  bring  earth's  glittering  jewels  up 

From  the  hidden  cave  below, 
And  I  make  the  fountain's  granite  cup 

With  a  crystal  gush  o'erflow. 

I  blow  the  bellows,  I  forge  the  steel. 

In  all  the  shops  of  trade ; 
I  hammer  the  ore  and  turn  the  wheel 

Where  my  arms  of  strength  are  made. 
I  manage  the  furnace,  the  mill,  the  mint — 

I  carry,  I  spin,  I  weave ; 
And  all  my  doings  I  put  into  print 

On  every  Saturday  eve. 

I  *ve  no  muscles  to  weary,  no  breast  to  decay. 

No  bones  to  be  "  laid  on  the  shelf," 
And  soon  I  intend  you  may  **  go  and  play," 

While  I  manage  this  world  myselfl 
But  harness  me  down  with  your  iron  bands ; 

Be  sure  of  your  curb  and  rein : 
For  I  scorn  the  strength  of  your  puny  hands, 

As  the  tempest  scorns  a  chain ! 
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THE  SONG  OF  LIGHTNING. 

AwAT,  away  through  the  Mi^htleM  air — 

Strotrli  forth  your  iron  thrcail ; 
For  I  woulil  not  Jim  my  haiululit  fair 

With  tho  (lust  ve  tmiiclv  trrad; 
Ay.  rrar  it  up  on  its  million  pii'rs — 

Ijot  it  rrsirh  iho  world  around. 
And  ific  journey  yv  make  in  a  hundred  ycarw 

I'll  clt'ur  at  a  Mingle  U^und! 

T1iou::h  I  cannot  toil  Hkr  tho  groaning  alsTe 

Yi'  hiivr  fittt'r'd  with  iron  Mkill. 
To  fiTrv  vou  ovrr  tlip  iKinndli-iw  wave. 

Or  <;riii(l  in  tho  noisy  mill; 
Li't  hirn  t\\\\i  his  ^iunt  stronuth  and  s[)eed: 

\\'!iy.  St  >in>;l(*  !*hutl  of  mine 
Would  uivr  thut  monitor  a  flight,  indccil. 

To  the  (h'ptlH  of  the  ori'un  hrine. 

N«i.  no !  I'm  the  spirit  of  liiihl  and  love : 

'i'o  my  unseen  h:ind  't  is  circn 
To  |K'iiril  the  anihient  I'louds  nlM)ve, 

And  ihiIInIi  th(>  stars  Ky(  heaven. 
I  scatter  t!ie  c olden  r:tys  of  fire 

On  thr  hi>ri%t>n  far  Ik'Iow, 
Aiiil  ileek  the  skies  where  stonufi  expire 

M  ith  my  red  and  du//.Iini;  glow. 

The  deeiH'*!  reres«»s  i>f  earth  arc  mine — 

I  travers*'  its  silent  core  ; 
Arnniil  me  the  starry  di.(innnd<«  «hine. 

And  tlie  sparkling  firliis  nf  i>re; 
And  ot)  I  leap  from  my  throne  on  hiiih 

'1*11  the  depths  of  the  ocean's  cavrs, 
W  lie  re  the  fadeless  forests  of  coral  lie, 

F^lr  under  the  world  uf  waven. 

My  iH'im;  is  like  a  lovely  th«iut*ht 

'i'hat  dv^elU  in  a  sinless  hreast; 
A  tone  of  music  tlial  ne'er  was  cauqht^ 

A  wi»r«l  t!iat  was  ne'er  expresMNl. 
I  hnrn  in  the  hri-^ht  and  hurni^liM  halls. 

Where  the  f(>un tains  of  Nuniiifht  p1ar-~ 
Where  tlie  curtain  nf  i;olil  and  i>pal  fullfl 

O'l-r  the  x'l-nes  oi  the  duni:  day. 

With  a  I!  1:1  lire  I  cleave  thr  sky  in  twain, 

I  I  it!  lit  it  with  a  ulare, 
\\'hfit  fill  t)ie  iHMlim;  drojH  (tf  rain 

TlintUi:!!  the  d.irkiyi'<ir1aiii*d  air  ; 
Till"  ri<i*k-!iiii.t  tnwrrs,  the  turrets  ifr-iv, 

The  pi]e«(  i»f  u  thunt.ind  UMr**. 
IIa\e  not  tlie  Mieiii;th  o\  |Kitters*  clay 

Ih'fure  m\  ulitterin.'  s]iears. 

Kr-Mii  the  Alp-i*  or  the  hi4lir<^t  Anilen'  craR, 

Frii'ii  the  |ie.ik«  of  etiTii.il  !»iii>w. 
The  da/zlinj  t'o'ds  of  mv  fierv  tliir 

ti!iiifii  n'cr  the  wor'd  lulow  ; 
Till'  i-.irtlii;u.ike  heraliis  my  cuminc;  power. 

Till-  ai.i'.Mii'he  UmhuU  av\av. 
Aiiil  liiixiiini:  stiirms  j|  midnight  httur 

PrivUiiii  ni^  kni::lv  swav. 

•  ■  ■ 

Ye  In*  in  hie  when  my  legion*  n»me — 
W  hen  my  i|Uivi'riiiis  •wonl  lea|»s  iUit 

O'er  the  htls  t^.it  ivho  \\\\  thuinler-nirum, 
An.t  lend  uilh  ni\    lovous  shout: 


Y'e  quail  on  the  land  or  Dpoa  tfM 
Ye  Htand  in  your  frar  a^riMvC 

To  see  me  hum  the  rtalwmft 
Or  shiver  the  rtalrlT 


Tlie  hiennrlyphs  on  the  Pmimn  walL 

The  Irltcra  of  hifrfi  rommaiki. 
Where  the  prophet  rrail  th^  t\nBt't  £tL 

Were  traced  with  my  bumitic  h«j»i. 
Ami  oft  in  fire  have  I  wrvitc  aitcc  itM=. 

What  aniHT  Heaven 
But  the  seal'  d  eyp«  of  anful 

Were  all  too  bliml  to  read. 

At  la«t  the  hour  of  light  ia  hrrr. 

And  kincs  no  more  ahaU  bliad. 
Nor  the  hiiiiits  rru^  with  crmveo  jiev 

The  fiirward  niarrh  of  mind ; 
The  wnrds  nf  Truth,  and  Frvvidaa'fl  n}K 

An*  from  my  pinions  hori'd. 
And  Mkin  the  sun  of  better  daj* 

Shall  ri«e  U|ioii  the  world. 
But  awa,\ ,  away,  throuch  the  aichtleva  a?— 

^'tr(>teh  furth  y.iur  irun  thread  : 
For  I  would  lint  ««>il  my  iianda:#  fair 

With  the  du<4  ve  taiiirW  trvad. 
Ay,  n-ar  it  n{tiin  its  mil. ion  (Wrr^— 

I.i-t  it  cifi-l'*  the  wnrlil  artnim!. 
And  till*  iiiurney  yr  make  in  a  htu»i?rTY!  *  in 

I  'II  clear  ul  a  Mngle  bound ! 

ON  THE  DE  \TH  OP  r;E\BR  \L  V.    " 

N»*-v  let  t'lr  aiilemn  minute  run 

Arou-it*  the  nntrninc  raf. 
And  un  y  with  the  arttin^  auo 

In  e«-h>ie«  die  away..... 
The  muflleil  drum,  thr  wailinf  tf*^ 

Ah  !  let  thrm  murmur  low. 
O'er  hi 'II  who  wa^  their  breath  of  Uh. 

The  viileinn  note*  of  »■** 

.\\  C*hip|iewa  and  Lundv's 

On  PoUklah:i'a  field.  ' 
Amund  lii'ii  f«-!l  the  rrimaoQ 

Tlie  ln^ile-lhumler  peal'd; 
Dui  pmii  11%  did  the  »»l«lirr 

I  pin  i.is  d.irini;  Cirrn. 
Wlo'n  r'lar^imj  n'rr  the 

Aiiiiil  the  sulphur  •ltirm« 

T'ji-m  the  heij'ii*  i»f  Mnnlrrrj 

A^rnm  hi-  fi^z  UTimU'if. 
And  Mhi'it  t'.e  i!ra|ie««htic  renl 

It*  lit.  -»  *tirry  fiM. 
Ill-  pill  II-  >l  t-ap  aldive  hia  bewd 

ill-  \%a%rd  u{Min  the  axr. 
An  I  ch>>*.''d  the  i^ailanl  Iraopa  ht  U 

To  tfliinous  victory  thrrr. 
I)ut  all  ?  the  dreadful  aral  m 

III  ilarki;eM  walk«  ahruad 
Ttie  [H-tili'nre,  whoae  aifent 

U  like  the  doom  of  G«»  f 
Anil  the  hero  by  ita  fell 

In  death  ia  aleepinf 
With  the  laurel  wreath  of 

•^ti!I  i^reen  opoa  hia  hi«w  • 


EDGAR  ALLAN   POE. 


[Born,  1811.    IHed,1849.] 


The  family  of  Mr.  Pox  is  one  of  the  oldest  and 
mcMt  respectable  in  Baltimore.  Dayid  Pox,  his 
paternal  grandfather,  was  a  quartermaster-general 
in  the  Maryland  line  during  the  Revolution,  and 
the  intimate  friend  of  Lafatette,  who,  during  his 
last  visit  to  the  United  States,  called  personally 
upon  tlie  general's  widow,  and  tendered  her  his 
acknowledgments  for  the  services  rendered  to  him 
by  her  husband.  His  great-grandfather,  Johw  Poe, 
married,  in  England,  Jans,  a  daughter  of  Admiral 
James  McBridk,  noted  in  British  naval  history, 
and  claiming  kindred  with  some  of  the  most  illus- 
trious English  families.  His  father  and  mother 
died  within  a  few  weeks  of  each  other,  of  consump- 
tion, leaving  him  an  orphan,  at  two  years  of  age. 
Mr.  Jonx  Allan,  a  wealthy  gentleman  of  Rich- 
mond, Virginia,  took  a  fancy  to  him,  and  persua- 
ded General  Poe,  his  grandfather,  to  suffer  him  to 
adopt  him.  He  was  brought  up  in  Mr.  Allan's 
family ;  and  as  that  gentleman  had  no  other  chil- 
dren, he  was  regarded  as  his  son  and  heir.  In 
1816  he  accompanied  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Allan  to 
Great  Britain,  visited  every  portion  of  it,  and  af- 
terward passed  four  or  five  years  in  a  school  kept 
at  Stoke  Newington,  near  London,  by  the  Rever- 
end Doctor  Bransbt.  He  returned  to  America 
in  1822,  and  in  1825  went  to  the  Jefferson  Uni- 
versity, at  Charlottesville,  in  Virginia,  where  he 
led  a  very  dissipated  Hfe,  the  manners  of  the  col- 
lege being  at  that  time  extremely  dissolute.  He 
took  the  first  honours,  however,  and  went  home 
greatly  in  debt.  Mr.  Allan  refused  to  pay  some 
of  his  debts  of  honour,  and  he  hastily  quitted  the 
country  on  a  Quixotic  expedition  to  join  the  Greeks, 
then  struggling  for  liberty.  He  did  not  reach  his 
original  destination,  however,  but  made  his  way  to 
St.  Petersburg,  in  Russia,  where  he  became  involved 
in  dilTicuIties,  from  which  he  was  extricated  by  the 
late  Mr.  Henry  Middleton, the  American  min- 
ister at  that  capital.  He  returned  home  in  1829, 
and  immediately  afterward  entered  the  military 
academy  at  West  Point  In  about  eighteen  months 
from  that  time,  Mr.  Allan,  who  had  lost  his  first 
wife  while  Mr  Poe  was  in  Russia,  married  again. 
He  was  sixty-five  years  of  age,  and  the  lady  was 
young;  Pok  quarrelled  with  her,  and  the  veteran 
husband,  taking  the  part  of  his  wife,  addressed  him 
an  angry  letter,  which  was  answered  in  the  same 
spirit.  He  died  soon  after,  leaving  an  infant  son 
the  heir  to  his  property,  and  bequeathed  Pok  noth- 
ing. 

The  army,  in  the  opinion  of  the  young  cadet, 
W2ui  not  a  place  for  a  poor  man ;  so  he  left  West 
Point  abruptly,  and  determined  to  maintain  him- 
self by  authorship.  He  had  printed,  while  in 
the  military  academy,  a  small  volume  of  poemsy 
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most  of  which  were  written  in  early  youth.  Th^ 
illustrated  the  character  of  his  abilities,  and  justi- 
fied his  anticipations  of  success.  For  a  consider- 
able time,  however,  his  writings  attracted  but  little 
attention.  At  length,  in  1831,  the  proprietor  of 
a  weekly  literary  gazette  in  Baltimore  ofi^red  two 
premiums,  one  for  the  best  story  in  prose,  and  the 
other  for  the  best  poem.  In  due  time  our  author 
sent  in  two  articles,  both  of  which  were  successful 
with  the  examining  committee,  and  popular  upon 
their  appearance  before  the  public  The  late  Mr. 
Thomas  W.  White  had  then  recently  established 
"  The  Southern  Literary  Messenger,"  at  Richmond, 
and  upon  the  warm  recommendation  of  Mr.  JoHir 
P.  Kennedy,  who  was  a  member  of  the  commilr 
tee  that  has  been  referred  to,  Mr.  Pox  was  engaged 
by  him  to  be  its  editor.  He  continued  in  this  sit- 
uation about  a  year  and  a  half,  in  which  he  wrote 
many  brilliant  articles,  and  raised  the  "  Messen- 
ger" to  the  first  rank  of  literary  periodicals. 

He  next  removed  to  Philadelphia,  to  assist  Mr. 
W.  E.  Burton  in  the  editorship  of  the  "  Gentle- 
man's Magazine,"  a  miscellany  that  in  1840  was 
merged  in  "  Graham's  Magazine,"  of  which  Mr. 
Pox  became  one  of  the  principal  writers,  particu- 
larly in  criticism,  in  which  his  papers  attracted 
much  attention,  by  their  careful  and  skilful  analy- 
sis, and  generally  caustic  severity.  At  this  period, 
however,  he  appears  to  have  been  more  ambitious 
of  securing  distinction  in  romantic  fiction,  and  a 
collection  of  his  compositions  in  this  department, 
published  in  1841,  under  the  title  of  <*  Tales  of 
the  Grotesque  and  the  Arabesque,"  established  his 
reputation  for  ingenuity,  imagination,  and  extraor- 
dinary power  in  tragical  narration. 

Near  the  end  of  1844  Mr.  Pox  removed  to  New 
York,  where  he  conducted  for  several  months  a  lit- 
erary miscellany  called  "  The  Broadway  Journal." 
In  1845  he  published  a  volume  of  Tales,  in  Wi- 
LET  and  Putnam's  "Library  of  American  Books," 
and  in  the  same  series,  a  collection  of  his  Poems, 
including  *•  The  Raven,"  of  which  Mr,  N.  P.  Wil- 
lis observes,  that  in  his  opinion  "it  is  the  most 
effective  single  example  of  fugitive  poetry  ever  pub- 
lished in  this  country,  and  is  unsurpassed  in  English 
poetry  for  subtle  conception,  masterly  ingenuity 
of  versification,  and  consistent  sustaining  of  ima- 
ginative lift."    "  Ulalume,"  "  Annabel  Lee,"  and 

"  To **  quoted  in  the  following  pages,  have 

been  written  since  the  appearance  of  Mr.  Pox's 
volume.  In  poetry,  as  in  proae,  he  is  most  suc- 
cessful in  the  metaphysical  treatment  of  the  paa- 
sions.  His  poems  are  constructed  with  wonderful 
ingenuity,  and  finished  with  consummate  art 
They  illustrate  a  morbid  sensitiTenefli  of  feeling, 
a  shadowy  and  gloomy  imagination,  and  a  taste 

417 


4W 


EDGAR   A.   POE. 


tit tiultort  o(  \ 


nlniiwtJaDltlsaln  lb* 

bfnuty  n«t  igitiMble  to  hia  lemptr. 

lli'Hjca  Ihi'  vuluiim  I  hive  nitnlioncJ.  Mr.  Pt 
in  llic  lUlbiiror"  Anliurtionlon  Pjnn,"*  ronrnne 
'■A  Ncir  Tlirory  of  Eiii;luh  Vnnficsdin  i"  -  K 
rrka,"  ail  aiuDy  on  Ihe  nuliml  and  tpirilnal  ui; 
rtne :  a  irork  wliii-li  hi!  wubm  lolia>r  "judged  i 
■  jnH'ini"  aiu]  N'trnil«ilfMnl  nricaof  p*|an  in  i 
Ihi'  jKTijiliraK  iho  inoxl  nnlii-..Bl.le  of  which  am  I  Mr.  P->r.  .lint  m 
" Martina tia,"  ciiihtiu-iiig  0{itniiina  of  bwka  and   I    arii-nlh  uf  OrloUr, 


ftw  at  ihia  daa  «/  wntm  anuif  iw  ■  . 
any  th]  -akill  in  likawy  art.  .\  Hnv  InL  b 
nr  hi*  cutiTiibuIiana  to  ^oanl  Uirrttur*  = 
found  in  mv  "  Pioh  U'nton  at  \mtna.' 


THE  CITY  IX  THE  SEA. 


'    \ni  when,  iniid  no  ranhlT  nsaBa, 

I    Down.  Jnixn  that  U,mn  «hdl  M«b  h*KK. 

I    H.'ll,  n«ue  rr.>m  a  ihuiwiid  Anmm. 


M'livre  Ihc  duod   and  the  bad  and  (he  •ronl  u 

the  Ileal 
Han  RWii-  tu  thi-ir  rtcrnal  r»I. 
Thtn  ahrillM,  and  pulai'i's.  iiml  towrn, 
(Tiiae-eiiM  taam  thai  in-wl-lv  nul '.) 
Heaarabla  nothing  ihiit  in  num. 
Aruund,  by  lilliiiq  viinl-i  furuut, 
KFnii;iinlly  brriFaih  Ibr  iky 
Thp  niFlanthuly  walem  lii!. 

i\u  raya  fniiu  IliF  hi>!y  hmii-n  came  down 
fill  the  lonf  lli|;hl-tinlc  .if  that  lowni 
but  li|{fal  from  oat  ifar  lurid  wa 
Sirrania  up  the  turrfla  «l.'ntly — 
(i Irani*  up  tlip  pinuaclca  far  and  frcF— 
Vp  d-iiQM — up  ajiiwa — U|i  kindly  hall* — 
I'll  trnt* — np  Bahylon-lilw  nrBlln — 
I'p  .diadowy.  lonc-fiirmAtvn  howeia 
Of  Kculplnrrd  iry  and  Htiiiic  fluircia — 
T'|i  nuiiy  and  many  ■  nwrvcIliHia  thriiio 
U'hiMc  iirFalh'''d  frwirr  iiilrrlwiiw 
Thp  vitd.  Ihr  Tivdit,  and  thi-  vine, 
ftf^nnlly  Vnnlh  tlie  aky 
Thr  nalanchoty  italrr*  lii>. 
Ki>  lili'iiil  ihc  tuiTfH  and  ..liailtiwa  Uicn 
Th^l  all  f-en.  ,H.n,]ul..u.  iii  air. 
While  fniia  a  j/nmi  tumrt  in  ibt  lutrn 
Ih'alb  luoka  ciuantirully  Jiiwn. 

Thrrr  i>pru  laiir>  aiu!  i:i|htii;  nnxt* 
Vanii  InrI  with  llip  liimni'iUK  navn; 
Oill  nul  ihr  rich.',  ih.rr  Iti^l  liu 
In  rarh  iilul'a  diani'iiid  i'ii>  — 
.\.il  Ihf  ttaylr.jrw.lia  di-j.l 
'IVnijit  Itw  walna  I'loni  ih.-ir  he.1 ; 


.\ii  .uviaiiBi  1*1]  lh«l  niihl'  ii>i> 
I'ji.iii  WCM  hr-tJC  hapiwr  «»ii— 


Hull 


.■..u-ly  , 


i.  iiMh^air! 
T:..'  u.,i,'~lhpn'  i<  a  iiimpiii. -nt  Ihrrr  '. 
A*lf  Ihftuwmh^lhiual  BiKlr. 
Ill  -ll^hlly  riiikHH,  ihr  JdII  lid.^ 
Aa  if  iliFit  lupt  kaj  JMi^y  u^rn 
A  v.ii.1  niihin  Ihc  iVitiv  hnns. 
Tllr  WtY,:  liiv  n..w  a  irddrr  slow— 
Thr  huum  arr  liralhiiia  faini  and  low — 


j  ANNABEL  LEE. 

'  It  waa  many  and  many  a  ypar  ago, 
I  111  «  kiBirlon  It  (br  H^ 

Thai  a  iniiihri  Ihrrr  livnJ  whoa  Tan  ht  kx 
'  l)y  lU  iianiruf  AmatL  I^aa^ 

.And  Ihia  niaidrn  ahi-  ti'ni  with  no  >An  '^.t^ 
',  Thau  Uj  Iiivc  and  he  lu*ni  by  Me. 

/  WDK  a  rhil.l  and  lAr  wu  ■  rhiki 
I  In  lhi<  kini(d.iin  hy  ihr  ara; 

Bui  W(  Lived  Kiih  a  I.itr  llial  ni  natr  ihm.**- 

With  a  hire  ihal  the  ■in^^'d  anafk  id  knw 
I  Coieli-d  her  and  mc. 

'■    .InJ  thia  waa  Ihr  reaiui  ihat,  lonf  am* 

In  thi*  lunvdua  hf  the  ara, 
I    A  win.]  Mi'w  out  ot  a  cIoihL  rhiLu« 
My  (...iiiiful  A«M>iL  Laa; 
S.I  ihal  hrt  Jii(hbiira  kinameo  cmia* 

.\nd  hiiv  hrr  away  Inian  ■■, 
To  •dim  h.-f  up  m  a  •r|Hilrbiv, 

In  till'  kiiiuiluin  liy  clw  an. 
Thf  anuria,  nil  half  «>  happy  ia  \m  H, 

Vra  r— Ihat  «a«  Ihr  rraMO  (M  ail  MM  kMw. 

In  ihi>  kin^^lnui  \n  Ibr  an). 
Thai  Ilir  wind  rainr  uul  .d  th*  da«d  ht  :.«)(. 

('hi,]init  and  ki  ling  dt  Aisiaii  Lit. 


Of  Il>r  laaiilafal  A>1>.aaM&JL 

I.,]  «>,  aliiltoaitU4i*,l«>jMnir*'^ 

II  n.v  darilnt— tty  darlln*— 1*9  ■»«<  «t  hri 
ill  her  >a|i»>ffcil  ihm  hf  ^  ^^ 
In  hrt  IMfely  *»HMii9^ 


EDGAR   A.   POE. 
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ULALUME:  A  BALLAD. 

The  skies  they  were  ashen  and  soher ; 

The  leav/Bs  they  were  crisped  and  ser©-^ 

The  leaves  they  were  withering  and  sere ; 
It  was- night  in  the  lonesome  October 

Of  my  most  immemorial  year ; 
It  was  hard  by  the  dim  lake  of  Auber, 

In  the  misty  mid  region  of  Weir — 
It  was  down  by  the  dank  tarn  of  Auber, 

In  the  ghoul-haunted  woodland  of  Weir. 

Here  once,  through  an  alley  Titanic, 
Of  cypress,  I  roamed  with  my  soul — 
Of  cypress,  with  Psyche,  my  soul. 
These  were  days  when  my  heart  was  volcanic 
As  the  scoriae  rivers  that  roll — 
As  the  lavas  that  restlessly  roll 
Their  sulphurous  currents  down  Yaanek 

In  the  ultimate  climes  of  the  pole- 
That  groan  as  they  roll  down  Mount  Yaanek 
In  the  realms  of  the  boreal  pole. 

Our  talk  had  been  serious  and  sober, 

But  our  thoughts  they  were  palsied  and  sere — 
Our  memories  were  treacherous  and  sere — 

For  we  knew  not  the  month  was  October, 
And  we  marked  not  the  night  of  tlie  year — 
(Ah,  night  of  all  nights  in  the  year !) 

We  noted  not  the  dim  lake  of  Auber, 

(Though  once  we  had  journeyed  down  here) — 

Rememberd  not  the  dank  tarn  of  Auber, 
Nor  the  ghoul-haunted  woodland  of  Weir. 

And  now,  as  the  night  was  senescent, 

And  star-dials  pointed  to  mom — 

As  the  star-dials  hinted  of  morn — 
At  the  end  of  our  path  a  liquescent 

And  nebulous  lustre  was  born. 
Out  of  which  a  miraculous  crescent 

Arose  with  a  duplicate  horn — 
A8tart<'*s  bcdiamonded  crescent 

Distinct  with  its  duplicate  horn. 

And  I  said — "  She  is  warmer  than  Dian  : 

She  rolls  through  an  ether  of  sighs — 

She  revels  in  a  region  of  sighs : 
She  has  seen  that  the  tears  are  not  dry  on 

These  cheeks,  where  the  worm  never  dies, 
And  has  come  past  the  stars  of  the  Lion 

To  point  us  the  path  to  the  skies — 

To  the  Lethean  peace  of  the  skies — 
Come  up,  in  despite  of  the  Lion, 

To  shine  on  us  with  her  bright  eyes — 
Come  up  through  the  lair  of  the  Lion, 

With  love  in  her  luminous  eyes." 

But  Pgych6,  uplifting  her  finger, 
Said — '*  Sadly  this  star  I  mistrust — 
Her  pallor  I  strangely  mistrust : 

Oh,  hasten  ! — oh,  let  us  not  linger ! 
Oh,  fly  ! — let  us  fly  ! — for  we  must'* 

In  terror  she  spoke,  letting  Kink  her 
Wings  till  they  trailed  in  the  dust — 

In  agony  soblied  letting  sink  her 

Plumes  till  they  trailed  in  the  dust — 
Till  they  sorrowfully  trailed  in  the  dust 


I  replied — •*  This  is  nothing  but  dreaming : 
Let  us  on  by  this  tremulous  light — 
Let  us  bathe  in  this  crystalline  light ! 

Its  sybilic  splendor  is  beaming 

With  hope  and  in  beauty  to-night : 

See,  it  flickers  up  the  sky  through  the  night ! 

Ah,  we  safely  may  Unst  to  its  gleaming, 
And  be  sure  it  wiflead  us  aright — 

We  safely  may  trust  to  a  gleaming 
That  cannot  but  guide  us  aright. 
Since  it  flickers  up  to  heaven  through  the  night" 

Thus  I  pacified  Psych6  and  kissed  her, 
And  tempted  her  out  of  her  gloom — 
And  conquered  her  scruples  and  gloom ; 

And  we  passed  to  the  end  of  the  vista, 

But  were  stopped  by  the  door  of  a  tomb — 
By  the  door  of  a  legended  tomb ; 

And  I  said,  **  What  is  written,  sweet  sister, 
On  the  door  of  this  legended  tomb  V* 

She  replied,  "  Ulalume— Ulalume — 

*Tis  the  vault  of  thy  loet  Ulalume !" 

Then  my  heart  it  grew  ashen  and  sober 
As  the  leaves  that  were  crisped  and  sere — 
As  the  leaves  that  were  withering  an4  sere, 

And  I  cried,  "  It  was  surely  October 
On  this  very  night  of  last  year. 
That  I  journeyed — I  journeyed  down  here — 
That  I  brought  a  dread  burden  down  here^ — 
On  this  night  of  all  nights  in  the  year 
Oh,  what  demon  has  tempted  me  here  ? 

Well  I  know,  now,  this  dim  lake  of  Auber, 
This  misty  mid  region  of  Weir — 

Well  I  know,  now,  this  dank  tarn  of  Aober, 
In  the  ghoul-haunted  woodland  of  Weir." 

Said  we  then — the  two,  then — •*  Ah^  caan  it 
Have  been  that  the  woodlandish  ghouls — 
The  pitiful,  the  merciful  ghouls — 

To  bar  up  our  way  and  to  ban  it 

From  the  secret  that  lies  in  these  wolds — 
From  the  thing  that  lies  hidden  in  these  wold»— 

Have  drawn  up  the  spectre  of  a  planet 
From  the  limbo  of  lunary  souls — 

This  sinfully  scintillant  planet 
From  the  hell  of  the  planetary  souls  ?" 


TO  ZANTE. 

Fair  isle,  that  from  the  fairest  of  all  fk>wers 

Thy  gentlest  of  all  gentle  names  dost  take ! 
How  many  memories  of  what  radiant  hoarB 

At  sight  of  thee  and  thine  at  once  awake  ! 
How  many  scenes  of  what  departed  bliss ! 

How  many  thoughts  of  what  entombdcT  hopee ! 
How  many  visions  of  a  maiden  that  is 

No  more — no  more  upon  thy  verdant  ilopee ! 
No  mare  /  alas,  that  magical  sad  sound 
Transforming  all !     Thy  charms  shall  pleaae  fK 

mere — 
Thy  memory  no  more  /     Aocurs^  ground 
Henceforth  I  hold  thy  flower-enamelled  ihoni. 
O  hyadnthine  isle  !  O  purple  Zante ! 

«•  Isola  d*oro !    Fior  di  Levuite !" 
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I  HAW  thee  onco^onrc  only — years  ago: 
I  must  not  foy  how  many — but  not  many. 
It  wnri  a  July  miiliiifflit ;  and  from  out 
A  full-orbed  moon  that,  Uke  thine  own  wul,  Knring, 
HouKht  a  precipitant  pathw^'  up  through  heaven, 
Thrrc  fell  a  nlver>--idlkcn  vRl  of  li^ht. 
With  quii-tudo,  and  sultriiiew.  and  MJumber, 
T'pon  the  upturned  facoR  of  a  thousand 
Htwert  thnt  ^rew  in  an  enchanted  mirden. 
Where  no  wind  dared  to  stir.  unleMM  on  tiptoes- 
Fell  on  the  upturnetl  f:ice8  of  thi^Mc  rows 
Thnt  fravc  out,  in  return  for  the  love-lii;ht. 
Their  odorous  souls  in  an  ecstatic  death — 
Fell  on  the  uptunit»<!  faces  of  these  itises 
Thnt  smiled  and  dieil  in  this  parterre,  enchanted 
hy  thee  and  by  the  poi>try  of  thy  presence. 

Clad  all  in  white,  u|)on  a  violet  )»8nk 
I  saw  thee  half  recliiiini;;  wliile  the  moon 
Fell  on  the  upturned  fuces  of  the  riw<.*i*, 
And  on  thine  own,  upturned — alas!  in  stirruw. 

Was  it  not  Fate  that,  on  this  Julv  midnicht — 
W;iH  it  nut  Fate  (who*e  mi  me  is  als«>  Siirrow) 
That  hade  me  piiu*»  U-fure  thnt  cranlen-^ate 
To  breathe  thr  incense  of  thorn*  sluinlN-rim;  roseu  ? 
No  footstep  Ktirrcil :  the  hatcil  world  all  Klept, 
S:ivi»  only  thee  and  nie.     I  p»ii->4>d — I  lookeil — 
And  in  an  instant  all  things  disajiireari'il. 
(Ah,  U'lir  in  miml  this  canlen  w.i'4  enrhanfetl!) 
The  pearly  lustre  of  the  moim  went  out : 
The  ma>isy  lianks  and  the  nieandrriii:;  paths, 
'I'he  happy  flowers  and  the  n-jiinini;  trri*4, 
^Vere  seen  no  more :  the  ver\-  ros«*s'  oilors 
i>iei]  in  the  arms  of  the  adoring  air^. 
Ail.  all  expired  s.ivo  ihit^ — Kive  less  than  thou: 
Nuw  only  the  diviiu*  li^ilit  in  thine  e\ea — 
^^avt■  but  the  s«iul  in  thine  uplil^cd  i-\i^ 
I  "aw  but  them — thi'V  wiTe  tlie  worlil  to  me. 
I  saw  but  them — saw  only  them  ft»r  h.iurs — 
Saw  only  them  until  (he  mi»>in  %viiit  d.)wii. 
M'hut  wild  lieart-historii-s  <4>eMM-d  to  lio  enwrilten 
T'p'>n  tijos*'  cr\>talli!ie.  Ci-li'sii.d  !.].hi'ri-s! 
Hiiw  dark  a  wo,  yi-t  Inuv  suMiiin-  a  \i"\kI 
Mow  <iiKMitIy  wrrne  a  M'a  of  pridr  I 
Miiw  darim;  an  afiiliitiuii !  y«'t  how  dt*e{v— 
Huw  falliondrss  a  caparity  tlir  lii\i'! 

I)ut  now.  at  lemith.  di'ar  Dian  sai)k  from  sii;ht 
Into  a  western  couch  oi'  t!iuniiiT-4-!-Mid, 
And  thou,  a  i;hi>st.  amid  lln*  entiMiibiii:;  trei*« 
l>iil<-t  tiliiie  HWHV.     Only  thini*  e\ci  ffiiiaMml. 
'I'lu'V  would  not  CO — lliey  n«'*er  yet  hive  com', 
l.iuhtinir  mv  lom'lv  uathwav  home  ihat  ni.:lit. 
'I'hey  have  not  lef\  me  {ii*  my  ho|>es  have)  sinci*. 
Tliey  follow  nie.  (hey  leail  me  thromih  tlic  years; 
They  are  my  ministers — yet  I  lln-ir  *lavo. 
The  If  oiru'e  is  to  illumine  and  enkindir — 
My  duty,  to  Ite  s:l\|^l  b\  their  bright  li::hl. 
Anil  purilird  in  thi-ir  eliM'tnc  fire — 
And  Kinciifii'd  in  (heir  eUxiLin  tire. 
Thry  fill  my  soul  with  U'auiy  (which  is  hofie). 
And  are  far  up  in  heaven,  the  stars  I  kneel  to 
In  tlie  Hud,  Hilent  wati-hes  ijii  my  nii;ht  \ 


While  even  in  the  metidiaB  fluv  «^  Uf 
I  ire  them  still — two  awcutlj  ■onti.Uc: 
Venuaea,  uncstingaHbad  by  lb« 


DREAM-LANa 

Bt  a  mute  oWure  wid  loodr. 
Haunted  by  ill  an:;re!s  on ^5. 
Where  an  Eidolon,  named  Ni^t. 
On  n  black  thmnr  rri^na  opncbL 
J  have  rearhi-d  these  l,inJft  l>ul  nrvi!y 
From  an  ultimate  dim  Thul'— 
From  a  wi:il.  wtird  clime  that  Ueth,  mL 
Out  of  sjtjcc^-out  oi  liokr. 

Bottomlesii  vales  and  boondlra  &ioCi 
And  chasms,  and  caTeB»and  Tilan  «.» 
Willi  forms  thul  no  man 
For  the  dfWn  that  dnp  all 
Mountains  loppiine  e^era 
Into  M-M  uiihiiul  a  tdi<frv  ; 
Seas  that  reiillc^ly  aspire, 
Surging;,  unto  »kii-s  of  tire ; 
Lakes  thai  endltfMly  ou 
Their  hine  wat«r»^l«>ne  and  drail 
Their  slid  waU^n — Miil  arnJ  chilly 
Willi  tlie  snows  of  the  lohiof  hhr. 

By  the  lakc*^  that  thus  ou 
Their  lone  waters.  U^ne  and 
Their  sad  waters,  sad  and  chilly 
With  the  snows  uf  the  lolbng  iih — 
By  the  mini iit.i ins.  nrar  the  nvrr 
Murmurin:;  litwiy.  r:tiirmuiini(  ever — 
By  the  irray  wood*— by  the  avramp 
When'  the  t>i.id  end  the  newt  eiVAKp>~ 
By  thr  di«nial  i-imo  and  poola 
Where  dwill  t!ie  ghouls... 
By  each  si  nit  the  m-i^  unhnlr. 
In  each  n>K>k  m^Mt  mefancholT— 
There  thi*  Iravnllrr  mrria 
ShiM'teil  mrmi>rie«  of  the 
Shnmditl  forms  that  start 
As  ihey  |a—  th#»  wanderer  by ; 
Whit«*-r.i*4>i|  l.Tiiis  of  friends  lo^ 
In  auoiiy.  to  iirth — and 

For  the  heart  ub>.Me  woes 
"I'i'i  a  ]icji'rful.  MMititinc 
Fur  the  vpirit  ihsi  walka  in 
'Tis  -oh.  'lis  an  Eld<w«do! 
But  the  traxeller,  travel luif  ihmiigll  A 
May  not.  tUre  not  o|ienly  view  M; 
Mever  ils  ni_\»lriie«  are  eipasid 
'I'o  tile  uejk  human  eye  andaaed; 
So  wills  Its  King,  VI ho  haih  fcriaJ 
'i  he  upliitiui;  uf  the  frin^ad  lid ; 
And  thu-  the  sad  suul  that  hm 
Beholds  it  but  ihruugh  daikaa'd 

By  a  Mute  obarurr  ukl  kBriy. 
Haunted  by  ill  anfria  mdf, 
Wherv  an  Eidolcm, 
( )n  a  black  throne 
I  havp  wander*d  home 
Frum  thia  ullimala 
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LENORE. 


Ah,  broken  is  the  golJcn  bowl, 

'J''he  spirit  flown  forever ! 
Let  the  bell  toll ! 
A  saintly  soul 

Floats  on  the  Stygian  river ; 
And,  Gcr  de  Vere, 
Hast  thou  no  tear  1 

Weep  now  or  never  more ! 
Sec.  on  yon  drear 
And  rii^id  bier 

Low  lies  thy  love,  Lenore  ! 
Come,  let  the  burial-rite  be  read — 

The  funeral-song  be  sung ! — 
An  untheii)  for  the  queenliesl  dead 

'J'hat  ever  died  so  young — 
A  dirge  for  her  the  doubly  dead. 

In  that  uhe  died  so  young ! 

••  \\' retches !  ye  loved  her  for  her  wealth, 

And  hated  her  for  her  pride; 
And  when  she  fell  in  feeble  health, 

Ye  bless'd  her — that  she  died  ! 
How  shall  the  ritual,  then,  l>e  read  ] 

The  requiem  how  be  sung 
By  you — by  yours,  the  evil  eye — 

By  yours,  the  slanderous  tongue 
That  did  to  death  the  innocence 

That  died,  and  died  so  young  ?" 

Peccavimus  ; 

But  rave  not  thus  ! 

And  let  a  sabbath  song 

Go  up  to  God  so  solemnly,  the  dead  may 
feel  no  wrong ! 
The  sweet  Lexork 
Hath  "  gone  before," 

With  Hope,  that  flew  beside, 
Leaving  thee  wild 
For  the  dear  child 

That  should  have  been  thy  bride — 
For  her,  the  fair 
And  dcboncurf 

That  now  so  lowly  lies. 
The  life  upon  her  yellow  hair 

But  not  within  her  eyes — 
The  life  still  there. 
Upon  her  hair — 

The  death  upon  her  eyes. 

**  A  vaunt !  to-night 
My  heart  is  lighL 

No  dirge  will  I  upraise, 
But  waf\  the  angel  on  her  flight 

With  a  psan  of  old  days! 
Let  no  bell  toll ! — 
Lest  her  sweet  soul. 

Amid  its  hallow'd  mirth. 
Should  catch  the  note. 
As  it  doth  float — 

Up  from  the  damned  earth. 
To  friends  above,  from  fiends  below. 

The  indignant  ghost  is  riven — 
From  hell  unto  a  high  estate 

Far  up  within  the  heave%^ 


From  grief  and  groan, 
To  a  golden  throne. 

Beside  the  King  of  Heaven.'* 


ISRAFEL.* 


Iir  heaven  a  spirit  doth  dwell 
"  W^hose  heartstrings  are  a  late ;" 

None  sing  so  wildly  well 

As  the  angel  Isravel, 

And  the  giddy  stars  (so  legends  tell) 

Ceasing  their  hymns,  attend  the  spell 
Of  his  voice,  all  mute. 

T*>ttering  above 

In  her  highest  noon. 

The  enamour*d  moon 
Blushes  with  love, 

While,  to  listen,  the  red  levin 

(With  the  rapid  Pleiads,  even, 

Which  were  seven) 

Pauses  in  heaven. 

And  they  say  (the  starry  choir 
And  the  other  listening  things) 

That  Israfeli's  fire 

Is  owing  to  that  lyre 

By  which  he  sits  and  sings — 

The  trembling  living  wire 
Of  those  unusual  strings. 

But  the  skies  that  angel  trod. 

Where  deep  thoughts  are  a  duty — 

Where  Love 's  a  grown-up  god — 
W^here  the  Houri  glances  are 

Imbued  with  all  the  beauty 
Which  we  woAhip  in  a  star. 

Therefore,  thoif  art  not  wrong, 

IsRAFELi,  who  despisest 
An  unimpassion'd  song; 
To  thee  the  laurels  belong. 

Best  bard,  because  the  wisest ! 
Merrily  live,  and  long ! 

The  ecstasies  above 

With  thy  burning  measures  suit — 
Thy  grief,  thy  joy,  thy  hate,  thy  love, 

With  the  fervour  of  thy  lute — 

Well  may  the  stars  be  mute ! 
Yes,  heaven  is  thine ;  but  this 

Is  a  world  of  sweets  and  soars ; 

Our  flowers  are  merely — flowers, 
And  the  shadow  of  thy  perfect  bliss 

Is  the  sunshine  of  oars. 

If  I  could  dwell 
Where  Israfel 

Hath  dwelt,  and  he  where  I, 
He  might  not  sing  so  wildly  well 

A  mortal  melody. 
While  a  bolder  note  than  this  might  swell 

From  my  lyre  within  the  sky. 


••■-.1 


•  .c 


*  '*  And  the  nngel  IsRArcL,  whose  henrt  strings  are  a  late 
and  who  hm*  the  sweetest  voiee  of  idl  Qod*s  ereatares." 

KOBAM. 

2N 


4sa 


EDGAR    A.   POE. 


!i 


i; 


I' 
il 


:i 


i; 


ii 


FOR  ANME. 


Til  AX  K  Heaven  !  the  criiiu — 

The  (Imi^jtT,  in  |MiKt, 
Ami  tlio  liiiixt'riiii;  illiicsn 

In  «ivcr  at  last — 
And  tin*  fever  cal'ed  "liiviiig" 

Is  conquer'd  ut  Itvt 

8adlv,  I  know 

I  am  ithom  of  my  sticnQtli, 
And  nu  muscle  I  move 

Ah  I  lie  ut  full  leni;lh ; 
But  no  mutter  ! — I  feel 

I  am  better  at  lenyth. 

And  I  rent  so  rompowNJIy, 

Now,  in  mv  IhmI, 
That  any  beholder 

Mii;ht  fancy  me  dewl — 
Miifht  Mtart  at  beholdimr  me, 

Thinking  me  dead. 

The  mo.inifii;  and  i^rounin^. 

'J'he  Mi^ltini;  and  ndMhipj^, 
Are  quictrd  now, 

N\  ith  that  htirrihle  throlilnng 
At  heart : — ah  that  horrible. 

Horrible  thruMiini^ ! 

The  wrkne<!* — the  nnusoa — 

'I'he  j»itile«i«  piiin — 
Have  rea-seil.  wilh  the  fevi-r 

'J'hat  maddenM  my  brain — 
With  the  fever  called  "  Living*' 

That  burn'd  in  my  bruin. 

And  oh  !  of  all  torturen. 

That  torture  the  wornt 
Haa  abated — the  terrible 

Ti>rture  of  thirvt 
For  the  napthaiine  river 

Of  Pattaion  accuriit : 
I  have  drank  of  a  water 

That  quenches  all  thirst : — 

Of  ■  water  t]iat  flown. 

NVitii  a  lullubv  Rtiund, 
Pro:n  a  Kprim;  but  a  very  few 

Feet  under  (ground — 
Yruin  a  cavern  not  very  fur 

Down  under  ^njund. 

Anil  ah  !  let  it  never 

Ue  fiM)liiihly  i<-iid 
That  my  room  il  in  uloomy 

And  narn»w  my  lied ; 
For  man  never  hlept 

In  a  dilTerent  U*d — 
And,  /(#  slnp,  you  mutft  Hlumln-r 

In  )»<  Huch  a  l)ed. 
My  tantalized  i^pirit 

Here  blandly  re[K>«e^ 
Foriieitinir,  or  never 

lieuretiini:.  it^  nMca— 
It-i  i>Ii|  uirilation* 

Of  myrtlfH  and  r^He*  : 
F(jr  nnw.  while  to  quietly 

L>in^,  It  fanciea 


A  holier  odour 

About  it,  of 
A  roaemary  odoor. 

Coniniingled  with 
\Viih  rue  and  the  braialifol 

Puritan  iMiuiciL 

And  M  it  lie*  happijj, 

Batliini;  in  many 
A  dream  of  tlie  truth 

And  the  beaut>  uf  Ai 
Dmwn'd  in  a  Katb 

Of  the  trcBtem  of  Aniiic. 

Bhe  tenderlv  kia**J  me, 

^Sbe  fundly  rareaa'd. 
And  then  I  fell  Rrnlly 

To  ileep  on  her  brrait — 
lK'»p!y  Ut  uleep 

From  the  heaven  uf  her 

When  the  li::ht  waa  eslinfuiah'i. 

She  Ci>ver*il  me  warm. 
Anil  i<he  pray'd  to  the  antela 

Ti>  keep  nie  frum  barm 
To  ihe  queen  i>f  l*ie  anicela 

To  sbield  roe  frnm  han& 
An>l  I  lie  so  c<^m}«M«-«*U, 

Niiw.  in  my  l»rd. 
(Kuiiwine  her  love.) 

Th  It  \ou  fancy  me  i)«>bJ-^ 
And  i  rei^t  «o  cnntrnlrd  t. 

Now.  m  my  l*rd. 
(With  her  love  at  my  hrraai.> 

That  yuu  fannk-  me  draJ — 
That  \iMi  nhudder  to  look  ■!  Be. 

Thinkinif  me  dead  : — 
But  my  hejrt  it  i«  bn^hlcr 

Thjn  a- 1  of  the  maiiT 
Slant  of  the  nky, 

Fur  it  npjrklea  with  Ai 
It  glow*  with  the  lii;hl 

Of  the  love  of  my  Am 
Wiih  the  thought  olf  ihe  lifht 

Of  the  eyes  of  my  Ai 


TO  OXE  !X  PARADUE. 

Thoi-  wa>t  all  that  lo  me,  lovr« 

For  which  my  vmu!  did 
\  cn-en  iitle  in  the  aea.  love, 

A  f  lutitain  and  a  ■hriric. 
All  urejth'd  with  fjir^  fruifa  uid 

And  all  the  d^iwcr*  wertr  moM 

Ah.  dream  too  briiihl  lii  lart  ! 

.Vh.  Mjrry  Hii|ie  !  ihal  didil  ■ 
But  t<>  lie  u«erraikt  * 

A  Voice  from  out  the  Pntwv 
"On  !  on  !"— bui  o'er  the  Paal 

(Dim  »;ulf ')  my  »|4rit  htffttim  hca 
Mute,  motion'eaa,  a:;hail ! 

Fi»r.  a!a«  !  alaa  *  with  mt 

The  .iijht  of  life  ia  o*er? 

No  more — no  more 
(Sill  h  .aiteua.!e  bti'da  the 

To  the  aaiida  ii|iimi  Iht 
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Shall  bloom  the  thunder-blasted  tree, 
Or  the  stricken  eagle  soar ! 

And  all  my  days  are  trances, 
And  all  my  nightly  dreams 

Are  where  thy  dark  eye  glances, 
And  where  thy  footstep  gleams— 

In  what  ethereal  dances, 
By  what  eternal  streams. 


THE  RAVEN. 

OiTCE  upon  a  midnight  dreary, 
Wliile  I  ponder'd,  weak  and  weary, 
Over  many  a  quaint  and  curious 

Volume  of  forgotten  lore, 
While  I  nodded,  nearly  napping. 
Suddenly  there  came  a  tapping. 
As  of  some  one  gently  rapping. 

Rapping  at  my  chamber  door. 
"  Tis  some  \'i«itcr,"  I  mutter'd, 

"  Tapping  at  my  chamber  door — 

Only  this,  and  notliing  more/' 

Ah,  distinctly  I  remember, 
It  was  in  the  bleak  December, 
And  each  separate  dying  ember 

Wrought  its  ghost  upon  the  floor. 
Eagerly  I  wished  the  morrow ; 
Vainly  I  had  tried  to  borrow 
From  my  books  surcease  of  sorrow — 

Sorrow  for  the  lost  Lenore — 
For  the  rare  and  radiant  maiden 

Wliom  the  angels  name  Lenore — 

Nameless  here  for  evermore. 

And  the  silken,  sad,  uncertain 
Rustling  of  each  purple  curtain 
Thriird  me — fill'd  me  with  fantastic 

Terrors  never  felt  before ; 
So  that  now,  to  still  the  beating 
Of  my  heart,  I  stood  repeating 
« 'Tis  some  visiter  entreating 

Entrance  at  my  chamber  door — 
Some  late  visiter  entreating 

Entrance  at  my  chamber  door ; — 

This  it  is,  and  nothing  more.*' 

Presently  my  soul  grew  stronger ; 

Hesitating  then  no  longer, 

"  Sir,"  said  I,  "  or  Madam,  truly 

Your  forgiveness  I  implore ; 
But  the  fact  is  I  was  napping, 
And  so  gently  yOu  came  rapping, 
And  so  faintly  you  came  tapping, 

Tapping  at  my  chamber  door, 
That  I  scarce  was  sure  I  heard  you,"— 

Here  I  open'd  wide  the  door : 

Darkness  there,  and  nothing  more ! 

Deep  into  that  darkness  peering. 
Long  I  stood  there  wondering,  fearing, 
Doubting,  dreaming  dreams  no  mortal 

Ever  dared  to  dream  before ; 
But  the  silence  was  unbroken. 


And  the  darkness  gave  no  token. 
And  the  only  woid  there  spoken 

Was  the  whispered  word,  **  Lenore !" 
This  /  whisper'd,  and  an  echo 
J^urmur*d  back  the  word,  «  Lenore  V 
Merely  this,  and  nothing  mora. 

Then  into  the  chamber  turning, 
All  my  soul  within  me  burning, 
Soon  I  heard  again  a  tapping 

Somewhat  louder  than  before. 
«  Surely,"  said  I, «« surely  that  is 
Something  at  my  window  lattice ; 
Let  me  see,  then,  what  thereat  is, 

And  this  mystery  explore^ 
Let  my  heart  be  still  a  moment, 

And  this  mystery  explore ; — 

'Tis  the  wind,  and  nothing  more !" 

Open  here  I  flung  the  shutter, 
When,  with  many  a  flirt  and  flutter. 
In  there  8tepp*d  a  stately  raven 

Of  the  saintly  days  of  yore ; 
Not  the  least  obeisance  made  he ; 
Not  an  instant  stopp'd  or  stay'd  he ; 
But,  with  mien  of  lord  or  lady, 

Perch 'd  above  my  chamber  door — 
Perch'd  upon  a  bust  of  Pallas 

Just  above  my  chamber  door — 

Perch'd,  and  sat,  and  nothing  more. 

Then  this  ebony  bird  beguiling 

My  sad  fancy  into  smiling, 

By  the  grave  and  stern  decorum 

Of  the  countenance  it  wore, 
"  Though  thy  crest  be  shorn  and  shaven. 
Thou,"  I  said,  "  art  sure  no  craven, 
Ghastly  grim  and  ancient  raven, 

Wandering  from  the  Nightly  ihor»— 
Tell  me  what  thy  lordly  name  ia 

On  the  Night's  Plutonian  shore !" 

Quoth  the  raven  «  Nevermore." 

Much  I  marvell'd  this  ungainly 
Fowl  to  hear  discourse  so  plainly, 
Though  its  answer  little  meaning — 

Little  relevancy  bore ; 
For  we  cannot  help  agreeing 
That  no  living  human  being 
Ever  yet  was  bless'd  with  seeing 

Biid  above  his  chamber  door — 
Bird  or  beast  upon  the  sculptured 

Bust  above  his  chamber  door, 

With  such  name  as  «  Nevermore." 

But  the  raven  sitting  lonely 
On  the  placid  bust,  spoke  only 
That  one  word,  as  if  his  soul  in 

That  one  word  he  did  outpour. 
Nothing  farther  then  he  utter'd— 
Not  a  feather  then  he  flutter'd— 
Till  I  scarcely  more  than  mutter'd 

"  Other  friends  have  flown  befine-^ 
On  the  morrow  he  will  leave  me, 

As  my  hopes  have  flown  before." 

Then  the  bird  said  «  ^^senEiomJ* 
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Out— oat  are  the  light»-— out  all ! 

And,  over  each  quivering  form, 
The  curtain,  a  funeral  pall, 

Comes  down  with  the  rush  of  a  storm. 
And  the  angels,  all  pallid  and  wan, 

Uprising,  unveiling,  affirm 
Tliat  the  play  Lb  the  tragedy,  "  Man," 

Its  hero  the  Conqueror  Worm. 


THE  HAUNTED   PALACE. 


Iv  the  greenest  of  our  valleys. 

By  good  angels  tenanted, 
Once  a  fair  and  stately  palace 

(Snow-white  palace)  rear'd  its  head. 
In  the  monarch  Thought's  dominion 

It  stood  there ! 
Never  seraph  spread  a  pinion 

Over  fabric  half  so  fair. 

Banners,  yellow,  glorious,  golden. 

On  its  roof  did  float  and  flow; 
(This,  all  this,  was  in  the  olden 

Time,  long  ago.) 
And  every  gentle  air  that  dallied. 

In  that  sweet  day, 
Along  the  ramparts  plumed  and  pallid, 

A  winged  odour  went  away. 

Wanderers  in  that  happy  valley 

Through  two  luminous  windows  saw 
Spirits  moving  musically. 

To  a  lute's  well-tun^  law ; 
Round  about  a  throne,  where,  sitting 

(Porphyrogene !) 
In  state  his  glory  well-befitting, 

The  ruler  of  the  realm  was  seen. 

And  all  with  pearl  and  ruby  glowing 

Was  the  fair  palace-door, 
Through  which  came  flowing,  flowing,  flowing, 

And  sparkling  evermore, 
A  troop  of  echoes,  whose  sweet  duty 

Was  but  to  sing. 
In  voices  of  surpassing  beauty, 

The  wit  and  wisdom  of  their  king. 

But  evil  things,  in  robes  of  sorrow, 

AssailM  the  monarch's  high  estate ; 
(Ah  !  let  us  mourn,  for  never  morrow 

Shall  dawn  upon  him,  desolate !) 
And  round  about  his  home  the  glory 

That  blush'd  and  bloom'd, 
Is  but  a  dim-remember'd  story 

Of  the  old  time  entomb'd. 

And  travellers  now  within  that  valley, 

Through  the  red-litten  windows  see 
Vast  forms,  that  move  fantastically 

To  a  discordant  melody ; 
While.  like  a  rapid,  ghtotly  river, 

Through  the  pale  door, 
A  hideous  throng  rush  out  for  ever, 

And  laugh — but  smile  no  more. 


THE  SLEEPER. 

At  midnight,  in  the  month  of  June, 
I  stand  beneath  the  mystic  moon. 
An  opiate  vapour,  dewy,  dim. 
Exhales  from  out  her  golden  rim. 
And,  softly  dripping,  drop  by  drop, 
Upon  the  quiet  mountain-top, 
Steals  drowsily  and  musically 
Into  the  universal  valley. 
The  rosemary  nods  upon  the  grave ; 
The  lily  lolls  upon  the  wave ; 
Wrapping  the  mist  about  its  breast. 
The  ruin  moulders  into  rest ; 
Looking  like  Lethe,  see,  the  lake 
A  conscious  slumber  seems  to  take, 
And  would  not  for  the  world  awake. 
All  beauty  sleeps!— and,  lo!  where  liea, 
With  casement  open  to  the  skiea, 
Irene  and  her  destinies ! 

O,  lady  bright,  can  it  be  right. 

This  lattice  open  to  the  night  1 

The  bodiless  airs,  a  wizard  rout. 

Flit  through  thy  chamber,  in  and  out. 

And  wave  the  curtain-canopy 

So  fitfully,  so  fearfully. 

Above  the  closed  and  fringM  lid 

'Neath  which  thy  slumbering  soul  lies  hid. 

That  o'er  the  floor  and  down  the  wall, 

Like  ghosts,  the  shadows  rise  and  fiill. 

O,  lady  dear,  hast  thou  no  feart 

Why  and  what  art  thou  dreaming  here  1 

Sure  thou  art  come  o'er  far-off  seas, 

A  wonder  to  our  garden-trees ! 

Strange  is  thy  pallor — strange  thy  drese— 

Stranger  thy  glorious  length  of  tress, 

And  this  all-solemn  silentneas ! 

The  lady  sleeps.    O,  may  her  sleep. 
Which  is  enduring,  so  be  deep ! 
Sofl  may  the  worms  about  her  creep ! 
This  bed,  being  changed  for  one  more  holy, 
This  room  for  one  more  melancholy, 
I  pray  to  God  that  she  may  lie 
Forever  with  unclosed  eye ! 
My  love  she  sleeps.    O,  may  her  sleep, 
As  it  is  lasting,  so  be  deep ! 
Heaven  have  her  in  its  sacred  keep ! 
Far  in  the  forest,  dim  and  old, 
For  her  may  some  tall  tomb  unfold — 
Some  tomb  that  oft  hath  flung  its  black 
And  wing-like  pannels,  fluttering  back. 
Triumphant  o'er  the  crested  palls 
Of  her  grand  family  funerals,— 
Some  sepulchre,  remote,  alone. 
Against  whose  portal  she  hath  thrown. 
In  childhood,  many  an  idle  stone, — 
Some  vault  from  out  whose  sounding  doct 
She  ne'er  shall  force  an  echo  more. 
Nor  thrill  to  think,  poor  child  of  sin. 
It  was  the  dead  who  groen'd  within. 
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William  H.  Bubleior  wm  bom  in  the  town 
of  WoodHtock,  ill  Connecticut,  on  the  ■ccond  day 
of  Februurr,  1H12.  Ilirt  paternal  anceitoni  cunc 
to  thin  country  from  ^^'aleri ;  and  on  both  oidrs  he 
iii  doHccuilfd  from  tlic  «tern  old  Puritan  itock, 
iM'iiiiT  on  the  niother*ti  a  lineal  deiicendant  of  Go- 
vrrnor  UHinruai),  whone  name  appeara  conspicu- 
ou'ilv  iuid  honourablv  in  the  earlv  aimals  of  Ma«- 
8:tchurt<'tts.  An  interinnliiite  deMceiidant,  the  grand- 
fiitlier  uf  Mr.  lii-HLKiuii,  iier^-(*d  with  credit  untler 
Wash  I  Nr.Tii!«i ,  in  the  war  of  the  Ke%-olution.  i^uch 
ancestral  re(-4>IltTtionH  are  treoKured,  with  juttt 
priile.  in  many  an  liumhie  but  luippy  home  in 
New  Kiii;laii(l. 

In  ills  infitiiey.  Mr.  ]h'RLi:iiMrH  |)arent«  removed 
to  I'luinficltl,  in  IiIm  natixe  Htate.  whrre  bin  father 
wart  for  many  yeuri«  the  prini*i|»al  of  a  |iopular 
ar:ulemy.  until  the  lotw  of  iti;;ht  induced  him  to 
aliiintlon  \\'\*  chan^,  in'fore  bin  mm  hod  attained  an 
tkiio  to  deri\e  much  lienefit  from  bin  instructions, 
lie  n'tircd  ti>  a  farm,  and  tiie  Uiv'h  time  wan  main  I  v 
dr vott*il  to  itri  culture,  varied  by  the  cui^tomary  at- 
tendance in  a  district-M'hiM>|  tliniuf^h  the  winter- 
niontlirt,  until  be  wan  Hixti*en,  %%ben  be  pr«>)Mm«*d  to 
iM-comeun  appn'ntice  to  a  iicik;hlNiurint(cl4)thier,but 
ahanilimed  the  idea  after  two  weekfl'  trial,  from  nn 
inveterate  loatbinir  of  the  coarMMieiw  and  brutality 
of  tliose  aniiMiff  v«hom  be  waN  i«ct  to  labour.  Here, 
hnwevcr.  wbile  enLra^tt)  in  the  n'pulsive  careM  4 if 
bi^  enipliiyment,  he  coni}>tiH«*d  bit*  finft  Honnet, 
wliieb  \«a4  publirtiicd  in  a  Krixette  printed  in  the  vi- 
cinity. Iteturnini;  to  IiIm  fulliiT*i<  bi>UM>.  he  in  tbe 
fulliiwin^:    i»ummer    became  an  apprentice    to   a 


villatp'  printer,  whom  he  Irft  after  ricte  d*^ 

tedious  endurance,  leaving  in  hw  -«ljt-&'  a  :i 
well  couplet  to  hi*  marter.  which  m  |v*.-«    r 
memliered  unfiirsivinffiy  to  thu  day.     Hr  :.    : 
liMweVfr,  di'^ert   tli«  buMiu***,   of  wLkrh    '^   '. 
tbuH  obtainei!   M^me  tlieht  kiwiwMfr.  ^.'.   - 
tinueil   to  lulHjur  an  half-appmitirr.  j^mn^r^  ^ 
fulM-ditor,  etc.,  throuj^h    the    nril    9r^rt.    1-1 
durim;  which  he  a«Mirtef!  in  the  mndnrt  «  : 
ha|M  ari  many  |ierittdicala,  drriTinf  ihrv^f^  j 
fame  and  Intu  protiL     In  IVmnbrr,  1%M   w\ 
€iliti»r  of  "The  Literary  Journal.**  in  il»  rr« 
Schenectailv.  he  marriitl    an    ratimaMp  «  «» 
whii  ban  nince  ••di^idn!  hia  turrowa  and  i.^^ 
liH  joyi*.*'    In  July.  H36,  aliaiicloauif  tSkr  fr-.:'. 
buMnew  for  a  fejMin.  he  mniinmnrd  a  w^  ^"^ 
as  a  public  lecturer,  under  lh«*  au*|w«    c  1  -1 
lantbropic  «ociety.  and  in  hi«  new  rmy'm^  tw 
coMtinueil  fiir  two  \ can.    At  tht*  rlsMt^  ai  i.\a:  .*- 
be  OKsumeil  tbe  editorfhip  of  "The  Chr.ac.Li  V 
lirMi,"  at  Pittj»1>urf;.  Penni»yl«anxa.  whirh  1- 
two  yearn  anil  a  half.  «bfn  hr  rr^i^nevj  (t.  *.    j. 
cbarire  of  "Tbe  Wa^hinslon  Banner."  a  rw^ 
publii«hed  at  .Mlei^hrny.  on  the  op|tnMte  «^    - 
Ohio,     lletwivn  thin  duty,  and  the  aCuii  .i  z 
law.  bin  time  in  now  di\ide«l. 

Hiji  coiitributiiui*  to  the  |>eri«iiiiral 
the  country  comnH'iuvd  at  an  early 
IrtH-n  continmtl  at  iiitervali  to  ihe  pnti..;  iv 
"The  Nrw  Yorker"  wm  for  yean  hia  frvxrs 
nifilium  of  communication  with   the  pv^or. 
ciillii'tiiin  of  bin  {menu  appeaivd  in  Phdi^^ej 
eariv  in  1840. 


ELEr.lAC  STANZAS. 

She  bath  crone  in  tbe  nprine-time  of  life, 

Kn*  her  Kky  bad  iie4*n  dimm*d  by  a  cloud, 
Wbile  tier  heart  with  tbe  rapture  of  love  wan  yet  rife. 

And  tbe  ho|M'«  4>f  her  voutli  wen'  uiilMw'd— 
Krtun  t!ie  lovely,  who  \i\\\i\  lier  li>o  well ; 

rri>m  tbe  heart  that  bad  ^ roM  n  to  her  own  ; 
Kr<MntbeHi>rrow  wiiicb  late  o'er  iiiTyouni;  f*piritfell, 

liiki-  a  dreant  of  the  ni  jbt  -lie  b.itb  flown ; 
Aiitl  tiie  earth  bath  n'ceiveil  ti»  it-  ihiMim  ita  trust— ' 
A-lii-<«  tt>  a^liei.  and  dunt  unto  ilu'*l. 

Tbe  oprinir,  in  it**  lovclineiw  dn-'^nM. 

Will  return  witb  itH  muHie-wimsM  hour*. 
Anil.  ki-nM  by  tbe  breatii  of  tin-  nweel  Houth-west, 

Tbe  ouiU  kIuII  burnt  out  in  fl.iwem ; 
And  tb4'  tlowers  her  (rrave-mNl  aUive. 

Tlinuib  tbi*  »»lee|H»r  beneath  reck*  it  not, 
Sh  ,11  thirkly  W  <troi%n  by  the  band  of  L«»ve, 

Ti>  e-i^rr  witli  U-anty  tlm  4|i.»|— 
M"  it  i"ii''li"!i'*  ;ire  ihi'v  of  the  pure  one  jind  bris;ht, 
Wli'i  fk'i'd  and  fell  witb  fii>  earlv  a  MubL. 


aieri  ihaD  qmi 


Ay.  the  uprimr  will  letnm— bat  th» 

That  bloom'd  in  our  pmmec  th» 
Dy  tbe  N[ioder  i«  borne  from  the  r 

The  lovrlJe#t  of  all  and  the  flccta 
The  muKic  of  Mream  and  of  Urd 

Shall  come  back  when  the  winter 
But  the  voice  tlut  was  dranrai  to  oa 

In  our  demilate  cbamKeni  no  bmcv  ! 
The  nunliisbt  of  May  on  the 
The  lit(ht  uf  her  eye  hath  deparmi 

Ak  the  bird  to  it*  «helterinc  neat. 

When  tbe  ntorm  on  the  hills  is 
Si>  her  npirit  h.ith  flitwn  from  this  irorid 

To  n'|i«Mr  on  the  hoaom  of  Gaa ! 
Where  tbe  sorrows  of  earth 

May  flintr  o*er  its  brith 
When*,  in  rapture  and  love,  it 

With  a  cLuinesa  unmincM  «iih  pam 
And  lU  thimt  shall  be  slaked  by  tha 

sprins. 
Like  a  river  of  liisht,  froa  tha 


oer: 

be 


iflheKj** 


WILLIAM  H.  BURLEIGH. 


427 


There  is  weeping  on  earth  for  the  lott ! 

There  is  bowing  in  grief  to  the  ground ! 
But  rejoicing  and  praiite  mid  the  sanctified  host, 

For  a  spirit  in  Paradise  found  ! 
Though  brightness  hath  pass'd  from  the  earth, 

Yfet  a  star  is  new-bom  in  the  sky, 
And  a  soul  hath  gone  home  to  the  land  of  its  birth. 

Where  are  pleasures  and  fulness  of  joy ! 
And  a  new  harp  is  strung,  and  a  new  song  is  given 
To  the  breezes  that  float  o'er  the  gardens  of  heaven ! 


"LET  THERE  BE  LIGHT." 


Night,  stern,  eternal,  and  alone, 

Girded  with  solemn  silence  round, 
Majestic  on  his  starless  throne, 

Sat  brooding  oVr  the  vast  profound— 
And  there  unbroken  darkness  lay, 

Deeper  than  that  which  veils  the  tomb. 
While  circling  ages  wheelM  away 

Unnoted  mid  the  voiceless  gloom. 

Then  moved  upon  the  waveless  deep 

The  quickening  Spirit  of  the  Loan, 
And  broken  was  its  pulseless  sleep 

Before  the  Everlasting  Word ! 
<<  Let  there  be  light  !*'  and  listening  earth, 

With  tree,  and  plant,  and  flowery  sod, 
<*  In  the  beginning*'  sprang  to  birth, 

Obedient  to  the  voice  of  God. 

Then,  in  his  burning  track,  the  sun 

Trod  onward  to  his  joyous  noon, 
And  in  the  heavens,  one  by  one, 

Clustered  the  stars  around  the  moon- 
In  glory  bathed,  the  radiant  day 

Wore  like  a  king  his  crown  of  light — 
And,  girdled  by  the  "  Milky  Way," 

How  qu^nly  look'd  the  star-gemm'd  night ! 

Bursting  from  choirs  celestial,  rang 

Triumphantly  the  notes  of  song ; 
The  morning-stars  together  sang 

In  concert  with  the  heavenly  throng ; 
And  earth,  enraptured,  caught  the  strain 

That  thrillM  along  her  fields  of  air. 
Till  every  mountain-top  and  plain 

Flung  back  an  answering  echo  there ! 

Creator !  let  thy  Spirit  shine 

The  darkness  of  our  souls  within, 
And  lead  us  by  thy  grace  divine 

From  the  forbidden  paths  of  sin ; 
And  may  that  voice  which  bade  the  earth 

From  Chaos  and  the  realms  of  Night, 
From  doubt  and  darkness  call  us  forth 

To  God's  own  liberty  and  light ! 

Thus,  made  partakers  of  Tht  love, 

The  baptism  of  the  Spirit  ours. 
Our  grateful  hearts  shall  rise  above, 

Renew'd  in  purposes  and  powers ; 
And  songs  of  joy  again  shall  ring 

Triumphant  through  the  arch  of  heaven— 
The  glorious  songs  which  angels  sing, 

Exulting  over  souls  forgiven! 


JUNE. 

Juiri,  with  iti  Toaea — June ! 
The  gladdest  month  of  oar  capricious  year, 
With  its  thick  foliage  and  its  sunlight  clear; 

And  with  the  drowsy  tune 
Of  the  bright  leaping  waters,  as  they  pass 
Laughingly  on  amid  the  springing  grass ! 

Earth,  at  her  joyous  coming, 
Smiles  as  she  puts  her  gayest  mantle  on ; 
And  Nature  greets  her  with  a  benison ; 

While  myriad  voices,  humming 
Their  welcome  song,  breathe  dreamy  music  round, 
Till  seems  the  air  an  element  of  sound. 

The  overardiing  sky 
Weareth  a  softer  tint,  a  lovelier  blue, 
As  if  the  light  of  heaven  were  melting  through 

Its  sapphire  home  on  high; 
Hiding  the  sunshine  in  their  vapoury  breast. 
The  clouds  float  on  like  spirits  to  their  rest 

A  deeper  melody, 
Pour'd  by  the  birds,  as  o*er  their  callow  young 
Watchful  they  hover,  to  the  breeze  is  flung— 

Gladsome,  yet  not  of  glee — 
Music  heart-born,  like  that  which  mothers  sing 
Above  their  cradled  infants  slumbering. 

On  the  warm  hill-side,  where 
The  sunlight  lingers  latest,  through  the  grass 
Peepeth  the  luscious  strawberr}f !     As  they  pass, 

Toung  children  gambol  there, 
Crushing  the  gathered  fruit  in  playful  mood, 
And-  staining  their  bright  faces  with  its  blood. 

A  deeper  blush  is  given 
To  the  half-ripen'd  cherry,  as  the  sun 
Day  after  day  pours  warmth  the  trees  upon. 

Till  the  rich  pulp  is  riven ; 
The  truant  schoolboy  looks  with  longing  eyes, 
And  perils  limb  and  neck  to  win  the  prize. 

The  farmer,  in  his  field, 
Draws  the  rich  mould  around  the  tender  maize ; 
While  Hope,  bright-pinionM,  points  to  coming  days, 

When  all  his  toil  shall  yield 
An  ample  harvest,  and  around  hb  hearth 
There  shall  be  laughing  eyes  and  tones  of  mirth. 

Poised  on  his  rainbow-wing. 
The  butterfly,  whose  life  is  but  an  hour. 
Hovers  coquettishkjr  firom  flower  to  flower, 

A  gay  and  happy  thing ; 
Bom  for  the  sunshine  and  the  summer-day. 
Soon  passing,  like  the  beautiful,  away ! 

These  are  thy  pictures,  June !  [ers! 

Brightest  of  summer-months — thpu  month  of  flow- 
First-born  of  beauty,  whose  swifi-footed  hour* 

Dance  to  the  merry  tune 
Of  birds,  and  waters,  and  the  pleasant  shout 
Of  childhood  on  the  sunny  hills  peal'd  out 

I  feel  it  were  not  wrong 
To  deem  thou  art  a  type  of  heaven's  clime. 
Only  that  there  the  clouds  and  storms  of  time 

Sweep  not  the  sky  along ; 
The  flowers — air — beauty — music^all  are  thine, 
But  brighter — purer^lovelier^-more  divine ! 
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SPRING. 

Tbb  iweet  louUi  wind,  m>  long 
Sleeping  in  other  climet,  on  sunny  mm, 
Or  dallying  gayly  with  the  ormnge-CrcM 

In  the  bright  land  of  aong. 
Wakes  unto  us,  and  laughingly  sweeps  bj, 
Like  a  glad  spirit  of  the  sunlit  sky. 

The  labourer  at  his  toil 
Feels  on  his  check  itR  dewy  kiss,  and  lifts  I 

His  open  brow  to  catch  iU  fragrant  gift*-*-  . 

The  aromatic  spoil 
Bortie  from  tlic  bltMnoining  n^nlens  of  the  aoath— ■  ' 
While  its  faint  sweetncM  lingera  round  his  mouth. 

The  bursting  buds  look  up 
To  greet  the  sunlis^lit,  while  it  lingers  yet 
On  the  warm  hill-side, — and  the  violet 

Opens  its  azure  cup 
Meokly,  and  countless  wild  6owers  wake  to  fling 
Their  earliest  inrenitc  on  the  gales  of  spring. 

The  reptile  that  hath  Iain 
Torpid  so  long  within  his  wintry  tomb, 
Pierces  the  mould,  ascending  from  its  gloom 

Up  to  the  light  again — 
And  the  lithe  snake  crawls  forth  from  caTerns  chillt 
To  Irtuk  as  erst  ui>un  the  sunny  hill. 

Continual  songs  arise 
From  universal  nature — birds  and  streams 
Mingle  their  voices,  and  the  glad  earth  seems 

A  second  Paradise ! 
Thrirc  blessed  Spring! — thou  bearcat  gifts  divine! 
Sunrihine,  and  song,  and  fragrance — all  are  thine. 

Xor  unto  earth  alone — 
Thou  hast  a  blessing  for  the  human  heart, 
Udhn  for  its  woun«Is  and  healing  for  its  smart, 

Telling  of  Winter  flown. 
And  bringing  hope  upon  thy  rainltow  wing, 
Type  of  eternal  life — thrice-blessed  Spring ! 


REQUIEM. 

Thf.  strife  is  oVr— Death's  seal  is  set 

On  a4hy  lip  and  marble  brow; 
•Ti*  o'or.  thoiish  f:iintly  lingers  yet 

I'lM>n  the  cheek  a  life-like  glow : 
The  feeble  pul<«e  hath  throliti'd  its  last. 

The  aching  head  is  Isid  at  resU^ 
Another  from  our  ranks  bath  pass'd. 

The  dearest  and  the  loveliest ! 

Vtvi^  down  the  eyelid^^fur  the  light, 

Erewhile  im  nuliant  undrrneath. 
Is  gone  forever  from  our  sijbt. 

And  darkenM  by  the  s|Niiler.  Death: 
Pri-ii  down  the  evelid*— who  can  bear 

To  look  Ivneath  their  frinijed  fold  ! 
And  oot'tly  part  the  silken  hair 

y\Mn  the  brow  so  deathly  cold. 

The  wf  rife  is  o'er !     The  biveil  of  years. 
To  whom  oiir  yearning  hearts  had  grown, 

H:ith  left  u<«.  wirh  life*<  :«:ithering  fears 
To  struggle  darkly  ami  alone; 


Gone,  with  the  wealth  of  lovt  vlivh  d««^ 
Heaft-kept  with  holy  thooghta 

Gone,  as  the  etonda  of  ewning 
Beyond  the  dark  and 


ifM 


Yet  mourn  her 

Befits  not  this,  her  Iri 
Let  Sorrow's  u^n  no  Iodkct  flow. 

For  life  eternal  is  h«r  dowrr ! 
Freed  from  the  earlh*s  rorrupc 

The  trials  of  a  world  like  thia, 
Joy  \  for  her  dii^'mlsidied  aoul 

Drinks  at  the  fount  of  pcriart 


STANZA.«. 

WBITTEX  03r   TlflTIXa   MT    mfWT9'rLk'. 


Wi  are  acatter'd — we  are 

Though  a  jolly  hand  w 
Some  sleep  beneath  the 

And  some  are  n*er  the  an ; 
And  Time  hath  wrought  his  rl 

On  the  few  who  yrt  remain 
The  joyous  h^nd  that  once  wc  « 

We  cannot  he  again  ! 


We  are  scatterM— we  axv  aetftar'd!— 

I.'pon  the  village>-gre<en. 
Where  wc  play'd  in  lioyish  ircUamaai 

How  iew  of  us  are  aiwa  * 
And  the  hearts  that  Iwai  so  Ughltr 

In  the  joyon«ne«s  of  youlh^ 
Some  are  crumbled  in  the  aepalrilia. 

And  some  have  lost  their  mdL 

The  lieautiful— the  Iw^ntiful 

Are  fjflnl  fmra  our  track ! 
We  niiw  them  and  we  moura 

But  we  eannoi  lure  IheM 
For  un  iron  sltvp  hath  bound 

In  its  p.-iMiionlr^s  rm\ 
We  may  «i«v[»— but  canntH  win  l^rm 

From  their  drearv 


How  mourn  fully — h 

The  memory  dnch 
Of  the  thousaml  scene*  of 

Aroun«l  our  childhood'a 
A  salutary  satlnesa 

Im  brooding  o*er  the 
As  it  dwells  u|ion 

From  which  it  niil 


In  memorr — in  nieninrT<^ 

How  fomlly  do  we 
I'pon  the  magic  loveUi 

Of  chiMhood's 
The  sfHirklinj  eye     the  thril&ag 

The  smile  upon  ita  Kpa : 
They  all  have  gone  f — but  Ml  a  ^|te 

Which  time  cannoC 

The  happiness— the 

t)f  boyhood 
Then  eomes  the 
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We  will  not,  or  we  cannot  fling 
Its  sadness  from  our  breast, 

We  cling  to  it  instinctively, 
We  pant  for  its  unrest ! 

We  are  scattered — we  are  scattered  I 

Yet  may  we  meet  again 
In  a  brighter  and  a  purer  sphere, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  pain  ! 
Where  the  shadows  of  this  lower  world 

Can  never  cloud  the  eye — 
When  the  mortal  hath  put  brightly  on 

Its  immortality ! 


TO  H.  A.  B. 


Deem  not,  beloved,  that  the  glow 

Of  love  with  youth  will  know  decay ; 
For,  though  the  wing  of  Time  may  throw 

A  shadow  o'er  our  way ; 
The  sunshine  of  a  cloudless  faith, 

The  calmness  of  a  holy  trust. 
Shall  linger  in  our  hearts  till  death 

Consigns  our  "dust  to  dust!" 

The  fervid  passions  of  our  youth — 
The  fervour  of  affection's  kiss — 

Love,  born  of  purity  and  truth- 
All  memories  of  bliss — 

These  still  are  ours,  while  looking  back 
Upon  the  past  with  dewy  eyes ; 

0,  dearest !  on  life's  vanish 'd  track 
How  much  of  sunshine  lies ! 

Men  call  us  poor — it  may  be  true 

Amid  the  gay  and  glittering  crowd ; 
We  feel  it,  though  our  wants  arc  few. 

Yet  envy  not  the  proud. 
The  freshness  of  love's  early  flowers, 

Heart^shelter'd  through  long  years  of  want. 
Pure  hopes  and  quiet  joys  are  ours, 

That  wealth  could  never  grant. 

Something  of  beauty  from  thy  brow. 

Something  of  lightness  from  thy  tread, 
Hath  pass'd — yet  thou  art  dearer  now 

Than  when  our  vows  were  said : 
A  sofler  beauty  round  thee  gleams, 

Chasten'd  by  time,  yet  calmly  bright; 
And  from  thine  eye  of  hazel  beams 

A  deeper,  tenderer  light : 

An  emblem  of  the  love  which  lives 

Through  every  change,  as  time  departs ; 
Which  binds  our  souls  in  one,  and  givei 

Xew  gladness  to  our  hearts ! 
Flinping  a  halo  over  life 

Like  that  which  gilds  the  life  beyond ! 
Ah  !  well  I  know  thy  thoughts,  dear  wife! 

To  thoughts  like  these  respond. 

The  mother,  with  her  dewy  eye, 
Is  dearer  than  the  blushing  bride 

Who  stood,  three  happy  years  gone  by, 
In  beauty  by  my  side ! 

Our  Father,  throned  in  light  above. 
Hath  bless'd  us  with  a  fairy  child — 


A  bright  link  in  the  chain  of  love— 
The  pure  and  undefiled : 

Rich  ia  the  heart's  best  tieaaiire,  ttill 

With  a  calm  trust  we'U  journey  on, 
Link'd  heart  with  heart,  dear  wife !  untU 

Life's  pilgrimage  be  done ! 
Youth— beauty — passion — these  will  pass 

Like  every  thing  of  earth  away — 
The  breath-stains  on  the  polish'd  g^aas 

I^ess  transient  are  than  they. 

• 

But  love  dies  not — the  child  of  God— 

The  soother  of  life's  many  woe»— 
She  scatters  fragrance  round  the  sod 

Where  buried  hopes  repose ! 
She  leads  us  with  her  radiant  hand 

Earth's  pleasant  streams  and  pasture  by, 
Still  pointing  to  a  better  land 

Of  blisB  beyond  the  sky  I 


TO 


Hops,  strewing  with  a  liberal  hand 

Thy  pathway  with  her  choicest  flowcn*, 
Making  the  earth  an  Eden-land, 

And  gilding  time's  departing  hours ; 
Lifting  the  clouds  from  life's  blue  sky. 

And  pointing  to  that  sphere  divine 
Where  joy's  inunortal  blossoms  lie 

In  the  rich  light  of  heaven*- be  thine ! 

Love,  with  its  voice  of  silvery  tone. 

Whose  music  melts  upon  the  heart 
Like  whispers  from  the  work!  unknown, 

When  shadows  from  the  soul  depart — 
Love,  with  its  sunlight  melting  through 

The  mists  that  over  earth  are  driven. 
And  giving  earth  itself  the  hue 

And  brightness  of  the  upper-heayen— 

Peace,  hymning  with  her  seraph-tones 

Amid  the  stillness  of  thy  soul. 
Till  every  human  passion  owns 

Her  mighty  but  her  mild  controir— 
Devotion,  with  her  lifted  eye. 

All  radiant  with  the  tears  of  bliss, 
Looking  beyond  the  bending  sky 

To  worlcb  more  glorious  than  this 

Duty,  untiring  in  her  toil 

Earth's  parch'd  and  sterile  wastes  among^— 
Zeal,  delving  in  the  rocky  soil, 

With  words  of  cheer  upon  her  tongue- 
Faith,  with  a  strong  and  daring  hand 

Rending  aside  the  veil  of  heaven. 
And  claiming  as  her  own  the  land 

Whose  glories  to  her  view  are  given— 

These,  with  the  many  lights  that  shine 

Brightly  life's  pilgrim-path  upon,-— 
These,  with  the  bliss  they  bring,  be  thine. 

Till  purer  bliss  in  heaven  be  won ; 
Till,  gather'd  with  the  loved  of  time. 

Whose  feet  the  "narrow  way"  have  trod, 
Thy  soul  shall  drink  of  joys  sublime, 

And  linger  in  the  smile  of  GK>d  ! 
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SONG. 


Bblieti  not  the  ilAnder,  my  dnmt  Katbi!vi  ! 

For  the  ice  of  the  worlil  hath  not  frasen  mv  heart; 
In  my  innerinoMt  Mpirit  there  Mtill  U  ■  ahrine 

When*  thiiu  iirt  rcniennlter'tl.  all  pure  an  thou  art: 
The  dark  tide  of  yearn,  nn  it  beara  ui  along, 

Though  it  ■we<'|»  away  hope  in  itJi  turbulent  flow, 
rminntilmwn  the  low  voice  of  Love**  eloquent  ponj^, 

Nor  chill  with  itri  watera  my  faith*i  early  glow. 

True,  the  world  liath  ita  snares,  and  the  soul  may 
grow  faint 

In  itM  Htrifcit  with  the  follies  and  falsehoods  of 
enrth ; 
And  amiilst  ihe  dark  whirl  of  corruption,  a  taint 

MHy  iMUHon  the  though tM  that  are  purest  at  birth. 
TcinptiitionM  mid  trialu,  without  and  within. 

From  the  pathwny  of  virtue  the  npirit  may  lure; 
Hut  the  •loul  •iiiiill  zTow  Mtroiig  in  itM  triumphH  oVr  sin. 

And  the  heart  nIiuII  preiierve  its  integrity  pure. 

The  finger  of  Love,  on  my  innermost  heart. 

Wrote  thy  minie,  O  adored !  when  my  feelings 
were  young ; 
And  the  reconl  Hiiall  'hide  till  my  soul  shall  depart. 

And  the  dark ness  of  death  oVr  my  being  lie  flung. 
Then  U'lieve  not  the  slander  that  says  I  forget. 

In  the  whirl  of  excitement,  the  love  that  wss  thine ; 
Thoti  wert  dear  in  my  boyhoinl.  art  dear  to  me  yet: 

For  my  sunlight  of  life  is  the  smile  of  Katkixk  ! 


THE  BROOK. 

«*1.iRR  thee,  O  stream !  to  glide  in  solitude 
Noim'IommIv  on,  reflecting  sun  or  star, 
I'lixivn  by  man.  and  fnnii  the  great  world's  jar 

Ki*|»l  cvrrnion*  sliHif:  niethinkii  'twi*n«  ijockI 

To  iivr  thux  lonely  through  the  silent  la|>!ic 
Oi' my  ap|M)iuleii  time."     Not  wi^^ly  !<aid, 
rntliinkini;  Ijuietitt  ?     The  lin>iik  hith  uped 

I  If.  courts*'  tor  :i;r«**  through  the  n:irr«iw  i*aps 
t)t'  ril'ird  hillft  and  oVr  the  reivly  pl.iin, 
()r  Miid  the  eternal  fon'ttt.  not  in  \ain: 

The  isriiih  mon*  gr«vn1v  cmweth  on  ilM  lirink. 
And  loxi'lier  fltiwern  and  rirher  fruitu  are  there. 

And  of  itM  crvst:d  w.iten*  nivriiuU  ilrink. 
Tliut  cIm*  would  faint  iH'urath  the  torrid  air. 


TlIF  TIMK:^. 

In  mtio^  now  ii  crime.     The  old  earth  rreN 

liirltti.iTe  \«itli  ijnilt ;  and  X'ice.  frown  Ni|d. 

1  ..iu-:!i4  liHiiVi'nre  ti>  m'lun.     'I'Ih*  lhir»t  fiir  eiAA 
ll.illi  Mi.i.le  men  demoii«.  till  t!ie  lieirt  that  feeU 
Til'-  iiii|MilHe  ol' iinp.irtirtl  1o\e,  nor  kni*i-l4 

111  u  •i-.hip  toul  to  Maiiiinon.  i«  I'ltiiti'innM. 

He  ufio  lialh  kept  hii  piiriT  faith,  anil  -temnrd 
t*i»'ii|>tii«n*<i  tide,  anil  from  the  ruirun  hei-N 


Of  impious  tramplm 
It  call'd  Cuiatir.  and 
Maliciouidv  assad'd. 

m 

Arc  unrrffarilrd ;  the 
Revered  as  law ;  attd  be 
Departs  from  evil. 


ith 
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SOLITIDE. 


Trk  ceaseless  hum  of  men.  the  diwrv  smwtv 
Crowded  with  multitudinous  lifir  ^  ibc  c^ 
Of  toil  ail'!  trjffii*.  and  ihr  wo  aaJ  ■•&. 

The  dwi'.ler  iii  the  j->pu|.>u«  cil\  merl*  . 

ThcM-  li:i\e  I  it-ti  to  Mi-k  the  cool  ntUrau 
Of  the  uiitr-ii:*  n  f'>rr<>l,  whrrv.  m  Uwrri 
Buildetl  l>\  Ndturv'-  hand.  Uklmtd  with  f4.«fn 

And  Pkiif'il  with  ivv.  iiri  tht-  hmmav  staU 
Reelinini;.  I  can  while  away  the  boc^ 

In  isweetent  ron\cr«r  with  oki  l«i(A«w  of  r-"*' 

My  thoushl4  to  Cion;  or  f^ncirs  fug.t:*e 
Iniliil;;e.  while  o«rr  nie  thrir  radiar.i  •h»-«'n 

Of  nrcht  Mii-iiom*  Ihe  old  trri-s  alLikr  di.w£. 

A  nd  thanks  to  II  i  ^  aiv  meditaUoas  ox'w  i ' 


RAIN. 


DisiiiwQ  in  liig  drop*  nn  the  nai 
.And  ninkiii:;  mournful  muftic  tor  the 
While  pla\4  hiM  interluile  thr  «i; 

I  hear  the  riii-^jin?  of  the  frrqumt 

Hiiw  doth  ii<4  ilreamy  tonr  the  wpun  UL 

Briii:;inir  a  swet't  foriEetfulnr*»  of 

While  hutiy  thought  calU  up  the 

.\nil  lintserM  mid  the  purr  and  beaotifal 

Vi-ion4  of  early  chililhitiiij !     I^nny 
Meet  u<  with  ItMik^  **(  love.  aaJ  u 
Of  the  faint  wind  we  hc^r  familiar 

And  tn'ail  aLMin  in  old  familiar  plarsi 

Siii-h  in  thy  fM^wer.  O  Rain !  the  hemffi  to  S 

Wiling  the  soul  away  fr^im  its  o 


TIIK  riLCRIM  FATHERS. 


BitLP  men  were  ihev.  snd  true,  thai  f«!gna-''w.* 

Wlin  pIiiii;:liM  ULlh  vfulurvKM  prow  Ihe  *■  ^ 

^^e«■kinl;  a  home  fir  liur.tn!  l«il«ftT  « 

Aniiil  the  ancient  forr«ti»  of  a  land 
Wild,  cliiomy.  «a«t.  masriiflnrntly  gnaJ* 

FrIeiiiU,  eounlr\.  haljow'd  home*  ihrv  W^l- 
Pijjfirii*  f.»r  <'iisT«r'*  make,  in  a 

Ih-M'l  hy  jienl.  worn  with  tnil.  yrtfrrt' 
Tiri-li-««  III  fedl.  deviition.  lahnur, 

<'iiii«iaiit  in  f.iith  :  in  justi< 

Th<Mi;:li  fiNtUderiilr  antl 
Pnii^'  to  tht-ir  names!    If  call'd  hkr 
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LOUIS  LEGRAND  NOBLE. 


(BofB,  nvL] 


The  Reverend  Louis  LEeRA?rD  Nobli  was 
bom  in  the  valley  of  the  Butternut  Creek,  in  Otsego 
county,  in  New  York.  While  he  was  a  youth  his 
father  removed  to  the  banks  of  the  Wacamatqoiock, 
now  called  the  Huron,  a  small  river  in  Michigan,  and 
there,  among  scenes  of  remarkable  wildness  and 
beauty,  he  passed  most  of  his  time  until  the  com- 
mencement of  his  college-life.  In  a  letter  to  me, 
he  says :  **  I  was  ever  under  a  strong  impulse  to 
imbody  in  language  my  thoughts,  feelings,  fancies, 
as  they  sprung  up  in  the  presence  of  the  rude  but 


beautiful  things  around  me :  the  prairies  on  fire, 
the  sparkling  lakes,  the  park-like  forests,  Indians 
on  the  hunt,  guiding  their  frail  canoes  amid  the 
rapids,  or  standing  at  night  in  the  red  light  of  their 
festival  fires.     I  breathed  the  air  of  poetry." 

Mr.  Noble  was  admitted  to  orders  in  the  Pro- 
testant Episcopal  Church,  in  1840.  His  principal 
poetical  work  is  "  Ne-mah-min,'*  an  Indian  story, 
in  three  cantos,  in  which  he  has  made  good  use 
of  his  experience  of  forest  life.  I  believe  he  now 
resides  in  the  state  of  New  York. 


^^i^^«^^^^^«^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


THE  CRIPPLE-BOY. 


Upon  an  Indian  rush-mat,  spread 
Where  burr-oak  boughs  a  coolness  shed, 
Alone  he  sat,  a  cripple-child. 
With  eyes  so  large,  so  dark  and  wild. 
And  fingers,  thin  and  pale  to  see, 
Locked  upon  his  trembling  knee. 
A-gathering  nuts  so  blithe  and  gay^ 
The  children  early  tripped  away ; 
And  he  his  mother  had  besought 
Under  the  oak  to  have  him  brought  ;— 
It  was  ever  his  seat  when  blackbirds  sung 
The  wavy,  rustling  tops  among ; — 
They  calmed  his  pain,— they  cheerM  his  loneliness— 
The  gales, — the  music  of  the  wilderness. 

II. 
Upon  a  prairie  wide  and  wild 
Look'd  off  that  suffering  cripple-child : 
The  hour  was  breezy,  the  hour  was  bright  ;— 
O,  't  was  a  lively,  a  lovely  sight ! 
An  eagle  sailing  to  and  fro 
Around  a  flitting  cloud  so  white — 
Across  the  billowy  grass  below 
Darting  swifl  their  shadows'  light  :— 
And  mingled  noises  sweet  and  clear, 
Noises  out  of  the  ringing  wood, 
Were  pleasing  trouble  in  his  ear, 
A  shock  how  pleasant  to  his  blood : 
O,  happy  world  ! — Beauty  and  Blessing  slept 
On  everything  but  him — he  felt,  and  wept. 

III. 
Humming  a  lightsome  tune  of  yore, 
Beside  the  open  log-house  door. 
Tears  upon  his  sickly  cheek 
Saw  his  mother,  and  so  did  speak ;— - 
«  What  makes  his  mother's  Hbnbt  weepi 
You  and  I  the  cottage  keep ; 
They  hunt  the  nuts  and  clusters  blue, 
Weary  lads  for  me  and  you ; 


And  yonder  see  the  quiet  sheep ; — 

Why,  now — I  wonder  why  you  weep !" — 

«  Mother,  I  wish  that  I  could  be 

A  sailor  on  the  breezy  sea !" 
«  A  sailor  on  the  stormy  sea,  my  son ! — 
What  ails  the  boy! — what  have  the  breezes  done!" 

IV. 

ti  I  do ! — I  wish  that  I  could  be 

A  sailor  on  the  rolling  sea : 

In  the  shadow  of  the  sails 

I  would  ride  and  rock  all  day. 

Going  whither  blow  the  gales, 

As  I  have  heard  a  seaman  say : 

I  would,  I  guess,  come  back  again 

For  my  mother  now  and  then ; 

And  the  curling  fire  so  bright, 

When  the  prairie  bums  at  night ; 

And  tell  the  wonders  I  had  seen 

Away  upon  the  ocean  green ;"  — 
"  Hush !  hush !  talk  not  about  the  ocean  so ; 
Better  at  home  a  hunter  hale  to  go." 

T. 

Between  a  tear  and  sigh  he  smiled ; 

And  thus  spake  on  the  cripple-child : — 

« I  would  I  were  a  hunter  hale. 

Nimbler  than  the  nimble  doe. 

Bounding  lightly  down  the  dale. 

But  that  will  never  be,  I  know! 

Behind  the  house  the  woodlands  lie ; 

A  prairie  wide  and  green  before ; 

And  I  have  seen  them  with  my  eye 

A  thousand  times  or  more ; 

Yet  in  the  woods  I  never  stray 'd, 

Or  on  the  prairie-border  play'd ; — 
O,  mother  dear,  that  I  could  only  be 
A  sailor-boy  upon  the  rocking  sea !" 

TI. 

You  would  have  turned  with  a  tear, 

A  tear  upon  your  cheek ; 

She  wept  aloud,  the  woman  dear. 

And  further  could  not  speak : 
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HENRY   THEODORE   TUCKERMAN. 

[Born,  1813.] 


The  TucKSRXAir  family  is  of  German  origin, 
and  the  name  is  still  common  in  the  States  of  Ger- 
many, where,  however,  it  is  spelled  with  a  double  w. 
In  a  history  of  the  country  of  Braunselweig  and 
Luneberg,  by  William  HANBMAirTr,  published 
in  Luneberg  in  1827,  allusion  is  made  to  one  of 
the  kindred  of  the  Tuckermans  in  America,  Pe- 
ter TrcKERMAir,  who  is  mentioned  as  the  last 
abbot  of  the  monastery  of  Riddagshausen.  He 
was  chosen  by  the  chapter  in  1621,  and  at  the 
same  time  held  the  appointment  of  superintendent 
or  court  preacher  at  Wolfenbuttill.  By  the  moth- 
er's side,  Mr.  Tuckerman  is  of  Irish  descent 
The  name  of  his  mother's  family  is  Keatino.  In 
Macaulat's  recent  history  he  thus  speaks  of  one 
of  her  ancestors,  as  opposing  a  military  deputy 
of  James  II.,  in  his  persecution  of  the  Protestant 
English  in  Ireland,  in  1686:  <<  On  all  questions 
which  arose  in  the  privy  council,  Ttuconxkl 
showed  similar  violence  and  partiality.  Joux 
Kkatito,  chief-justice  of  the  common  pleas,  a 
man  distinguished  for  ability,  integrity,  and  loyal- 
ty, represented  with  great  mildness  that  perfect 
equality  was  all  that  the  general  could  reasonably 
ask  for  his  own  church."  Mr.  Tcckerjwaic  is  a 
nephew  of  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Joseph  Tucxermaw, 
a  memoir  of  whom  has  recently  appeared  in  Eng- 
land, and  who  is  generally  known  and  honoured 
as  the  originator  of  the  "  Ministry  at  Large,"  an 
institution  of  Christian  benevolence  and  eminent 
utility.  His  mother  was  also  related  to  and  partly 
educated  with  another  distinguished  Unitarian  cler- 
gyman, Joseph  Stevens  Buckminster,  whose 
memory  is  yet  cherished  in  Boston  by  all  lovers 
of  genius  and  character. 

Mr.  Tuckermax  was  bom  in  Boston,  on  the 
twentieth  of  April,  1813.  After  preparing  for  col- 
lege, the  state  of  his  health  rendered  it  necessary 
for  him  to  relinquish  his  studies  and  seek  a  milder 
climate.  In  September,  1833,  he  sailed  from  New 
York  for  Havre,  and  after  a  brief  sojourn  in  Paris, 
proceeded  to  Italy,  where  he  remained  until  ihe 
ensuing  summer.  In  the  spring  after  his  return 
he  gave  the  results  of  his  observation  to  the  pub- 
lic, in  a  volume  entitled  "The  Italian  Sketch- 
Book,"  of  which  a  third  and  considerably  augment- 
ed edition  appeared  in  New  York  in  1849.  Mr. 
Tccrerman  resumed  and  for  a  time  prosecuted 
his  academical  studies,  but  again  experiencing  the 
injurious  eftects  of  a  sedentary  life  and  continued 
mental  application,  he  embarked  in  October,  1837, 
for  the  Mediterranean ;  visited  Gibraltar  and  Malta, 
made  the  tour  of  Sicily,  and  after  a  winter's  resi- 
dence in  Palermo,  crossed  over  to  the  continent 

The  winter  of  1838  he  passed  chiefly  in  Florence, 
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and  returned  to  the  United  States  in  the  course  of 
the  ensuing  summer.  In  1839  he  published  <*  Isa- 
bel, or  Sicily,  a  Pilgrimage,"  in  which,  under  the 
guise  of  a  romance,  he  gives  many  interesting 
descriptions  and  reflections  incident  to  a  tour  in 
Sicily.  This  work  was  reprinted  in  London,  iu 
1846.  In  1845  he  finished  his  "  Thoughts  on  the 
Poets,"  in  which  he  has  discussed  the  characteris- 
tics of  the  chief  masters  of  modem  song.  This 
work  has  passed  through  several  editions.  In  1 848 
he  gave  to  the  press  his  "  Artist  Life,  or  Sketches 
of  Eminent  American  Painters;"  and,  in  1849, 
"  Characteristics  of  Literature,  illustrated  by  the 
Genius  of  Distinguished  Men."  In  the  latter  pro- 
duction he  has  evinced  the  variety  of  his  learning 
and  the  catholicity  of  his  literary  sympathies  in 
genial  criticisms  of  types  of  the  most  diversified 
intellectual  and  moral  qualities,  purposes,  and  cre- 
ations. 

Mr.  TrcKERMAic  in  these  writings  has  evinced 
a  taste  delicately  skilled  in  the  niceties  of  language, 
and  in  pictorial  and  plastic  art  There  are  few 
critics  to  whom  we  would  submit  with  more  con- 
fidence of  a  just  opinion,  any  work  composed  with 
reference  to  the  generally  acknowledged  canons  of 
taste,  in  either  construction,  diction,  or  feeling. 
But  his  aesthetic  conservatism  is  such  that  we 
would  hesitate  to  consult  him  upon  any  new  prin- 
ciple or  upon  any  perfectly  fresh  creation,  from  a 
doubt  whether  his  decision  would  be  formed  firom 
a  comparison  with  the  models  which  are  a  law  in 
experiment,  or  from  an  innate  and  perfectly  inde- 
pendent sense  of  harmony  in  sublimity  and  beauty. 

Mr.  TucKERMAx's  poems  are  numerous  and  in 
a  great  variety  of  measures ;  they  are  for  the  most 
part  expressions  of  graceful  and  romantic  senti- 
ment, but  are  often  fruits  of  his  reflection  and 
illustrations  of  his  taste.  The  longest  of  them, 
«  The  Spirit  of  Poetry,"  was  written  in  1843,  and 
embodies  in  highly-polished  verse  some  of  the  finest 
specimens  of  his  criticism.  The  little  piece  called 
"  Mary"  is  a  delightful  echo  of  emotions  as  comnicMi 
as  culture  of  mind  and  refinement  of  feeling ;  and 
among  his  sonnets  are  some  of  the  most  perfect 
examples  of  that  kind  of  writing  that  have  been 
produced  in  this  country. 

There  is  no  collection  of  Mr.  Tuckirmait's 
poems,  and  besides  the  prose  works  which  I  have 
here  noticed  there  are  numerous  essays  by  him  scat- 
tered through  the  periodicals  of  the  last  ten  or 
twelve  years.  Of  his  character  as  a  critic  and  gen- 
eral essayist,  some  more  particular  observations  may 
be  found  in  my  "  Prose  Writers  of  America." 

Mr.  TucKERMAN  hss  resided  for  several  yetn 
in  the  city  of  New  York. 

20  488 


HENRY   T.  TUOKERMAN. 


THE  HOLY  LANa 

TnniiVDH  ihr  warm  n-nnlidc.  I  hm  rok 
Whuic  Ukvim'*  imlacc-ruiiia  lU, 

And  in  the  Kuruiii'ii  luiiply  uriIc 
Oil  liiiuii'il  to  Ibo  ni|;hi-wiiiil'i  agb. 

I  \e  tnm\  the  imm-linn  Mi  tbs  willi 
ronjuird  from  the  M*, 


II  the  (;ul.» 


■  iluil 


Iti'Cwi:  the  linwie  of  aulumn  Sm. 
AliHi:;  Pu  uj«ji  ■  liTs-alrHt, 

^V  illi  tUiliiUii  rya,     '\v  waiiJri'd  lone, 
Ami  iiurk'il  :<t'^i>bi'H  leiiiiile-Btior 

Willi  (lir  rviik  wcnUW  «JM  (KWn. 
1  'vr  rtunilirr'i]  Etiiii'ii  htory  hraw. 

Anil  aiy\i[;\i\  llii>  wilil  (.'uiiijiiigiui'm  gloam; 
I'vcbul'd    l«Kta'<  uun  liil«, 

AiulM)ali:li'J*ir«d  InHii  Vibuil'k  tomb. 


TO  AX  ELM. 

BaiTiLT  th*  oU  ar^  fi^ 

Thtir  cuutidMa  |i«iiuin«  ID  Ac  ft* 
{  And,  likr  a  iitNaa  kinf. 

1  Thtir  panofilir  of  fraca  aliU  poaJ 
I  A*  ■nmi-  rod*  tomr  of  old. 

I  Tb?  niaMii«  Trunk  •(ill  raua  M  n 
I  With  limN  of  hinl  nwald. 

I  To  baltln  Btcml?  niih  iba  ■iwa>  i 


In  \.it> 


'    T1.0U  m 

'       II. 

Tbal» 


rrh  of  the  Mood  ! 


i  or  fr»h  itnl  .tiurillo*  : 

.  Spmdiuf  tiij  to»iitfa»«  M-  d 


'I'lii 


It  ihAH-  wiM  bilk 


I'liul  i;li'a||ii>  iH-niith  Juili'4'«  tkietl 
Iliin  ■iitlimi-liki'  llie  wind  mual  •ouni 

f tadoun  .if  ll.f  II.ily  Idiid— 

IIuw  inukiiil  tlir  n|i|ilnt  Invak 

tJpaa  ike  Jonlih* .  iwMiilil  i4nn J ! 


ri.>i> 


likr  angiFlii*  Iriin, 
in  I  U  fllcaiiiiiitf  iiiiw. 
m  «f  thr  ciuwn  iif  UiT* 
ell  lur  till-  Kultrrrr'n  bun*. 


irh  til 


A\  ho  d.<p.  ti.rt  .i,:li  u  rnti-r  Naim 

tlrin  r»|<i>rn.HU.M  t..  ilnilli 
Itiliuir  ib<-  \'m-f  rr HMff. 

Willi  wiHilil  n.it  rtHii.l  Iviii-ilh  ihp  aiiot 
\\  hm  R>-ibl.'h<-.ii''  -Ut  til  ligil  L>'i>i  < 

Liol  t>  Ihr  |i|,i<Ji  «(  >*tW*  )iiHil. 

Ami  kiwi  llir  K'<>uii>l  nhptr  Jtii'i  wpjjI 


I'liroucli  11.-II. 

Ai»l  «u  tin- 

Hon  •.IvAi  nir 


iim'  DIjiri 


.  Puun  I'r.ini  ih;  ««U  </  IB^  hM  i 

Ot),  on  a  morn  in  ■jirini. 

Tbr  jt  loK-bud  mil  ivrfc  riiy  wmn 


the  rvcnu^i  Mk?  ■ 


Htrm\  thv  riHif  uT  frtn 
Tu  ru-tic  ilaiirr.  ainl  childlHuT*  fi 

T ilhhiailla  gla^iiaaa  iJi  l 


lirnU  J 
I  Mi);lil  Fr.-r.loii>'.  cbj<n(>ijfi  litl;  A 

Wilh  U<wi«a  ■!  tbr  fc«(, 
,   F>:|»  lU-  ifrri  ixdnt  to  bw  »■ 

'I'liv  iridm.!.  »lii>  rrtml 
In«|iin'>  itir  mJ  'nJ  HMlhn  Iha  to 
I  \\1ifn.  at  tbr  loiiubl  b.>«. 


■Jlir 


I  I. 


-  h,  .p-i,  d 


>'.*  »fafli 
A  |a;i;riiii 


r-inbCc  like  ttal  M 
tWoUMN, 


HENRY  T.  TUCKERMAN. 


435 


MARY. 


Wrat  though  the  name  ii  old  and  oft  repeated, 

What  though  a  thousand  beings  bear  it  now, 
And  true  hearts  oft  the  gentle  word  have  greeted — 

What  though  'tis  hallowM  by  a  poet's  vowl 
We  ever  love  the  rose,  and  yet  its  blooming 

Is  a  ^miliar  rapture  to  the  eye ; 
And  yon  bright  star  we  hail,  although  its  looming 

Age  after  age  has  lit  the  northern  sky. 

As  starry  beams  o'er  troubled  billows  stealing, 

As  garden  odours  to  the  desert  blown. 
In  bosoms  faint  a  gladsome  hope  revealing, 

Like  patriot  music  or  affection's  tone — 
Thus,  thus,  for  aye,  the  name  of  Mart  spoken 

By  lips  or  text,  with  magic-like  control, 
The  course  of  present  thought  has  quickly  broken. 

And  stirrM  the  fountains  of  my  inmost  soul. 

The  sweetest  tales  of  human  weal  and  sorrow, 

The  fairest  trophies  of  the  limner^s  fame. 
To  my  fond  fancy.  Mart,  seem  to  borrow 

Celestial  halos  from  thy  gentle  name : 
The  Grecian  artist  glean'd  from  many  faces, 

And  in  a  perfect  whole  the  parts  combined. 
So  have  I  counted  o'er  dear  woman's  graces 

To  form  the  Mart  of  my  ardent  mind. 

And  marvel  not  I  thus  call  my  ideal — 

We  inly  paint  as  we  would  have  things  be — 
The  fanciful  springs  ever  from  the  real. 

As  Apuroditx  rose  from  out  the  sea. 
Who  smiled  upon  me  kindly  day  by  day, 

In  a  far  land  where  I  was  sad  and  lone  ? 
Whose  presence  now  is  my  delight  away  ? 

Both  angels  must  the  same  bless*d  title  own. 

• 

What  spirits  round  my  weary  way  are  flying. 

What  fortunes  on  my  future  life  await. 
Like  the  mysterious  hymns  the  winds  are  sighing. 

Are  all  unknown — in  trust  I  bide  my  fiite ; 
But  if  one  blessing  I  might  crave  from  Heaven, 

'T  would  be  that  Mart  should  my  being  cheer. 
Hang  o'er  me  when  the  chord  of  life  is  riven. 

Be  my  dear  household  word,  and  my  last  accent 
here. 


«  YOU  CALL  US  INCONSTANT." 


You  call  us  inconstant — you  say  that  we  cease 
Our  homage  to  pay,  at  the  voice  of  caprice  ; 
That  we  dally  with  hearts  (ill  their  treasures  are  ours. 
As  bees  drink  the  sweets  from  a  cluster  of  flowers ; 
For  a  moment's  refreshment  at  love's  fountain  stay. 
Then  turn,  with  a  thankless  impatience,  away. 

And  think  you,  indeed,  we  so  cheerfully  part 
With  hopes  that  give  wings  to  the  o'erwearicd  heart, 
And  throw  round  the  future  a  promise  so  bright 
That  life  seems  a  glory,  and  time  a  delight? 
from  our  pathway  forlorn  can  we  banish  the  dove. 
And  yield  without  pain  the  enchantments  of  love  1 

You  know  not  how  chill  and  relentless  a  wave 
Reflection  will  cast  o'er  the  soul  of  the  brave— 
Kow  keenly  the  clear  rays  of  duty  will  beam. 
And  startle  the  heart  firom  its  passionate  dream. 


To  tear  the  fresh  roae  from  the  garland  of  youth, 
And  lay  it  with  tears  on  the  altar  of  truth  1 

We  pass  from  the  presence  of  beauty,  to  think — 
As  the  hunter  will  pause  on  the  precipice  brink — 
"  For  MK  shall  the  bloom  of  the  gladsome  and  fair 
Be  wasted  away  by  the  fetters  of  care  1 
Shall  the  old,  peaceful  nest,  for  my  sake  be  forgot. 
And  the  gentle  and  free  know  a  wearisome  lot? 

"  By  the  tender  appeal  of  that  beauty,  beware 
How  you  woo  her  thy  desolate  fortuntis  to  share ! 
O  pluck  not  a  lily  so  shelter'd  and  sweet. 
And  bear  it  not  oft*  from  its  genial  retreat. 
Enrich'd  with  the  boon  thy  existence  would  be. 
But  hapless  the  fate  that  unites  her  to  thee  !" 

Thus,  dearest,  the  spell  that  thy  graces  entwined, 
No  fickle  heart  breaks,  but  a  resolute  mind ; 
The  pilgrim  may  turn  from  the  shrine  with  a  smile. 
Yet,  believe  me,  his  bosom  is  wrung  all  the  while, 
And  one  thought  alone  lends  a  charm  to  the  past — 
That  his  love  conquer'd  selfishneaa  nobly  at  last. 


GREENOUGH'S  WASHINGTON. 

Tbi  quarry  whence  thy  form  majestic  sprung 

Has  peopled  earth  with  grace, 
Heroes  and  gods  that  elder  bards  have  sung, 

A  bright  and  peerless  race ; 
But  from  its  sleeping  veins  ne'er  rose  before 

A  riiape  of  loftier  name 
Than  his,  who  Glory's  wreath  with  meekness  wore, 

The  noblest  son  of  Fame. 
Sheathed  is  the  sword  that  Passion  never  stain'd ; 

His  gaze  around  is  cast, 
As  if  the  joys  of  Freedom,  newly-gain'd, 

Before  his  vision  pass'd ; 
As  if  a  nation's  shout  of  love  and  pride 

With  music  fiU'd  the  air. 
And  his  calm  soul  was  lifted  on  the  tide 

Of  deep  and  grateful  prayer ; 
As  if  the  crystal  mirror  of  his  life 

To  fancy  sweetly  came. 
With  scenes  of  patient  toil  and  noble  atrife, 

Undimm'd  by  doubt  or  shame ; 
As  if  the  lofty  purpose  of  his  soul 

Expression  would  betray — 
The  high  resolve  Ambition  to  control. 

And  thrust  her  crown  away ! 
Oh,  it  was  well  in  marble  firm  and  white 

To  carve  our  hero's  form. 
Whose  angel  guidance  was  our  strength  in  fight, 

Our  star  amid  the  aform ! 
Whose  matchless  truth  has  made  his  name  divine. 

And  human  fireedom  sure. 
His  country  great,  his  tomb  earth's  dearest  ihrine. 

While  man  and  time  endure  I 
And  it  is  well  to  place  his  image  there, 

Beneath  the  dome  be  blest ; 
Let  meaner  spirits  who  its  coundls  thare, 

Revere  that  silent  guest ! 
Let  us  go  up  with  high  and  sacred  love 

To  look  on  bis  pure  brow. 
And  as,  with  solemn  grace,  be  points  abofe. 

Renew  the  patriot's  tow  ! 
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ALOXE  ONCE  MORE. 


Alaxk  once  more ! — but  with  nurh  derp  emotion, 
Wakinir  to  life  ■  thousand  hopes  ami  fean, 

Surh  «ii!'l  distruMt — *uc\\  abx^ilute  ilrvntion. 
My  bi»<om  ivcms  a  droan-  lake  of  leari : 

Ti'ars  til  at  9toTn  manhooil  lont;  re«train*d  from  gu^h- 
.\4  rnounlainn  keep  a  river  from  the  aea,    [ing, 

I'litil  ^ipriiiii's  floods.  im|iOtuouAly  ru!<hinK, 
(.'hannel  a  l>ed.  and  M*t  ita  waters  free! 

Whnt  niivker>'  to  all  true  ami  earnest  feeling, 
'I'his  tiit.il  union  of  the  false  and  fair! 

Dvi"*.  lipi.  and  voice,  unmea'cured  hli«*  rerealinir. 
\\'ith  hearts  whose  li^htneiw  filU  ua  with  despair ! 

O  it*x\ !  pome  Mrrows  of  our  wondroua  Iteing 
A  nnriojjt  mind  can  psrtly  clear  away ; 

A'n'»ifion  cools  when  fortune*!*  giftj*  are  fleeinij, 
A  nil  men  crow  thoughtful  round  a  hrother'ti  clay ; 

But  to  whnt  end  tl.is  wa<te  of  nolile  pa«!»ion  ? 

This  wr;iriii;r  of  a  truthful  heart  to  ilusl — 
AiLtrin:;  slnvo:«  nf  humour,  prai^w*.  or  fasiiion, 

The  >aln  ri*cipieMta  of  a  boundlrs^  tru>t  ? 

Come  home,  fonil  heart,  ccatie  all  in*itinclive  plfad- 
As  the  dread  fever  of  in<<ane  doitire.  [inij, 

1\)  <i*m\c  dark  culf  thy  warm  atrectionn  leadiiiK, 
When  love  niuf>t  loni^Hurvive.thoui^h  fjjth  expiri'! 

Tlimmh  wonted  glory  fnmi  the  earth  will  vani»h. 

And  life  ft>ein  desolate,  and  ho|K>  heciuile. 
Iii)Vf's  chiTinli'd  dream  learn  Ktoadf.ibtiv  to  hani«h. 

Till  death  thy  Hpirit'a  contlict  reconcile  ! 


SONNETS. 


I.    TO 


\Vn  IT  thouirh  our  dn*am  i*  hroken  ?     Yet  again 

liike  a  f:i miliar  angel  it  whall  U'ar 
(Vin!<olin<;  treasureii  fur  these  dj\M  of  pain, 

Sijrh  as  thev  oidv  who  have  ^rievetl  can  whare  ; 
As  urdiivt'd  nectar  for  the  lH*e  to  mp,  [hring*. 

IiUrks  in  each  tli>wer-cell  i^hich  the  Npring-lime 
As  muAic  rr<ts  u(N>n  the  i]uirt  lip. 

And  |K>wrr  to  Moar  yet  livci«  in  ft>lded  wing^ — 
J^'>  li't  the  1»»V€*  on  which  yi)ur  itpiritK  i;lide 

Flow  deep  and  strong  UMieath  iti  bridge  of  sighx. 
No  -hadow  rcstini!  on  the  l.ilcnt  tide 

\\  liOM'  hcavi'iiward  current  balHes  human  eye*. 
1'iilil  wr  stanil  u|iiui  the  hi>ly  nhorr. 
And  realms  it  pritphc'iii  d  at  li-ni;th  explore  ! 

II.     CorNifiK     A  XII    riTIRXl'i;. 

riHRif.  K  and  patience!  elements  whereby 

Mv  Miul  slull  yet  her  cil.idel  niainl:iin. 
D.i tiled,  )K'rple\'d.  and  slru^Lzlinj  iitt  ti>  (Iv. 

F:ir,  far  aUive  thin  realm  nt  wa*<tim!  pain  — 
Corne  with  your  still  ami  hindi-il  %ii;itur  ni>w, 

Fill  my  wad  breavt  with  enerisy  di%iiie, 
St:imp  a  tlrm  thought  U}N>n  my  aehitii;  brow. 

Make  my  impu!<iiTr  vision*  wholly  thine  ! 
FriN-7e  my  )iont  tearx,  chill  all  my  temW  ilri>am<. 

Hr:if*e  my  weak  heart  in  |>anoply  «iibliine. 
Till  liivi'lliii^  only  on  t||y  martyr  theim-s. 

.And  turiiim;  tritm  the  richest  luri>s  of  time. 
1jii%e.  like  an  ieeU'ri;  i»f  the  fiolar  deep. 
In  adamaiiline  re»t  it  Ukl  anlerp! 


III.     ALL    BBABT*    ABB    V«T    BItLAT*:. 

All  hearts  are  noi  dialovBl :  IrC  thv  trvr 

Be  deep,  uid  clear,  and  aU-coniJiaf  mL 
For  though  Love's  fruit  lam  so  dM  bpa  i>  i«L 

She  ne'er  betrava  bcr  child  to  lasttDC  l! 
Through  leagues  of  dew  ft  miMl  iIm  |Bl<nB  fi 

Ere  on  his  gaxe  the  bolj  larrwte  nm ; 
Through  the  I«>ng.  sultrr  daj  the  ^ttmmm  mmi  %it 

Ere  il  can  mirror  fwiliKfai*«  porpl*  Ana 
Fall  b.ick  uniieathed  from  cnntad  woh  Ifae  ns. 

Keep  thy  rolieii  while,  thy  apint  boi'd  mzti  im 
Ami  calmly  launch  Aflcctii»n's  hark  acitn. 

Hofieful  of  gi>lden  lipoila  rraervcd  iv  i^« 
Though  lone  the  wav  as  thai  alreadr  ir^' 
(*ling  to  thine  own  intent j  and  G«a  ! 


IT.     LIKK     A     ralB    «KA. 

r<iKR  the  fiir  sea  that  lavra  Itaiia's  aOVkl 

Afrt'ctimi't  fli»iid  i«  tiilrliiMs  in  nay  k)rr«c. 
Nit  ehh  withilraw4  it  fr«irii  \hr  rh<Men  U=ri. 

II.ivenM  titti  richly  fur  eiianuKir'J  *^;^^ 
Tliii't  am  I  f.iithful  tii  the  «ani»h*d  grmr9 

Kinl*odiei1  imce  in  thy  swrel  form  abi  ^a^c 
And  thou^ih  li<vc'<  charm  ni»  nnirv  illat^rar  *  -.Ma 

In  Meini>ry's  realm  her  iddrn  pM^  I  ca.a 
It  i<  not  ciinstancy  !•!  h.iunl  a  ^hruM 

From  wliii-h  detntiturji  ! in  jerin^  apftrk  Lm  b^ 
In-^ciisate  hDmaire  only  wrrmths  cat 

Amiind  the  pul^i'le^n  templr*  of  the 
T*iim  fnmi  thy  liettrr  self  hart  maJ!«  ^^wz. 
While  to  that  self  allrciancr  atill  I 


T.    rBKKHUV. 

Far-Kiio^  !  beneath  thy  banner  f 

<Mi  let  me  share  ihi  full  mnd  peifiKt  hk* 
Teach  me  opinion's  slavery  to 

.Ami  ti)  l»e  free  from  pa«ii4Mi's 
Fn*e  of  the  world,  a  wif-drprndml  a«( 

Niiuri<*h'd  by  l>i!)y  aiiris  and 
Ami  made  nii»re  frre  by  I«ove*a 

The  it|a*II  of  beauty  and  thr  hipw  of  « 
The  liberty  of  Nature  iri  me  know, 

('uuiflit  from  her  mouiitaiii%  grofv^  bbI 
streamit. 
Her  st3irr\  liiMt.  and  sunset's  pqfpl#  |W«. 

Th.it  wtta)  the  spirit  wilh  rrlftiaj 
Oil  Fancy's  wing  etultingly  to  aoar. 
Till  lili-'rt  harsh  fetters  cKtg  the  hsBft  ■• 


TI. 


Thi^k  ye  the  ilesulale  mutt  liw  _ 

|)y  siileiiifi  Vtiws  to  ri>nvmf-«BD8 
Ah  '  n>i :  nrth  iiifn  may  dwell  lh» 

And  in  :i  crund  the  isoUled  mind; 
Tivub's^  U-Minil  the  pnson-hafa  of  te 

The  w>>rM  «ee«  ni«l  how  auriuiii 
(!:i7irii!  so  f  miily  through  the  inm 

('{•ui  the  pritmised.  yet  ftirtaddaa 
r.ilii-',ce.  the  shrine  lo  which 

ft.iy  :it>iT  day.  in  Toieetraa  ^ 
Si'iMii-i*.  the  hidy  crM  and  calm 

III  «ihich  un«een  Ihrir 
liiir  i«  III  Ihem  a  vigil  thai 
Their  ho} 
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LUNA:   AN  ODE. 

Tax  south  wind  hath  its  balm,  the  sea  its  cheer. 
And  autumn  woods  their  bright  and  myriad  hues; 
Thine  is  a  joy  that  love  and  faith  endear, 
And  awe  subdues: 
The  wave-to88*d  seamen  and  the  harvest  crew, 
When  on  their  golden  sheaves  the  quivering  dew 
Hangs  like  pure  tears — all  fear  beguile, 
In  glancing  from  their  task  to  thy  maternal  smile ! 
The  mist  of  hilltops  undulating  wreathes. 
At  thy  enchanting  touch,  a  magic  woof, 
And  curling  incense  fainter  odour  breathes. 
And  in  transparent  clouds  hangs  round  the  vaulted 
Hu^e  icebergs,  with  their  cr\'Btal  spires      [roo£ 

Slow  heaving  from  the  northern  main. 
Like  frozen  monuments  of  high  desires 
Destin'd  to  melt  in  nothingness  again — 
Float  in  thy  mystic  beams. 
As  piles  aerial  down  the  tide  of  dreams ! 

A  sacred  greeting  falls 
With  thy  mild  presence  on  the  ruin'd  fane, 
Columns  time-stain'd,  dim  frieze,  and  ivied  walls, 
As  if  a  fond  delight  thou  didst  attain 
To  mingle  with  the  Past, 
And  oVr  her  trophies  lone  a  holy  mantle  cast! 
Along  the  billow's  snowy  crest 
Thy  beams  a  moment  rest. 
And  then  in  sparkling  mirth  dissolve  away; 
Through  forest  boughs,  amid  the  witherM  leaves, 
Thy  light  a  tracery  weaves. 
And  on  the  mossy  clumps  its  rays  fantastic  play. 
With  thee,  ethereal  guide. 
What  reverent  joy  to  pace  the  temple  floor. 
And  watch  thy  silver  tide 
O'er  statue,  tomb,  and  arch,  its  solemn  radiance  pour! 
Like  a  celestial  magnet  thou  dost  sway 

The  untamed  waters  in  their  ebb  and  flow. 
The  maniac  raves  beneath  thy  pallid  ray. 
And  poel*g  visions  glow. 
Madonna  of  the  stars !  through  the  cold  prison-grate 
Thou  stealest,  like  a  nun  on  mercy  bent. 

To  cheer  the  desolate,  [spent ! 

And  usher  in  Grief's  tears  when  her  mutu  pang  is 
I  marvel  not  that  once  thy  altars  rose 
Sacred  to  human  woes. 
And  nations  deem'd  thee  arbitress  of  Fate, 
To  whom  enamor'd  virgins  made  their  prayer, 
Or  widows  in  their  first  despair, 
And  wistful  gazed  upon  thy  queenly  state. 
As,  with  a  meek  assurance,  gliding  by. 

In  might  and  beauty  unelate, 
Into  the  bridal  chambers  of  the  sky ! 
And  less  I  marvel  that  Endymion  sigh'd 

To  yield  his  spirit  unto  thine. 
And  felt  thee  souUallied, 
Making  his  being  thy  receptive  shrine ! 

A  lofty  peace  is  thine ! — the  tides  of  life 
Flow  gently  when  thy  soothing  orb  appears. 
And  Passion's  fever'd  strife  [spheres! 

From  thy  chaste  glow  imbibes  the  calmness  of  the 
O  twilight  glory  !  that  doth  ne'er  awake 
Exhausting  joy,  but  evenly  and  fond 
Allays  the  immortal  thirst  it  cannot  slake, 
And  heals  the  chafing  of  the  work-day  bond ; 


Give  me  thy  patient  spell ! — to  bear 

With  an  unclouded  brow  the  secret  pain 
(That  floods  my  soul  as  thy  pale  beams  the  air) 
Of  hopes  that  Reason  quells,  for  Love  to  wake  again! 


TA880  TO  LEONORA. 

If  to  love  solitude  because  my  heart 

May  undisturbed  upon  thy  image  dwell, 
And  in  the  world  to  bear  a  cheerful  part 

To  hide  the  fond  thoughts  that  its  pulses  swell ; 
If  to  recall  with  credulous  delight 

Afi[ection*s  faintest  semblances  in  thee. 
To  feel  thy  breath  upon  my  cheek  at  night, 

And  start  in  anguish  that  it  may  not  be; 
If  in  thy  presence  ceaselessly  to  know 

Delicious  peace,  a  feeling  as  of  wings, 
Content  divine  within  my  bosom  glow, 

A  noble  scorn  of  all  unworthy  thinga— 
The  quiet  bliss  that  fills  one's  natal  air. 

When  once  again  it  fans  the  wanderer's  brow, 
The  conscious  spirit  of  the  good  and  fair — 

The  wish  to  be  forever  such  as  now ; 
If  in  thy  absence  still  to  feel  thee  nigh. 

Or  with  impatient  longings  waste  the  day, 
If  to  be  haunted  by  thy  love-lit  eye — 
If  for  thy  good  devotedly  to  pray ; 

And  chiefly  sorrow  that  but  half  revealed 
Can  be  the  tenderness  that  m  me  lies. 

That  holiest  pleasure  must  be  all  conceal'd — 
Shrinking  from  heartless  scoff  or  base  surmise ; 
If,  as  my  being's  crowning  grace,  to  bless 

The  hour  we  recognised  each  other's  truth, 
And  with  calm  joy  unto  my  soul  confess 

That  thou  hast  realized  the  dreams  of  youth — 
My  spirit's  mate,  long  cherish'd,  though  unknown. 

Friend  of  my  heart  bestow'd  on  me  by  Groo, 
At  whose  approach  all  visions  else  have  flown 

From  the  vain  path  which  I  so  long  have  trod ; 
If  from  thy  sweet  caress  to  bear  new  life 

As  one  poesess'd  by  a  celestial  spell. 
That  armeth  me  against  all  outward  strife. 

And  ever  breathes  the  watchword — all  is  well ; 
If  with  glad  firmness,  casting  doubt  aside, 

To  bare  my  heart  to  thee  without  disguise, 
And  yield  it  up  as  to  my  chosen  bride. 

Feeling  that  life  vouchsafes  no  dearer  prize ;  > 
If  thus  to  blend  my  very  soul  with  thine 

By  mutual  consecration,  watching  o'er 
The  hallow'd  bond  with  loyal^  divine-^ 

If  this  be  love, — I  love  forevermore ! 


FROM  THE  SPIRIT  OF  POETRY. 


TUK  LAW  OF  BEAUTY. 


Read  the  great  law  in  Beauty's  cheering  reign. 

Blent  with  all  ends  through  matter's  wide  domain ; 

She  breathes  Hope's  language,  and  with  boundless 

range  [change. 

Sublimes  all  forms,  smiles  through  each  subtle 

And  with  insensate  elements  combined 

Ordains  their  constant  ministry  to  mind. 

The  breeze  awoke  to  waft  the  feather'd  seed. 

And  the  cloud-fountains  with  their  dew  to  feed, 
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upon  iu  many  emndi  might  hare  flown, 
Nor  vroke  one  riTcr  song  or  forvil  moan, 
Stirr'd  not  the  grass,  nur  the  taU  grain  have  bent. 
Like  «horele«ii  biilown  tremulouiily  sfient ; 
FroMt  could  thv  bom)iii  of  the  lake  ha\e  giniM*d, 
Nor  [iaus«H]  to  paint  the  wiMHiland«  aji  it  pdM*d ; 
'J'he  flossy  Koahird  and  the  hroodiiiK  dove 
Mii;ht  coyly  pock  with  t\vi^klill^  eye  of  love, 
Nor  cutch  upon  their  downy  neck^  the  dyea, 
iS«>  like  the  mottled  huen  of  Hummer  kkictf : 
Miiitrt  in  the  we^t  could  fl«iat,  nor  glory  wear, 
Ah  if  an  angePs  robtra  were  htreaniing  there; 
The  moon  iniKht  «way  the  tideii,  nor  yet  im|Mirt 
A  solemn  lii;lit  to  tran<]uilliKi'  the  heart, 
A  nd  le;igueif  of  aand  could  bar  tlie  ocean*8  tf^ell. 
Nor  yield  one  cryittal  gleam  or  {H'arly  vhell. 
The  very  sedge  lends  mui^ic  to  the  blast. 
And  the  thorn  gli^tens  when  the  storm  is  {last; 
Wild  flowers  nestle  in  the  nieky  cleft, 
Mostf  decks  the  l>oui;h  of  leaf  and  life  hereft. 
O'er  darkest  cIoudf«  the  mi>i  ml  Meatus  brightly  btral, 
The  niirilNiw'H  hemld  in  the  thunder's  {m-uI  ; 
(iiiy  are  tlie  weeiN  that  Klreu  tlie  lurrrn  hhore, 
Aiul  ttiilhem-like  the  brtMki'r'si  eK>«'>iny  roar. 
Art  i.)ve  oVr  sornnv  spreail»*  Iter  t{enial  wind's 
The  ivy  round  a  fallen  column  clings. 
While  on  the  sinking  walU.  where  owlets  cry. 
The  weather  hlains  in  tiiits  uf  tieauty  lie. 
The  wasting  elements  adorn  tht'ir  prey 
Anil  throw  a  {NMisive  ch.irin  amuiiil  decay; 
Thus  ancient  limners  lude  their  canvas  glow, 
A  Mil  gntup'd  sweet  cherubs  o'er  a  martyr's  wo. 
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HKRoif-  guiilc!  whose  wings  are  never  fiirl'd, 
Dy  thee  Sjuiiirs  voyager  sou  gilt  anotht-r  Wurld  ; 
Wliiit  but  }NH>tic  impulse  could  sustain 
That  d.iuntU>iM  pilgrim  on  the  dn^ary  main  ? 
Day  after  d.iv  his  mnritierM  protest, 

■  w  s 

An<l  ir;»70  with  dn*ail  ali»ni:  thi*  pathless  west ; 
1^*y«)nll  that  realm  of  wa\es,  untrark'd  U'fore, 
Thy  fiiry  jMMiril  traced  the  proiiiisiil  ^hore, 
Throuiih  wciry  Htorms  and  fai-iiiMrs  fnTcer  rago, 
'J'lie  scotfs  of  intfrati-s  anil  the  chills  of  a:!e. 
Thy  voice  renewed  his  euriuMiit^sM  of  aim. 
And  whis|ier*il  ple«lges  of  eternal  fame; 
Thy  cheering  smile  atoiuil  fi>r  fortune's  frown, 
.Ami  mailc  his  fetters  garl.niils  of  renown. 


FLOKKNCK. 

riiixcr.4,  when  softened  in  thy  sweet  embrace, 
Yearn  fi>r  ni>  conquest  but  the  realm  of  ^rjce. 
Anil  tims  r«'«li*emed,  Lorenzo'^  fair  iloriiam 
Srnili'il  in  the  light  of  Art's  propilinus  rei;;n. 
l>i  liLjIillul  Florence!  thouich  the  ni»rthern  u.de 
Will  sometimes  rave  around  thv  l«»«elv  vale, 
Tail  1  forijet  how  softly  Autumn  threw 
Beneath  thy  skie*  her  nibes  of  niddy  hue. 
'I'hrinnrh  what  lone  dnvs  of  l>al miners  »"d  iN'tce. 
Kroin  wintrv  Iwinds  spring  won  thy  mild  releam*! 
Al>>ni;  lite  Ariio  Ihen  I  loved  to  pa^'S, 
And  wati-h  the  \ii)Iits  {M'eping  from  the  ur.iss, 
M.itk  (hi-  ^ray  kiiie  eai  li  chestnut  i*ri^vr  Utwei-n, 
M.irtle  llie  pheasants  on  the  lawny  green, 


Or  down  long  villas  Inil  th* 

Like  lofty  idirinM  ibc  purple  eio«*da  >i 
Within  thy  haJk,  when  wiJ'd  ih«  aoBAy  n 
Marvels  uf  sit  await  ibc  uxkBl  faaa. 
And  liquid  words  from  lips  of  besuty  mar^ 
With  social  joy  to  wann  the  ■iraafvf's 
I  low  beautiful  at  moooh«ht*s  hallow  *d 
Thy  graceful  briilcrs,  umS  crlrvdal 
'I'he  ninllini!  hilb  enrhantad 
Round  the  fair  scene  whence 
4  )'er  the  dark  ranges  of  iby 
'J'he  silver  liram  on  domr  and 
The  statues  clu»trr*d  in  thr 
Like  mighty  spiritu  print  the 
^^ilence  meets  Ivaulv  with  iinfmAtB 

m 

Sa\e  when  in v ailed  by  •  choral 

WhoM'  di»t4Uit  radeiiri*  UU  upoa  llir  «ar. 

'Jo  till  ilie  buaooi  with  pi«Uc 
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rOETTRY  INMriBTAl- 

FoR  fame  life's  mranrr  rrcNinls  TvnJv  i^«a 
While.  Ill  fre-h  Uauty.  thy   high  di 
>fill  Viotii'*  ti-mple  ihru««  its  cl 
O'l-r  the  bright  fusm  i»f 'I'l^oirs 
And  to  one  Vrnu«  »till  we  bow  llir 
Divine  as  if  )u*t  i^^uid  from  the  sos; 
111  fiiH'v'o  tr.ini-r.  \rl  ifteem  t>li  nichta 
Wf  hf-ar  lilt   n-«eU  of  the  fairy  «]iMwa. 
'I'hal  lMan*M  «niile  illuiuf*  lltr  maffbie  I 
Ami  rcri-<  w!.i«|irrr  in  the  ru»tIilkC 
'J'liat  Arii-iV  iiiufic  hait  ii<it  dirJ  away. 
And  in  hi-  ^tl•■II  -till  flmiL*  thr  Tblpnl  fay. 
'J'he  fiacred  U-ings  of  (lOt- fir  hiflh 
Tinmt>rfal  livf  to  con«rcrafr  th^  eoft^ 
San  Mareo's  pnvemrnt  biia»ta  do  doffo'a 
And  all  its  anciriil  paeeantry  ha*  Aid; 
\  et.  as  Wf  inUM'  l^-m-ath  m) 
The  niinil's  true  kiitilntl  gliJr  fr 
In  e^ery  pa>»int(  eye  th^l  sternly 
We  start  lu  miet  the  Shy  lurk  of 
Kat'h  maiileii  f>irm.  where  virinn 
t'rosM-ii  our  |>ath  with  Pi>rtia's 
While  I>eMlrnioiia.  U-aulrous  ns  of  yow, 
Yii  liU  us  the  xiiiilr  that  onrr  ratraacwd  ths  W« 
IIiiw  Sriitluiid's  %aleM  are  pcofilad  lo  iW 
liy  her  tiuld  niin-trel'ii  nerroaMattr  aft! 
A  Ionic  thin  fern  nio^eil  Jrannir's 
When*  lunipi  yon  mist  titae 
Here  the  sad  bnde  t*ir»l  ga«e  brr 
Aiitl  then-  the  chief's  |j»t  shout  of 
De^iile  each  stream,  down  e^rrr 
The  chen-h'd  ••iT'priii,;  of  creative 
Ijxni;  en*  bra^e  Ni  is«>ii  »hi'»iik  the 
The  bard  t.f  A^i>n  hallow M  CU 
Perch. nice  when  iii'Mtr'd  the  fl«rt« 
To  tix  the  iMttle'ii  terrible  array. 
S<inie  {len^i^r  hert>,  musing  o'er  d 
.S}  Ki»i)n  to  fold  him  in  its  di 
I  Irani  the  Ujne's  md  ami 
I)b>iid  with  the  water's  mrlancbolj 
KeiMll'd.  with  prayer  and  i 
His  Willi  and  *«i!enin  quevtionioc* 
<  >:  r.iuiiht  frtim  Uiul  0|»hrlim*s 
Swipt  bv  the  night-brrrfe  pUilisaly 
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Mh.  Hibst  was  born  in  Philadelphia,  on  the 
twenty-third  day  of  August,  1817.  His  father, 
Thomas  Hirst,  was  a  reputable  merchant  of 
that  city,  and  held  in  high  respect.  When  only 
eight  years  old  he  entered  tlie  law  office  of  his 
brother,  William  L.  Hirst,  Esq.,  and  at  the  age 
of  eighteen  he  was  registered  as  a  student  His 
professional  studies  were  now  interrupted  for  a 
long  period,  and  he  engaged  in  mercantile  pur- 
suits, but  at  the  age  of  twenty-five  he  made  his 
application  for  admission,  and  graduated  with 
the  highest  honors  in  the  early  part  of  1843,  and 
is  now  in  successful  practice  at  the  Philadelphia 
Bar. 

jMr.  Hirst's  first  attempts  at  poetry,  he  informs 
me,  were  in  his  twenty-first  or  twenty-second 
year,  about  which  time  he  became  a  contributor 
to  Graham's  Magazine.  His  poems  were  very 
successful  and  extensively  copied.  In  1845  he 
published  in  Boston  his  first  volume,  "  The  Com- 
ing of  the  Mammoth,  the  Funeral  of  Time,  and 
other  Poems,"  a  book  which  certainly  received  all 
the  praises  to  which  it  was  entitled.  It  was  not 
without  graceful  fancies,  but  its  most  striking  char- 
acteristics were  a  clumsy  extravagance  of  inven- 
tion, and  a  vein  of  sentiment  neither  healthful  nor 
poetical.  It  had  the  merit,  however,  of  musical 
though  somewhat  mechanical  versification,  and  its 
reception  was  such  as  to  encourage  the  author  to 
new  and  more  ambitious  efibrts. 

In  the  summer  of  1 848  he  published  **  Endym- 
ion,  a  Tale  of  Greece,"  an  epic  poem,  in  four  can- 
tos. It  was  a  long-meditated  and  carefully  elabo- 
rated production,  some  parts  of  which  had  been 
kept  the  full  Horatian  period.  It  may  be  regard- 
ed, therefore,  as  an  exhibition  of  his  best  abihties. 
He  evinced  a  certain  boldness  in  subjecting  him- 
self to  a  comparison  with  Keats,  whose  fine  fan- 
cies, woven  about  it,  will  share  the  immortality  of 
the  Grecian  fable.  In  the  finish  and  musical  fiow 
of  his  rhythm,  and  in  the  distinctness  and  just  pro- 
portion with  which  he  has  told  his  story,  he  has 
equalled  Keats  :  but  in  nothing  else.  With  pas- 
sages of  graphic  and  beautiful  description,  and  a 
happy  clearness  in  narrative,  the  best  praise  of 
Mr.  Hirst's  performance  is,  that  it  is  a  fine  piece 
of  poetical  rhetoric.  There  is  not  much  thought 
in  the  poem,  and  where  there  is  any  that  arrests 
attention,  it  whispers  of  familiar  readings. 

The  fault  of  the  book  is  the  want  of  a  poetical  del- 
icacy of  feeling ;  it  is  not  classical ;  it  is  not  beauti- 
ful ;  it  is  merely  sensual ;  there  is  none  of  the  diviner 
odour  of  poetry  about  it  Mr.  Hr  rst*s  "  chaste  Di- 
ana" is  a  strumpet.  The  metre,  though  inappropri- 
ate, to  such  a  poem,  is  unusual,  and  is  managed  by 
Mr.  Hirst  with  singula^  skill.  To  illustrate  his 
mastery  of  versification,  and  at  the  same  time  to 


present  one  of  the  most  attractiTe  passages  of  the 
poem,  the  following  lines  are  quoted  firom  the 
first  canto : 

Tbroagfa  a  deep  dell  with  moMy  hemloeks  girded— 
A  dell  by  many  a  sylran  Dryid  preat^— 
Which  Latmoa*  lofty  crest 
Flnngr  half  in  fhadow— where  the  red  deer  herded— 
While  mellow  murmurs  shook  the  forests  gmj— 
Endymion  took  his  way 

Mount  Latmos  lay  before  him.    Gently  gleaming, 
A  roseate  halo  from  the  twilig-ht  dim 
Hung  round  its  crown.    To  him 
The  rough  ascent  was  light ;  for,  flur  off,  boaminf  , 
Orion  ros*— and  Sirius,  like  a  shield. 
Shone  on  the  azure  field..... 

At  last  he  gain'd  the  top,  and,  crown'd  with  splendour. 
The  moon,  arising  tram  the  Latmian  sea, 
Stepped  o'er  dra  hearenly  lea, 
VUnging  her  misty  glances,  meek  and  tender 
As  a  young  Tirgin's,  o*er  his  marble  brow 
That  glisten'd  with  their  glow. 

Beside  him  gush'd  a  spring  that  fai  a  hollow 
Had  made  a  crystal  lake,  by  which  be  stood 
To  cool  his  heated  blood— 
His  blood  yet  fevei'd,  for  the  fierce  Apollo 
Throughout  the  long,  the  hot,  the  tropic  day, 
Embraced  him  with  his  ray. 

Beside  the  lake  whose  wares  were  glassQy  gleaming, 
A  willow  stood  in  Durr's  rising  raya, 
And  from  the  woodland  ways 
Its  fbather'd,  lance-like  leaves  were  gently  streaming 
Along  the  water,  with  their  lucent  tips 
BLisstng  its  silver  lipa. 

And  stin  die  moon  arose,  serenely  holering. 
Dove-like,  above  the  horizon.    Like  a  queen 
She  walk'd  in  lis^ht  between 
The  stars— her  lovely  handmaids    softly  covering 
Valley  and  wold,  and  mountahvaide  and  plata. 
With  streams  of  lucid  rain. 

EivDYMiON  watch*d  her  rise,  his  bosom  bumfaig 

With  princely  thoughts ;  fbr  though  a  shepherd's  soil 
He  felt  that  fame  is  won 
By  high  aspirings ;  and  a  lofty  yearning 

From  the  bright  blossoming  of  his  boyidi  days. 
Made  his  deeds  those  of  praise. 

Like  hoi's,  his  track  was  tranquil :  he  had  gadio'd 
By  slow  degrees  the  glorious,  golden  lore, 
Hallowing  his  native  shore; 
And  when  at  ailent  eve  his  flock  waa  tediei'd. 
He  read  the  stars,  and  drank,  as  fh>m  a  stream, 
Great  knowledge  from  their  gleam. 

And  so  be  grew  a  dreamer— one  who,  panting 
For  shadowy  objects,  languish'd  like  a  bird 
That,  striving  to  be  heard 
Above  its  fellows,  fUIa,  the  struggle  haanting 
Its  memory  ever,  for  ever  die  strife  parsulng 
To  its  own  dark  undoing. 

In  the  summer  of  1849  Mr.  Hissr  published 
in  Boston  a  third  Tolome,  entitled  **  The  Penance 
of  Roland,  a  Romance  of  the  Pein6  Forte  et  Dure, 
and  other  Poems,"  from  which  the  extracts  in  the 
next  pages  are  copied.  Its  contents  tre  all  well 
versified,  and  their  rhetoric  is  generally  poetical. 
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THE  LAST  TILT. 


At  twiliiiht,  tlirou^li  tlie  Rhmlow,  fled 
An  nriciciit,  war-worn  knight, 

ArrayM  in  ^tet'l.  from  iicaii  to  heel, 
Ami  on  a  t>Wvi\  of  whiU*; 
Am),  in  tht>  kniiihffl  (U'rt|iito, 
Tho  horse  Ilur^u^tl  his  t1ii;lit: 

For  thi'  i)l(i  inun'i  rhrrk  w:is  im'e. 
And  liiR  hniiils  stnivr  t%\  the  rein. 
With  the  elutrh  of  phrentitni  [uiin; 
And  his  roufM-rV  strtNirnint;  niiine 

Swept.  di<iheveird,  on  the  sale. 

»  D'ln;; — dons  !"     And  the  Kound  of  •  hell 
Went  wiiilin^  awav  over  meadow  and  mere^ 

Conntcd  aiond  hv  the  ftentincl  clock 

On  the  turret  of  Time ;  and  tlie  regular  beat 
Of  In's  erhoincr  feet 

Fell.  like  lead,  on  the  eor — 

As  he  let)  tlie  dead  Hour  on  iln  desolate  bier. 

The  oiil  kniuht  Iieiir.I  the  niystie  clock; 

And  the  Moumi,  like  a  funeral-liell, 
K.ini;  in  his  earM  till  their  c:kvern«  were  full 

Of  t!ie  knoll  of  the  desolate  kneM. 

And  the  uteed.  a«  arouM^d  hv  a  aiirll, 

Sprang  away  with  a  withering;  yell. 
While  the  old  man  Mmve  a-jain. 

Hut  each  time  with  frelder  fnrce, 

To  arrest  the  Mpeetral  hor^t* 

In  its  mad,  remi>r.'i«*leiii<  course. 
But.  alaH !  he  Ktrove  in  vain. 

"  Doni;— donjj  !'*     And  the  njund  of  a  bell 
Went  wailin:;  awav  oscr  meadow  and  mere — 
"Eioiit!" 

Counted  aU)ud  hy  the  ^lentinel  clock 

On  the  turret  of  Time;  and  the  regular  beat 
Of  liis  eclioinijf  fei't 

Fell,  like  lead,  on  the  ear — 

As  he  left  the  dead  Hour  on  it*  desolate  bier. 

The  flt«'tMl  was  white,  am]  ^aunl,  and  grim, 

With  Iidles4.  leaden  (>yi*?i, 
That  hurn'ii  with  the  lurid,  hvid  glare 

Of  the  starx  of  Styi;ian  *>kif4; 

And  the  wind,  U'hind.  with  sit^hs, 

MiiiiiekM  hi-*  nuniat*  crim, 
While  throui;!i  the  eUiny  L'l>>om,  alone, 

Wan-\is.iu'ed  ."^aturn  i;.-i/inI 

On  the  warrior — unarni/iti — 

On  the  hteeil  whoM-  eveUilU  Mazed 
With  a  lustre  like  his  own. 

'' PiHii; — <liin!;!'*     And  t!ie  stiund  of  n  liell 
\\  ent  wailimr  away  ovi-r  meadow  and  mere-^ 
I  \  k : 

Counted  aloud  hv  the  ftentinel  cliw*k 

On  the  turret  of  Time;  and  tjie  reipilar  beat 
Of  his  eclHMm:  feci 

Fell,  like  lead,  on  the  ear — 

Am  he  Ivd  the  dead  Himr  on  itA  dcwiate  hier. 

Athwart  a  swart  and  ^hadowv  moor 
Tlie  stru.'uiiri:;  knitiht  wa«  Niriie, 

Ami  far  away,  K'fore  hini,  izh'sni'd 
A  li);ht  like  the  ^ray  uf  mum ; 


While  the  old  mui. 

And  wan,  and  travel-wom. 
Gazed,  mail  with  death  I  v  frar : 

For  he  dream'd  il  naa  ti«c  day. 

Though  the  dawn  waa  far  awav. 

And  he  trrmMed  with  dna»my 
In  the  de«ert,  dark  aii«i  •irrar '. 


*•  Donir^Jonif  r     And  ihi  «^<und  of 
Went  waiinK  awav  oier  iur*LHi 

Counteil  aloud  hy  the  arutinri  clock 
On  the  turret  of  Time;  and  llir 
Of  hi«  echoing  feet 
Fell.  like  lead,  on  the  ear — 
A«  he  \vii  the  dead  Hour  on  its 


b*a 


In  caMiue  and  cuirajw,  while  aa  < 
(.*jine.  merrily,  orrr  the  wnU, 

A  maiden  knii;ht,  with  Imnce  and  whtr 
And  a  fiirni  of  manly  iiK>ukl« 
.And  a  iN-ard  of  woven  ff>4d: 
When.  HUildenly.  behold  !  — 

With  a  lomi,  defiant  cry. 

And  a  tone  of  rtem  ciKnmand. 
I'he  ancient  kni^'it.  wilh  lancv  la 
Kush'd.  fhumirniiir.  over  thr  froaa* 

And  lude  hiiu  **  Slaiid,  or  dw  !"* 

*'  Doni?— doni;!"     And  the  iiwim!  of  a  bril 

Went  wailing  away  over 
•■  hLKvi.^  : 
('ountetl  alouil  hv  the  iientiiiel  ciock 

On  the  turret  uf  Tune ;  aod  the 

Of  hi!i  (*ohiiin^  fi-et 
Fel,  like  lead,  on  the  ear — 
.\s  he  left  the  dead  Hour  on  ita 


y^ 


With  his  .ihhrn  lance  in 

Career'd  the  youthful  knicht. 

With  a  hauizhtv  heart,  and 
And  a  vi*tau'e  burning 
For  he  lo^eil  the  Ulli^i  &chl — 
And.  uniler  •^^'atum**  h^hl. 

With  a  i>h«N-k  that  i4iook  the 
'i'he  rutle  oltl  warnor  fril — mad  lav 
A  corp««> — aiontt  the  fruam  Hay  ? 
As  with  a  crash  the  !tBl«a  of  daf 

Thfir  hrazen  valvr«  unfurl *iL 

•■  Doin; — dom;  !'*     .\nd  the  aoand  of  a  WB 
\\  cut  w.uiinc  away  uvrr  tDeaiow 
••  I  wi.L\  I. : 

Counted  ulouJ  hy  the  tcntincl  clock 
On  i:>e  turrt-t  of  Time  ;  and  the 
Of  his  fi-hiiiiu  fi'et 

Fi-ll.  like  li'.id.  on  the  ear — 

As  he  Ull  l:»e  dead  Year  on  hia  '■■■'-*-  ^— • 


BERENICE. 


I  Will- 1. n  th  I  I  could  lay  me  at  diy 
An>l  wiih  a  UnuYin,  warm  with 


j       The  ro>e-like  fra.;ranoe  of  ihj 
j        l>ririknis.  witli  daialcd 
,  'l*he  r.i-haiit  nlory  of  a 
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Which,  even  in  dreams,  adorns  the  Italian  skies 
Of  passionate  love — the  Astart6  of  their  space ! 

This,  in  some  quiet,  column'd  chamber,  where 
The  glare  of  sunlight  dies,  yet  ail  is  light; 
With  all  around  us  ruddy,  rich,  and  rare — 

Books  red  with  gold,  and  mirrors  diamond-bright. 
And  choicest  paintings,  and  rich  flowers  which  bear 
Their  beauty ,  bloom,  and  fragrance,day  and  night. 
And  stately  statues,  white  as  gods,  between 
The  scarlet  blossoms  and  the  leaves  of  green, 
With  all  that  Art  creates,  and  Fancy  rears. 
And  Genius  snatches  from  supernal  spheres. 

All  day,  all  day,  dear  love,  would  I  lie  there. 
With  elbow  sunk  in  some  soft  ottoman. 
Feeling  far  more  than  man, 
Breathing  the  fragrance  of  the  enchanted  air 
Swimming  around  thee ;  while,  with  book  in  hand, 
I  would  unfold  to  thee  the  ancient  sages — 
Poet's,  like  Chavcer's,  quaint,  delicious  pages, 
A  nd  wander  thoughtfully  through  the  poet's  land — 
Through  it  by  night — a  calm,  unclouded  night, 
Full  of  sweet  dreams. 

By  murmurous  streams. 
Sparkling  with  starry  gleams, 

WeM  pause,  entranced  by  Dian's  amber  light, 
And  watch  the  Nereid  rising  from  the  wave. 
Or  see  the  Oread  lave 

Her  faultless  feet  in  lucid  ripples,  white 
As  Indian  ivory  with  the  milky  ray. 
Trembling  around  their  forms  in  liquid  play. 

Then  to  some  tall  old  wood,  beneath  old  trees, 

Which,  in  the  primal  hours, 

Gave  birth  to  flowers 
Fairer  than  thuse  which  jewell'd  Grecian  leas 
What  time  the  Dryads  woo'd  the  summer  breeze. 
We'd  seek  some  mossy  bank,  and  sit,  and  scan 
The  stars,  forgetting  earth  and  man. 
And  all  that  is  of  earth,  and  watch  the  spheres. 
And  dream  we  heard  their  music;  and,  with  tears 
Bom  of  our  bliss,  arise,  and  walk  again. 
Languid  with  passion's  epicurean  pain. 

Treading  the  feather'd  grasses, 

Through  misty,  moonlit  passes. 
On,  on,  along  some  vernal,  verdant  plain 
Our  steps  should  falter,  while  the  linnet's  strain 
Made  music  for  our  feet,  and,  keeping  time, 
Our  hearts  replied  with  gentle  chime, 
As  our  souls  throbb'd  responsive  to  the  rhyme 
Of  perfect  love,  which  Nature  murmur'd  round, 
Making  earth  holy  ground, 
And  as  the  gods  who  ruled  all  things  we  saw. 

Then  giving  way  to  mad  imaginings 
Born  of  the  time  and  place — 
The  perfume  which  pervaded  space. 
The  natural  emotions  of  our  race — 
We'd  vow  that  love  should  be  the  only  law 

Henceforth  for  earth ;  that  even  the  rudest  things 
Should  love  and  be  beloved :  while  we, 
The  Adam  and  Eve,  should  sit  enthroned,  and  see 
Ail  earth  an  Eden,  and  with  thankful  eyes 
Reverence  God  in  our  new  paradise. 
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THE  LOST  PLEIAD. 


Beautiful  sisters!  tell  me,  do  you  ever 

Dream  of  the  loved  and  lost  one,  she  who  fell 
And  faded  in  Love's  turbid,  crimson  river  1 

The  sacred  secret  tell. 
Calmly  the  purple  heavens  reposed  around  her, 

As.  chanting  harmonies,  she  danced  along : 
Ere  Eros  in  his  silken  meshes  bound  her, 
Her  being  pass'd  in  song. 

Once  on  a  day  she  lay  in  dreamy  slumber; 
Beside  her  slept  her  golden-tongued  lyre ; 
And  radiant  visions — fancies  without  number — 

Fiird  breast  and  brain  with  fire. 
She  dream'd ;  and  in  her  dreams  saw  bending  o'er 
her 
A  form  her  fervid  fancy  deified ; 
And,  waking,  view'd  the  noble  one  before  her, 
Who  woo'd  her  as  his  bride. 

What  words,  what  passionate  words  he  breathed, 
beseeching, 
Have  long  been  lost  in  the  descending  years ; 
Nevertheless,  she  listened  to  his  teaching. 

Smiling  between  her  tears. 
And  ever  since  that  hour  the  happy  maiden 
Wanders  unknown  of  any  one  but  Jove ; 
Regretting  not  the  lost  Olympian  Aidenn 
In  the  Elysium — Love ! 


NO  MORE. 

No  MoRK — no  more  !    What  vague,  mysterioui, 

Inexplicable  terrors  in  the  sound ! 

What  soul-disturbing  secrecies  abound 
In  those  sad  syllables !  and  what  delirious, 
W^ild  phantasies,  what  sorrowful  and  what  aerioua 

Mysteries  lie  hid  in  them !  No  More — No  Mora ! 

Where  is  the  silent  and  the  solemn  shore, 
Wash'd  by  what  soundless  seas,  where  all  imperiouB 
He  reigns  1    And  over  what  his  awful  reign  ? 

Who  questions,  maddens !  what  is  veil'd  in  shade, 

Let  sleep  in  shadow.  When  No  More  was  made, 
Eternity  felt  his  deity  on  the  wane, 
And  Zeus  rose  shrieking,  Saturn-like  and  hoar, 
Before  that  dread  Prometheus — No  Mors  ! 


AST  ARTE. 


Tht  lustre,  heavenly  star !  shines  ever  on  me. 
I,  trembling  like  Endymion  over-bent 
By  dazzling  Dian,  when  with  wonderment 
He  saw  her  crescent  light  the  Latmian  lea : 
And  like  a  Naiad's  sailing  on  the  sea. 

Floats  thy  fair  form  before  me :  the  azure  air 
Is  all  ambrosial  with  thy  hyacinth  hair : 
While  round  thy  lipe  the  moth  in  airy  glee 
Hovers,  and  hums  in  dim  and  dizzy  dreams, 

Drunken  with  odorous  breath :  thy  argent  eyea 
(Twin  planets  swiomiing  through  Love*s  lustroua 

skies) 
Are  mirror'd  in  my  heart's  eerenett  streams — 
Such  eyes  saw  Sh  a  k  sfsrs,  flashing  bold  and  bright^ 
When  queenly  Egypt  rode  the  Nile  at  night 
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THE  MUSIC  OF  THE  SPHERES. 
A"[L  la  Ihr  harniony  of  li«v«n  Rone! 


Tham 


...hymn, 


Han>  iho  jdn  liuali  <1  tliil  gluriou*  nong  of  oH, 

When  the  (liahl  iihruiik  ti>  thu  till  Oixiilent. 
Anil  ni>iniiii)[  kui'IiM  in  «tivaki  uf  burning  guld 

[.'{I  Ihu  gnj  liriuaiiinil ! 
Yiin  orlM  lU»l  wuti'h  •»  fixnilv  ahorc, 

Von  pUneU  cIwrainB  with  our  own  their  liiith, 
An!  Ihcjall  muteaalhisogh  llicibywthry  move, 

Like  out  iliui,  itkut  nnh  I 
Aad  huh  tha  aky  the  itcrp.  mTiilFTiouii  Kky, 

Ni)  Tuirv«  from  uuiiJ  yuii  ciirliii!;  thmii^  ! 
Arc  llwie  nil  lliunji'riiiu  cfhoci  wlieie  ihu  tiigh 

Pr'KerMuii  rulU  •long  t 
Ilalh  hewi'n  rve  chinipng  linti,  and  doth  it  glow 

Full  of  high  eloquciKe  whI  ;>>rli} 
AnJ  all  that  iiultra  tlic  lute  of  beauty  grow, 

Alul  yet  no  harmooy ) 
No  minie  (hen,  irhrre  roaiiir'i  font  halh  hern — 

No  twrrl  AHindii.  iivietlinq  ilrramily  bimI  long, 
When  nixlit  uij  nilrnr*  lintcn  to  drink  in 

Tbr  cbond  Mbtun  of  nang  T 
In  it  a  laMe  all  uf  ruly  liine. 

That  (he  ynuiiv  iiliint,  aa  ihry  1ea|i'<l  liy  our  nuth. 
Ran?  awii't  anJ  louil  a  di-r|i  unil  vuice-liku  chime, 

liLrc  llic  lint  aoul  haj  liiilh  ! 
Aik!  nax  (III'  "aiti-'a  thought  ■  Grtion  Ino, 

1'    .      .  ■■     ibMi-mhatrUwiiiuaraund. 

M'u  -.  :-''        :.  :ill  tlii'lr  niotini,'  arcluf  Muc 

A  ii.'<.'c-.-.'.,»iiii-  Muiiii  r 


M'r  kuiar  Ivar  iha  uiute  of  ihr  i . 

Caiuo  pealing  ihiuugb  llie  tky  !* 
\\  rtp  (hen  iiA  nralatloBa  Arnn  Ihr  ilerp. 

I '  ibrokcn  HillneB  of  yon  gliilrrini  hoat, 
Miirmunn^  on  old  TnvIHioB**  Infant  ileep, 

Like  Toice  of  bwMltf  (twit 


Did  Ibry  not  romr  la  Ihm  wba  tA'i  wa^  <^ 

In  Ihr  eool  hiwh  (if  bv^^hJW  r<>— 
Who  r.H  in  E.li.-Ut  iIh  C^MM**  raa. 

And  waiulrr'il  forth  to |^H«i 
DUihrynoifiJI:..    ',     ,T..»ffcOTr 

On  Ihe  rai>l  HoiiJrr  uf  ll  '    ^.i^^tmtLS. 
M,  Mn-irK  .-.-■.■.  fluek.  hr  rwd  h«  "i 

At-m>.lru:.:  .  tbeplunT 

Did        the  vm-  BiiJ  h..ty  turn  of  eU 

Uatith  hy  yoD  bunum  iiLtrm  in  tau.  :■'    .*: 
Thal«iHla'ni«hkti4a<-itf  tuTfW  waau^ 

Till  ChiiK,  the  tnrtM,  cmov  ? 
If.  O  jf  ofU,  jt  DfifT  yai  ha»»  <|ukra 

In  lanitUB^  audibb—- «UI  Irt  mt  Irtl 
Ytiur  ailrnl  nofufd,  a'it  uj  twaft  aniirjifs. 

In  holy  iufljriire  itral ! 
And  let  me  trier  in  all  thing*  hnalAI 

A  nuluml  hartuiiny.  thai  Kjuilin.  apra«* . 
So  it  mar  wake  a  oonl  loo  mate  aad  4uL 

To  evcilaaliug  jiraiaea ! 


THE  BLEND  i^EER. 


That  L'nlvcml  f>nut,  wk 


He  tnTrlli'lh'vhrrTtln'af 

ilv  hrarvlh  tiii; 
Hr  TTili  I'rid  H^:.iluf  Jtt  lU  ta 

He  dwrllrih  ai>  amMg  lb*  hinwalj 
And  Trt  be  lomk,  M  «■  aU  do  lovt. 

To  hem.* 

H><  leave*  and  ft 
or  all  thU  weary  world,  u 


I'ha 
I  W!ii,-li 
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ut  here  are  winter-fruito  and  bloesoniB  too ; 

Those  silver  hairs  o*er  bended  shoulders  carrd, 
'hat  smile,  that  thought^fiU'd  brow,  ope  to  the  view 

Some  symbol  of  the  old  man*8  inner  world. 

)y  who  would  love  this  wondrous  world  of  sense. 
Though  steep'd  in  joy  and  ruled  by  beauty's 
queen, 

'  it  were  purchased  at  the  dear  expense 
Of  losing  all  which  souls  like  this  have  seen  ? 

[ay,  if  we  judged  aright,  this  glorious  all, 
Which  fills  like  thought  our  never-doubting  eyes, 

light  with  its  firm-built  grandeur  sink  and  fall 
Before  one  ray  of  soul-reaUties. 


THE  HOURS. 


The  hours  are  viewless  angels, 

That  still  go  gliding  by. 
And  bear  each  ininute^s  record  up 

To  Him  who  site  on  high. 

And  we,  who  walk  among  them. 

As  one  by  one  departo. 
See  not  that  they  are  hovering 

Forever  round  our  hearts. 

Like  summer-bees,  that  hover 

Around  the  idle  flowers, 
They  gather  every  act  and  thought. 

Those  viewless  angel-hours. 

The  poison  or  the  nectar 

The  heart's  deep  flower-cups  yield, 
A  sample  still  they  gather  swift. 

And  leave  us  in  the  field. 

And  some  flit  by  on  pinions 

Of  joyous  gold  and  blue, 
And  some  flag  on  with  drooping  wings 

Of  sorrow's  darker  hue. 

But  still  they  steal  the  record, 

And  bear  it  far  away ; 
Their  mission-flight  by  day  or  night 

No  magic  power  can  stay. 

And  as  we  spend  each  minute 

That  God  to  us  hath  given, 
The  deeds  are  known  before  His  throne. 

The  tale  is  told  in  heaven. 

These  bee-like  hours  we  see  not. 
Nor  hear  their  noiseless  wings ; 

We  only  feel,  too  oft,  when  flown, 
That  they  have  left  their  stings. 

So,  teach  me,  Heavenly  Father, 

To  meet  each  flying  hour. 
That  as  they  go  they  may  not  show 

My  heart  a  poison-flower ! 

So,  when  death  brings  ite  shadows, 

The  hours  that  linger  last 
Shall  bear  my  hopes  on  angel-wings. 

Unfettered  by  the  past. 


STANZAS. 

Thouoht  is  deeper  than  all  speech; 

Feeling  deeper  than  all  thought : 
Souls  to  souls  can  nerer  teach 

What  unto  themselves  was  taught. 

We  are  spirite  clad  in  veils : 
Man  by  man  was  never  seen : 

All  our  deep  communing  Mia 
To  remove  the  shadowy  screen. 

Heart  to  heart  was  nevpi  known : 
Mind  with  mind  did  never  meet : 

We  are  columns  left  alone, 
Of  a  temple  once  complete. 

Like  the  stars  that  gem  the  sky. 
Far  apart,  though  seeming  near. 

In  our  light  we  scatter'd  lie ; 
All  is  thus  but  starlight  here. 

What  is  social  company 

But  a  babbling  summer-stream  1 
What  our  wise  philosophy 

But  the  glancing  of  a  dream  1 

Only  when  the  sun  of  love 

Melte  the  scatter'd  stars  of  thought, 
Only  when  we  live  above 

What  the  dim-eyed  world  hath  taught, 

Only  when  our  souls  are  led 

By  the  Fount  which  gave  them  birth. 
And  by  inspiration  led 

Which  they  never  drew  ^m  earth ; 

We,  like  parted  drops  of  rain. 
Swelling  till  they  meet  and  ran. 

Shall  be  all  absorb'd  again. 
Melting,  flowing  into  one. 


MY  THOUGHTS. 

Maitt  are  the  thoughts  that  come  to  m« 

In  my  lonely  musing ; 
And  they  drift  so  strange  and  swift, 

There's  no  time  for  choosing 
Which  to  follow,  for  to  leave 

Any,  seems  a  losing. 

When  they  come,  they  come  in  flocks, 

As  on  glancing  feather. 
Startled  birds  rise  one  by  one, 

In  autumnal  weather. 
Waking  one  another  up 

From  the  sheltering  heather. 

Some  so  merry  that  I  laugh. 
Some  are  grave  and  serious, 

Some  so  trite,  their  last  approach 
Is  enough  to  weary  us : 

Others  flit  like  midnight  ghosts. 
Shrouded  and  mysterious. 

There  are  thoughto  that  o'er  me  steal. 
Like  the  day  when  dawning ; 

Great  thoughte  wing'd  with  melody. 
Common  utterance  scorning. 

Moving  in  an  inward  tune, 
And  an  inward  morning. 
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Some  have  dark  and  drooping  wuig% 

Children  all  of  aorrow ; 
Some  are  as  gay,  aa  if  to^ay 

Could  lee  no  cloudy  morrow, 
And  yet  like  light  and  shade  thej 

Mutt  from  the  other  borrow. 

One  by  one  they  come  to  ma 
On  their  destined  mission; 

One  bv  one  I  see  them  fade 
With  no  hopeless  vision ; 

For  thoy  'vc  le^iie  on  a  step 
To  their  home  Elysian. 


I 
I 


BEAUTY. 

Sat,  where  does  beauty  dwell  T 
I  gaziHl  upon  the  dunce,  wht're  ladies  bright 

Were  movinc:  in  the  light 
Of  mirrors  and  of  lumiw.     With  music  and  with 
flowers, 
Dancetl  on  the  joyous  hours ; 
And  fairest  bosoms 
Heaved  liappily  Iieneath  the  winter-roaea'  Mnaiomi : 
And  it  is  well; 
Youth  hath  its  time, 
Merry  hearts  will  merrily  chime. 
The  forms  were  fair  to  see, 

Tlie  tones  were  sweet  to  the  ear, 
But  there's  beauty  more  rare  to  me. 
That  beauty  was  not  here. 

I  stood  in  the  open  air. 

And  gazed  on  nature  there. 

The  lieautiful  st:irs  were  over  my  head. 

The  crescent  moon  hung  over  the  west: 
Beauty  o*er  river  ami  hill  was  spread, 

Wooing  the  feveri^ih  soul  to  rest : 
Bt*auty  bn.'atlufl  in  the  summer-breeie, 
Benuty  rockM  the  whiK|N'rin{;  trees. 
Was  mirrorM  in  the  sleeping  billow. 
Was  l>endin{;  in  the  sw:i\ini;  willow, 
Fl«H>ding  the  skies,  liathuii;  the  earth, 
Givint;  mU  lovely  thini^s  a  birth: 
All — all  was  fair  to  m^c^— 

All  was  nwi^et  to  the  ear : 
But  there's  InmuIv  mon'  fair  to 

That  lieauty  was  not  here. 

r  sat  in  my  room  alone. 
My  heart  lieuran  a  tone : 
Its  rit-Mfthintr  strains  were  such 
An  if  a  spirit's  touch 
W«'re  vixitinir  its  chorda. 
Soon  it  i^.itlierM  words, 
Pouriii'4  forth  its  fcelincjs, 
And  its  deep  revealinits: 
Thoui^hts  and  f inries  came 
Willi  tlirir  bncliteiiint;  flame. 
Truth*  of  deejH'nt  worth 
Sprang  imboditnl  forth— 


Deep  and  aolrmn  wy 

Spiritual  barmoniea. 
And  the  faith  thai  eonq 
Strong,  and  lovely,  and  auMiBcu 

Then  the  purpoaea  of  lifc 
Stood  apart  from  ml^ar 
Labour  in  the  path  of  duly 
Gleam'd  up  like  a  thiiiir  of 
Beauty  shone  in  arlMnuaL 
In  the  sternest  hour  of 
In  a  meek  obedience 
To  the  will  of  Providrpc*— 
In  the  t<>4v  vympalhiea 
That,  tnri^ting  arl6sh  roar. 
Prompted  acts  thai  sought  the 
Of  every  spirit : — underslood 
7*he  wantii  of  every  hamaa 
Ka:;er  ever  to  impart 
BlessiniTM  to  the  wrarr  soul 
That  hath  felt  the  brttrr  worU*a 


Here  is  lieautf  such  aa  ne*er 
Met  the  eye  or  charm 'd  the  ear. 
In  the  souPs  hitrh  duties  then  f  Ml 
That  the  loftiest  beauty  ever  Jwch. 


I 


ON  HEARING  TRIIMPHAXT  MX'^,-: 

That  joyous  strain. 
Wake — wake  again  ! 
0*er  the  dead  stillness  uf  taw  aoul  it 
Ring  out.  ring  out 
The  music-shout  ? 
I  hear  the  sounding  of  thy  flying 
And  to  mf  snul  the  harmonv 
Comes  like  a  freahening  orab 

Airnin.  again ! 
Farewell,  dull  pain  ; 
Thou  heart-ache,  nse  not  whUc 
Hail  feelinsrs,  hence ! 
I  feel  a  sense 
Of  a  new  hfe  come  like  a  nulling 

?^nH.hi>nin^  the  fituntaina  pai«k*4 
lliat  in  my  spirit  lie. 

That  elorious  strain ! 
O !  from  my  brain 
I  see  the  shadows  flitting  like  aesK 
A  liebt.  a  light 
Shines  in  lo-night 
Round  the  Qtxid  angels  tmnfHttg  to 
Anil  the  Mark  cloud  is  rent  ia 
Brfore  the  ascen  Jing 


■ek 


I 


It  dies  away-— 
It  w  ill  not  slay- 
So  swet't — «o  fleeting.     Yet  to 
Siranse  peace  of  nund 
I  could  not  find 
Befon'  that  triumph-strain  the 
Si  I  1ft  ii  ever  come  to  bm 
With  an  uud)ing  harmooj 
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in  1839.  It  possesses  considerable  merit,  but  is 
not  so  carefully  finished  as  some  of  his  minor 
pieces,  nor  is  there  any  thing^trikingly  original  in 
its  fable  or  sentiments,  fln  writings  are  more 
distinguished  for  elegance  than  for  vigour. 


GO  FORTH  INTO  THE  FIELDS. 


Go  forth  into  the  fields, 
Ye  denizens  of  the  pent  city's  mart ! 
Go  forth  and  know  the  gladness  nature  yields 

To  the  care-wearied  heart. 

licavc  ye  the  feverish  strife, 
The  jostling,  eager,  self-devoted  throng;— 
Ten  thousand  voices,  waked  anew  to  life. 

Call  you  with  sweetest  song. 

Hark !  from  each  fresh-clad  bough. 
Or  blissful  soaring  in  the  golden  air. 
Bright  hirds  with  joyous  music  bid  you  now 

To  spring's  loved  haunts  repair. 

The  silvery  gleaming  rills 
Lure  with  soft  murmurs  from  the  grassy  lea, 
Or  gayly  dancing  down  the  sunny  hills. 

Call  loudly  in  their  glee ! 

And  the  young,  wanton  breeze, 
"With  breath  all  odorous  from  her  blossomy  chase, 
In  voice  low  whispering  *mong  th'embowering  trees, 

Woos  you  to  her  embrace. 

Go — breathe  the  air  of  heaven, 
Where  violets  meekly  smile  upon  your  way ; 
Or  on  some  pine-crown'd  summit,  tempest  riven, 

Your  wandering  footsteps  stay. 

Seek  ye  the  solemn  wood, 
"^^'^lose  giant  trunks  a  verdant  roof  uprear. 
And  listen,  while  the  roar  of  some  far  flood 

Thrills  the  young  leaves  with  fear ! 

Stand  by  the  tranquil  lake. 
Sleeping  mid  willowy  banks  of  emerald  dye. 
Save  when  the  wild  bird's  wing  its  surface  break. 

Checkering  the  mirror'd  sky — 

And  if  within  your  breast, 
Hallow'd  to  nature's  touch,  one  chord  remain ; 
If  aught  save  worldly  honours  find  you  blest, 

Or  hope  of  sordid  gain, — 

A  strange  delight  shall  thrill, 
A  quiet  joy  brood  o'er  you  like  a  dove ; 
Earth's  placid  beauty  shall  your  bosom  fill. 

Stirring  its  depths  with  love. 

O,  in  the  calm,  still  hours. 
The  holy  Sabbath-hours,  when  sleeps  the  air. 
And  heaven,  and  earth  deck'd  with  her  beauteous 

Lie  hush'd  in  breathless  prayer, —  [flowers. 


Pass  ye  the  proud  fane  by. 
The  vaulted  aisles,  by  flaunting  folly  trod. 
And,  'neath  the  temple  of  the  uplifted  sky, 

Go  forth  and  worship  Gon  ! 


TO  THE  AUTUMN  FOREST. 

RxspLxif  DBXT  hues  are  thine ! 
Triumphant  beauty — glorious  as  brief! 
Burdening  with  holy  love  the  heart's  pure  shrine, 

Till  tears  afford  relief. 

What  though  thy  depths  be  hush'd ! 
More  eloquent  in  breathless  silence  thou, 
Than  when  the  music  of  glad  songsters  gush'd 

From  every  green-robed  bough. 

Gone  firom  thy  walks  the  flowers ! 
Thou  askest  not  their  forms  thy  paths  to  fleck  ;— 
The  dazzling  radiance  of  these  sunlit  bowers 

Their  hues  could  not  bedeck. 

I  love  thee  in  the  spring. 
Earth-crowning  forest !  when  amid  thy  shades 
The  gentle  south  first  waves  her  odorous  wing. 

And  joy  fills  all  thy  glades. 

In  the  hot  summer-time. 
With  deep  delight  thy  sombre  aisles  I  roam. 
Or,  soothed  by  some  cool  brook's  melodious  chime. 

Rest  on  thy  verdant  loam. 

But,  0,  when  autumn's  hand 
Hath  mark'd  thy  beauteous  foliage  for  the  grave, 
How  doth  thy  splendour,  as  entranced  I  stand, 

My  willing  heart  enslave ! 

I  linger  then  with  thee. 
Like  some  fond  lover  o'er  his  stricken  bride ; 
Whose  bright,  unearthly  beauty  tells  that  she 

Here  may  not  long  abide. 

When  my  last  hours  are  come, 
Great  God  !  ere  yet  life's  span  shall  all  be  fill'd, 
And  these  warm  lips  in  death  be  ever  dumb,- 

This  beating  heart  be  still'd,— 

Bathe  thou  in  hues  as  blest- 
Let  gleams  of  Heaven  about  my  spirit  play ! 
8o  shall  my  soul  to  its  eternal  jwi 

In  glory  pass  away  I 
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WILLIAM   JEWETT   PABODIE. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIEND. 

Go!Vc  in  the  flu«h  of  youth ! 
Gone  ere  thy  heart  hail  frit  earth*i  withering  can ; 
Era  the  iiter'n  world  had  BoilM  thy  spirit**  truth. 

Or  Mwn  dark  sorrow  there. 

Fled  like  a  tlream  away  ! 
But  ycstcnlay  mid  lilc'ii  auroral  bloom^ 
To-day,  Mul  winter,  doaolatc  and  gray, 

Sighn  round  thy  lonely  tomb. 

Fond  heartfi  were  heating  high. 
Fond  eycri  were  watching  for  the  loved  one  gone, 
And  gentle  vuicen.  deeming  thou  wert  nigh, 

Talked  of  thy  glad  return. 

They  watchM — not  all  in  vain— 
T\ry  fonu  once  more  the  wonte<l  thfe«hold  paai'd; 
Dut  choking  boIm,  and  ti'iim  like  summer-rain, 

WelcomM  tliee  home  at  last. 

Friend  of  my  youth,  farewell ! 
To  thee,  we  trunt,  :i  huiipirr  life  ih  given ; 
One  tic  to  eartli  for  um  huth  l<H)ri«H]  itji  spell, 

Another  formM  fur  heaven. 


OUR  COUNTRY. 


Ora  country  ! — 't  \n  a  glorious  land ! 

With  broad  arms  f«treti*h*d  from  Hhore  to  shore, 
The  proud  Pacific  chafcM  her  strand. 

She  hears  the  dark  Atlantic  roar; 
Ami,  nurtured  on  her  ample  breast. 

How  many  a  gooiily  pn>!«|icct  lies 
In  Nature's  wildent  grandeur  drest, 

Enameird  with  her  loveliest  dyes. 

Rich  prairies,  deckM  ^  ith  flowers  of  gold, 

Like  Kunlit  occnnx  ri>ll  afar ; 
Broad  laken  her  azure  heavens  behold. 

Reflet*!  in  if  clear  each  tn'mbling  star, 
And  misrhty  riveni.  mountiiin-twm. 

Go  iiweepin?  onwanl.  dark  ami  deep, 
Throut^h  fttrext:*  when'  the  iN^undinv  fawn 

Beneath  their  iiheltering  branches  leap. 

And,  cradleil  mid  her  clustering  hills, 

Swet^t  vaU*«  in  dn'ainlike  li«.*auty  hide, 
Whert»  love  ihe  iiir  wilh  inuMC  filU; 

And  calm  content  iiml  }H>ace  abide ; 
For  plenty  here  her  fiihiet!*  pmirs 

In  rich  profusion  oVr  the  litiul. 
And,  wMit  to  wir-e  her  eenerouK  Mtore, 

Then*  prowls  no  tynint'i*  hirelin;^  band. 

Gn*:it  (fiiD  !  we  th:ink  thee  for  thi-*  home— 

This  lM>unteous  liirthl.iihl  i>f  the  frve; 
Where  wanderer*  fn^ni  nfiir  may  come. 

And  breathe  the  air  of  lilvrty ! — 
Still  niuy  her  flowers  untramplefl  spring. 

Her  Imnestji  wave,  her  eilii'*  rise ; 
.\ii«1  yet.  till  Time  <h:ill  fold  his  wintr, 

Remain  Earth's  loveliest  paradise ! 


I  HEAR  THY  VOICE.  O  SPRIN' 


I  »AB  thy  Toicp.  O  Spring* 
Its  flute-like  tones  are  floating  throofh  t^  i 
Winning  my  soul  with  thrtr  viU  raiM^^E^ 

From  earth's  heait-wearyuif  care 


I 


Divinely  sweet  thy  .^ 

But  vet,  nethinks,  as  near  the 
Low  sighs  on  viewlrsa  win^  are 

Tears  gem  the  sfirin^iuf 

For  where  are  ther.  the 
The  loved,  the  beautiful,  whn.  i 
A  vear  nziuie.  alon;  thr<ie  vallrvs 

Ihtl  hear  thiv  and  rrjoice ! 

Thou  fHvk'st  ff»r  them  in 
No  more  they  *11  irreet  f  hre  in  thy  jaw 
Calmlv  thev  ii!ee:>  henralh  the 

•  •  I 

Or  nitHikler  in  the 


hett  thv  vara. 


Yet  {leace,  my  heart — He  alill  * 
Look  upward  to  yon  axurr  ^ky  and  kaow. 
To  heavenlier  mu^ic  now  thrir  Koaoaw  ^rH 

Where  balmier  hrrrzr«  Mow. 


[  For  them  halh  Mormi'd 

I  Whose  floMcrs  perennial  derk  a  hoAsrr 

I  WlioM*  muMC  is  the  stm^  that  sri 
'  Whose  light,  the  unile  of 


I  STOOD  BE.^IDE  HIS  GR.%VE. 

I  WToop  beside  the  srravr  of  hia» 

Whoso  heart  with  mine  h^ 
While  memories,  fmm  their 

Throng'd  mournful,  yet  h 

It  was  a  calm  ^plemlier  ev*. 

The  stars  sliile  tremMm?  ifito 
8(1  ve  where  the  dav.  a*  I<ilh  to 

Still  flui^h'd  the  he-kvens  with 

The  crickets  in  the  ^raMS  w         _ 

The  cit\ '«  miirmiir  aitftly  ML 
And  scarce  Ihe  dewy  air  waa  ■tirr''^ 

As  faintly  loll'd  the  evraini 

O  Death !  h.id  then  thr  siimi 

To  bid  m«'  fmm  thi«  wori«l 
How  triad !y  hul  I  hailM  the  daoaa 

Thul  strrtrh'd  me  by  his  ly^uMfrif  riai  * 

And  twiliirht  derpen'd  into  iu||hl« 

And  nitiht  it^Mf  gjrw  wiU 
For  clouds  ro«r  djrkly  on  the 

A  nil  winiN  sich*d  moumfiil  oo  thi 


And  yet  I  linarer'd  mid  the 
Thoueh  f;k-am*d  no  star  il 

Ft>r.  O.  'twas  agony  to  tars 
Anil  leave  him  lo  his 


CORNELIUS    MATHEWS. 


[Born,  iei5.] 


Mr.  Mathcws  was  bom  in  New  York  in  1815; 
was  graduated  at  Columbia  College,  in  that  city, 
in  1835  ;  was  admitted  an  attorney  and  counsel- 
lor  in  1837;  and  has  since  devoted  his  attention 
chiefly  to  literature.  A  notice  of  his  novels  and 
essays  may  be  found  in  "  The  Prose  Writers  of 
Aiiterica/'  pages  543-554.  His  principal  poeti- 
cal compositions  are,  "  Wakondah,  the  Master  of 
Life,"  founded  upon  an  Indian  tradition,  and  **  Man 
in  the  Republic,  a  series  of  Poems."  Each  of  these 
works  has  appeared  in  several  editions.  There 
is  a  diversity  of  opinions  as  to  the  merits  of  Mr. 
Mathews.  He  has  been  warmly  praised,  and 
ridiculed  with  unsparing  severity.  The  **  North 
American  Review,"  which  indeed  does  not  profess 
any  consistency,  has  spoken  of  his  "  Man  in  the 
Republic"  with  both  derision  and  respect,  and  for 


whatever  condemnation  others  have  ezprened,  hia 
friends  can  perhaps  cite  at  high  authorities  in 
approval.  This  may  doubtless  be  said,  both  of  his 
prose  and  verse,  that  it  illustrates  truly,  to  the  ex- 
tent of  the  author's  abilities,  directed  by  much  and 
honest  observation,  the  present,  in  our  own  country ; 
or  perhaps  it  may  be  said  with  more  justice,  in 
New  York.  The  poems  on  "  Man  in  the  Repub- 
lic" are  entitled,  "The  Child,"  «The  Father," 
"  The  Teacher,"  «  The  Statesman,"  *«  The  Reform- 
er," «  The  Masses,"  Ac 

In  the  last  edition,  the  author,  referring  toaome 
friendly  criticisms,  observes :  **  I  have  carefully  con- 
sidered whatever  has  been  objected  to  them,  and 
where  I  could,  in  good  conscience,  and  according 
to  the  motions  of  my  own  taste,  have  made  amend- 


ment 


tf 


THE  JOURNALIST. 


As  shakes  the  canvass  of  a  thousand  ships, 
Struck  by  a  heavy  land-breeze  far  at  sea — 

Ruffle  the  thousand  broad-sheets  of  the  land. 
Filled  with  the  people's  breath  of  potency. 

A  thousand  images  the  hour  will  take,       [sings ; 

From  him  who  strikes,  who  rules,  who  speaks,  who 
Many  within  the  hour  their  grave  to  make — 

Many  to  live  far  in  the  heart  of  things. 

A  dark-eyed  spirit,  he  who  coins  the  time. 
To  virtue's  wrong,  in  base  disloyal  lies — 

Whom  akes  the  morning's  breath,the  evening's  tide. 
The  utterer  of  his  blighting  forgeries. 

How  beautiful  who  scatters,  wide  and  free. 
The  gold-bright  seeds  of  loved  and  loving  truth ! 

By  whose  perpetual  hand  each  day  supplied, 
Leaps  to  new  life  the  nation's  heart  of  youth. 

To  know  the  instant,  and  to  speak  it  true. 
Its  pasing  lights  of  joy,  its  dark,  sad  cloud — 

To  fix  upon  the  unnumber'd  gazers'  view. 
Is  to  thy  ready  hand's  broad  strength  allowed. 

There  is  an  inwrought  life  in  every  hour. 
Fit  to  be  chronicled  at  large  and  told — 

'Tis  thine  to  pluck  to  light  its  secret  power. 
And  on  the  air  its  many-coloured  heart  unfold. 

The  angel  that  in  saud-dropp'd  minutes  lives. 
Demands  a  message  cautious  as  the  ages— 

Who  stuns,  with  whirling  words  of  hate,  hia  ear, 
That  mighty  power  to  boundless  wrath  enrages. 

Shake  not  the  quiet  of  a  chosen  land. 
Thou  grimy  man  over  thine  engine  bending; 

The  spirit  pent  that  breathes  the  life  into  its  limbs, 
Docile  for  love  is  tyrannous  in  rending. 


Obey,  rhinoceros  !  an  infant's  hand — 
Leviathan  !  obey  the  fisher  mild  and  yoiing! 

Vex'd  ocean  !  smile,  for  on  thy  broad-beat  sand 
The  little  curlew  pipes  his  shrilly  song. 


THE  CITIZEN. 

With  plainness  in  thy  daily  pathway  walk, 
And  disencumber'd  of  excess :  no  other 

Jostling,  servile  to  none,  none  overstalk. 
For,  right  and  lefl,  who  passes  is  ihj  brother. 

Let  him  who  in  thy  upward  countenance  lookup 
Find  there  in  meek  and  soften'd  majesty 

Thy  Country  writ,  thy  Brother,  and  thy  God ; 
And  be  each  motion  onward,  calm,  and  free. 

Feel  well  with  the  poised  ballot  in  thy  hand, 
Thine  unmatch'd  sovereignty  of  right  and  wrong, 

'Tis  thine  to  bless  or  blast  the  waiting  land, 
To  shorten  up  its  life  or  make  it  long. 

Who  looks  on  thee,  with  gladness  should  behold 
A  self-delivered,  self-supported  Man — 

True  to  his  being's  mighty  purpose — true 
To  this  heaven-bless'd  and  God-imparted  plan. 

'  Nowhere  within  the  great  globe's  skyey  round 
'     Canst  thou  escape  thy  duty,  grand  and  high — 
I  A  man  unhedged,  unbunneted,  anboand — 
Walk  to  the  tropic,  to  the  desert  fly. 

A  full-fraught  hope  upon  thy  shoulder  leans, 
And  beats  with  thine,  the  heart  of  half  the  world; 

Ever  behind  thee  walks  the  shining  past. 
Before  thee  bums  the  star^tripe,  hx  unfori'd. 
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JEDIDIAH   HUNTINGTON. 


[Born,  1814.] 


The  author  of  "  Alice,  or  the  New  Una,"  is  of 
the  eminent  families  of  Heir tinotott  and  Trum- 
bull, in  Connecticut,  and  is  a  brother  of  Mr.  Huir- 
TI7IOTOX  the  painter.  He  was  bom  in  1814,  and 
was  educated  fur  the  profession  of  physic,  which 
be  practised  for  several  years ;  but  turning  his  at- 
tention  to  theology,  he  became  in  1839  a  candidate 
for  orders  in  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church,  and 
soon  aflcr  was  appointed  one  of  the  professors  in 
St  Paul's  College,  Long  Island.  He  was  subse- 
quently, during  a  short  period,  rector  of  a  church 
in  Middlebury,  Vermont;  but  his  health  failing, he 
went  to  Europe,  and  passed  several  years  in  Italy. 

In  1843  he  published,  in  New  York,  a  volume 
of  Poems,  comprising  "  The  Trysiing-Place,"  a 
romantic  story  ;  "  Fragments  and  Inscriptions  from 
the  Greek  ;'*  *'  Inscriptions  and  Fragments  from  the 


Female  Poets  of  Greece  f  «  Sacred  Pieces,"  con- 
sisting chiefly  of  translations  from  ancient  Latin 
hymns ;  <*  The  Northern  Dawn,"  **  Sketches  in  the 
Open  Air,**  and  miscellaneous  sonnets  and  other 
short  pieces,  all  of  which  are  in  ■  style  of  schol- 
arly elegance. 

In  1849  Mr.  Huftixotoit  published,  in  Lon- 
don, "  Alice,  or  the  New  Una,"  a  romance  which 
attracted  much  attention  for  its  literary  and  speo- 
ulative  characteristics.  Its  ingeniously  dramatic 
though  frequently  improbable  incidents,  its  highly- 
finished  and  poetical  diction,  and  the  skill  with 
which  the  views  of  the  author — those  of  the  ex- 
treme "  Tractarians" — are  maintained  and  illus- 
trated, secured  for  it  at  once  the  favourable  consid- 
eration of  critics  in  art,  and  the  applaase  of  a  reli- 
gious party. 


»  N^  ^>iir*V  > 


SONNETS 

SUGGESTED  BY  THE  CORONATION  OF  QUEEN 

VICTORIA. 
AUGUST  4,  larjs. 

I.    THE    ABBKT. 

WiTHijr  the  minster's  venerable  pile 

What  pomps  unwonted  flash  upon  our  eyes ! 

What  galleries,  in  gold  and  crimson,  rise 
Between  the  antique  pillars  of  the  aisle, 
Crowded  with  England's  gayest  life;  the  while 

Beneath,  her  dead,  unconscious  glory  lies ; 

Above,  her  ancient  faith  still  seeks  the  skies; 
And  with  apparent  life  doth  well  beguile 
Our  senses  in  that  ever-growing  roof; 

W  hence  on  the  soul  return  those  recollections 
Of  her  great  annals — built  to  be  time-proof. 

Which  chiefly  make  this  spot  the  fittest  scene 
Wherein  to  consecrate  those  new  affections 

We  plight  this  day  to  Britain's  virgin  queen. 


II.    THE    <lUEE3f. 

How  strange  to  see  a  creature  young  and  fair 

Assume  the  sceptre  of  these  widespread  lands ! — 

How  in  her  femininely  feeble  hands 
The  orb  of  empire  shall  she  ever  bear ! — 
And  crowns,  they  say,  not  more  with  gems  than  care 

Are  weighty  :  yet  with  calmest  mien  she  stands; 

August  in  innocence  herself  commands, 
And  will  tliat  stately  burden  lightly  wear. 
Claims  surely  inoffensive  ! — W'hat  is  she  1 

Of  ancient  sovereignty  a  living  shoot ; 
The  latest  blossom  on  a  royal  tree 

Deep  in  the  past  extends  whose  famous  root ; 

And  realms  from  age  to  age  securely  free, 

Gather  of  aocial  peace  its  yet  unfailing  fruit 
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ITT.    THE    CBOWlTTire. 

How  dazzling  flash  the  streams  of  colonr'd  light. 

When  on  her  sacred  brow  the  crown  ii  placed ! 

And  straight  her  peers  and  dames  with  hangh^ 
haste 
Their  coronets  assume,  as  is  their  right. 
With  sudden  blaze  making  the  temple  bright 

Does  man's  enthosianm  run  to  waste. 

By  which  a  queen's  investiture  is' graced 
With  deafening  demonstrations  of  delight, 
That  from  the  cannon's  roar  protect  the  ear  ? 

We  may  not  dare  to  think  so,  for  His  sake 
Whose  word  has  link'd  king's  honour  and  God's 
fear. 

Nor  is  it  servile  clamour  that  we  make, 
Who,  bom  ourselves  to  reign,  in  her  revere 

The  kingly  nature  that  ourselves  partake. 


ON  READING  BRYANT'S  POEM  OF 
"THE  WINDS." 


Ye  Winds,  whose  various  voices  in  his  lay 
That  bard  interpreted — ^your  utterance  mild, 
Nor  less  your  ministration  fierce  and  wild, 

Of  those  resistless  laws  which  ye  obey 

In  your  apparent  lawlessness—oh  say ! 
Is  not  your  will-less  agency  reviled 
When  it  is  liken'd  unto  what  is  styled 

By  such  unwise  the  Spirit  of  the  Day  t 

Not  all  the  islands  by  tornadoes  swept, 
E'er  knew  such  ruin  as  befiiHs  a  state 

When  not  the  winds  of  God,  but  mortal  l^reath. 
With  threatening  sweetness  of  melodiout  Jiat» 
Assaults  the  fiibrics  reverent  ages  kept     t 

To  shelter  ancient  loyalty  and  fidth. 

2p2  Ud 


JEDIDIAH  HUNTINGTON. 


TO  EMMELLNE:  A  THBBXODIA. 


!<iHT£K !   <■«  IK  lurh  I  l.ivft]  Ihn, 

Mav  I  n.il  tlif  iiriviloRC  cUim 
A*  IhV  LrolhiT  1,.  I.monl  lh«. 


Whn  Aii  walrh  ihr  final  tAnrilet 

Willi  itiil  wi-rp  ivhrn  it  wtin  o'rr! 
W "hiw  tlip  tiMo-  whirh  thrn  coiwakd 

Onp  by  thtv  l«loTiiJ  innn  ? 
l.i|«  lliiil  kiu'J  thy  CuliI  wliite  fonhHil, 

t^atc  iiMV  kiiii;  lliy  ri'qiiiriii; 
iUi\A»  ihut  i-tiMPil  thy  litiiri'iimg  ejriija, 

tfhi>ulJ  il  not  U-  wril  hy  Ihvm ! 
To  prrrunn  (Kihif  ilnlh-lml  honaun 

Mutiuii'il  n  ucli  my  ili'i'p  regrel ; 
Bui  to  crii'hnii?  thv  viriiiit 

!■  ■  ti.k  man-  ..'lulhiiiK  yrt. 
OVr  Ihy  fiMliin-!'  iliMlhrfiimiici^. 

Ah  It'll'  lir.-l.k<-  HiiiiU-  lliut  iihy'J, 
By  ib>  Iwauty  ni  Tjiiuliar 

Ti'in  dnw  lurlb  vliiih  WMn  it  may' J. 
(to  itiB  tnttaorf  of  Ihy  KnHliirH 

Calm*  ih*  Rrirf  ili"!  (»"<>  >■  KiirinEt: 
Ihat  whk-h  iiukri  iiur  Ik-u  ths  ereilul, 

Mwrrlfil  ruHiulAliiiii  1iiiiik«. 

Wlirii  llic  Cbrntun  inniilfli  fiiulclh 

^^'r  ni>>uiii  mit  ■■  ilkl  thv  biiiilirn 

HviT  lii-iuty  uiipiHM-aq'd. 
AHlhrlri>J>'rMi:»tuER, 

In  t1i:it  •wn^ly  iiiouriiful  iitrain, 
!4uiii[  thv  tilr  iif  t'LkkRKrt 

How  hiT  »i(i!iii  luiic  unloowJ. 

Sliriii  l^tnlh  .  .'.iitr'^.f  <li'|>t; 
A-f.irva.„l,-w,...M  A-i-   HI. 

I'urc  AMrKh.>i..[.-ww<-|.|. 
Fi>rlliPi»iai.>('HMi<Tiitiiti-<l 

Ni'iil  rrirrl  nu  hiiiiinn  li'i-4. 
Anil  llirri'  yrl  rrMiaJii'  i  inirri:iEO 

IlclK^  thui  Ihr  rinhly  it. 
A\V.l.lr(]  l.nv  U  Iml  Ihr  kviuIhiI 

<ll'.li,>IJ(-riiii<.|.-rv. 
Wliirb  utiln  Ihi-  l.iiiili-.^  .hiIt 

V.-Tt  AiM  uiir<l.<nl  li-. 
Lilt-  IIII.I  lliifr,  irh.-n  llirv 

S.-r.u  lib.'  IXU-.  nrr  U'-.r 
tirjili  mid  II>i|-p.  >■>  nuiiil 

Antlirl^iir  »M<»i>-ii[y  l.i:ih, 
\\\>  il  hj|Jv  llil.  l'..rM!.ii.in„ie 

Thai  lh.iu  M  wi'ulU*!    **tte'  — 

In  Ihy  Niiiiiry  d 


iilli; 


In  Ihy  bii;4ik«  prapoffiana 
Woawn'a  ibcidn  *m  y*t. 

And  in  all  (h;  oioninc  irtinn 
With  thr  gnn  at  .^..Llt.^^  g 

Willi  iihil  liitbl  anil  sin  mAoi 

A.  if  ■ 


Lin«]  t^u 


So  llip  srirf  that  Jinii'd  At  bnalY 

SlioHor'J  girt!  nf  bixbrr  wat^ 
AnJ  Ihi-  (mil  of  Ixxh  ■  biidr* 

Vilely  nuw  wiihui  the  nnh. 
Nalurp.  pklhO.  Ifunl  nM. 

Writni  u|«n  fapr  •riibrr'd  ln>B^ 
Wiinli  iif  jw  rotuml  p 

Tu  the  bc'ait  bcr 


Grrraly  airrll  ifac  rliMlrriDi  ■■■nf 

WliriifT  Ihy  pavunii  apuii  «*■(; 
CIrir  UiP  «atrn  thry  f  iiiti»w  . 

Blue  thr  aluc*  ■!*>«•  Um«  tML 
rax'd  twiy  Ihc  apirit  •hatr 

Fnim  Ihr  hauiiU  lo  M  ao  diw> 
Or  at  will  Ibrir  £>nna  ■— i  n. 

In  ibrni  dolh  it  ntyftat  * 


Nijr  ilanr  (hr  far*  of  Nat«n; 

Human  fralum  ahow  il  Ua; 
Oii.  tlv  IhMC  br  faM  aa^wv 

firilwhrartHUtWlbw. 


Why  and  whaMB  M^MI  t) 

In  thr  olJ  famiEvJawM 
Mmi-I>lh,        ■!      -HbMi 

likiidmff«iaA«M%«aAr 

f<till  an  hranl  ihf  «a^^^ 
Holier  trr  know  lb*  worll  rf  ^ 
!•  n<it  Hu  from  dack  ^  h; 


Whkli  th»n  b 


JOHN  G.   SAXE. 


[Born,  1816.] 


JoH!?  G.  Saxk,  of  Highgate,  Franklin  county, 
Vermont,  was  bom  in  that  town  on  the  second 
day  of  June,  1816.  His  youth  was  passed  in  ru- 
ral occupations,  until  he  was  seventeen  years  of 
age,  when  he  determined  to  study  one  of  the  lib- 
eral professions,  and  with  this  view  entered  the 
grammar  school  at  St  Albans,  and  after  the  usual 
preliminary  course,  the  college  at  Middlebury, 
where  he  graduated  bachelor  of  arts  in  the  sum- 
mer of  1 839.  He  subsequently  read  law,  at  Lock- 
port  in  New  York  and  at  St.  Albans,  and  was  ad- 
mitted to  the  bar  at  the  latter  place,  in  September, 
1843,  since  which  time  he  has  been  practising  in 
the  courts,  with  more  than  the  average  success  of 
young  attorneys. 

I  rememl^er  that  when  Mr.  Saxe  was  in  college 
he  was  well  known  for  his  manly  character,  good 
sense,  genial  humour,  and,  for  an  undergraduate, 
large  acquaintance  with  literature.  He  preserves, 
with  fitting  increase,  his  good  reputation.  "  Be- 
sides writing  with  such  delightful  point  and  facil- 
ity," observes  a  friend  of  his,  "  he  is  one  of  the 
best  of  conversationists,  and  wastes  more  wit  in  a 
day  than  would  set  up  a  Yankee  *  Punch'  or  a 
score  of  *  Yankee  Doodles.'  He  is  a  good  general 
scholar,  well  read  in  the  best  English  authors,  and 
besides  his  comical  compositions,  has  produced 
many  pieces  of  grace  and  tenderness  that  evince 
a  genuine  poetical  feeling  and  ability." 


Mr.  Saxb  excels  most  in  fun,  burlesque,  and 
satire,  fields  upon  the  confines  of  the  domain  of 
poetry,  in  which  we  have  many  of  the  finest  spe- 
cimens of  lyrical  expression,  and  which  have  fur- 
nished, from  the  times  of  Jdtkital,  a  fair  propor- 
tion of  the  noblest  illustrations  of  creative  energy. 
His  verse  is  nervous,  and  generally  highly  finished  ; 
and  in  almost  all  cases  it  is  admirably  calculated 
for  the  production  of  the  desired  effects.  One  of 
the  happiest  exhibitions  of  his  skill  in  language  is 
in  the  piece  printed  in  the  Knickerbocker  Maga- 
zine, commencing — 

Sineing  through  the  foreats, 

Rattling  over  ridges. 
Shooting  under  arches, 

Kumbling  over  bridges ; 
Whizzing  through  the  mountains, 

Kuzzing  o'er  the  vale — 
Blf  S9  me  !  this  is  pleasant, 

Hiding  on  a  rail ! 

The  whole  composition  is  an  echo  and  reflection 
of  the  crowded  railroad  car. 

The  longest  of  his  productions  is  "  Progress,  a 
Satire,"  which  has  passed  through  two  editions, 
and  been  largely  quoted  for  its  felicitous  charac- 
terization of  popular  foibles.  His  "  New  Rape  of 
the  Lock,"  written  in  1847,  and  "Proud  Mi^s 
MacBride,"  written  in  1848,  are  in  the  vein  of 
Hooo,but  are  full  of  verbal  felicities  and  humour, 
and  are  fruits  of  original  observation  of  manuirj.. 


THE  PROUD  MISS  MACBRIDE. 

A  LEGEND  OF  GOTHAM. 


O,  TERRIBLY  proud  was  Miss  MacBbids, 
The  very  personification  of  pride. 
As  she  minced  along  in  fashion's  tide, 
Adown  Broadway — on  the  proper  side — 

When  the  golden  sun  was  setting ; 
There  was  pride  in  the  head  she  carried  so  high. 
Pride  In  her  lip,  and  pride  in  her  eye, 
And  a  world  of  pride  in  the  very  sigh 

That  her  stately  bosum  was  fretting : 

A  sigh  that  a  pair  of  elegant  feet, 
Sandafd  in  satin,  should  kiss  the  street — 
The  very  same  that  the  vulgar  greet 
In  common  leather  not  over  "  neat" — 

For  such  is  the  common  booting; 
(And  Christian  tears  may  well  be  shed, 
That  even  among  our  gentlemen-bred, 
The  glorious  Day  of  Morocco  is  dead, 
And  Day  and  Martin  are  raigning  instead, 

On  a  much  inferior  footing !) 


O,  terribly  proud  was  Misa  MacBrids, 
Proud  of  her  beauty,  and  proud  of  her  pride, 
And  proud  of  fifty  matters  beside — 

That  wouldn't  have  borne  dissection; 
Proud  of  her  wit,  and  proud  of  her  walk, 
Proud  of  her  teeth,  and  proud  of  her  talk, 
Proud  of  *'  knowing  cheese  from  chalk," 

On  a  very  slight  inspection ! — 

Proud  abroad,  and  proud  at  home, 
Proud  wherever  she  chanced  to  come — 
When  she  was  glad,  and  when  she  was  glum 

Proud  as  the  head  of  a  Saracen 
Over  the  door  of  a  tippling-shop ! — 
Proud  as  a  duchess,  proud  as  a  fop, 
"  Proud  as  a  boy  with  a  bran-new  top,' 

Proud  beyond  comparison ! 

It  seems  a  singular  thing  to  say. 

But  her  very  senses  led  her  astray 

Respecting  all  humility ; 

In  sooth,  her  dull,  aaricular  drum 

Could  find  in  humble  only  a  **  hum,' 

And  heard  no  sound  of  **  gentle*'  come, 

In  talking  about  gentility. 
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JOHN   G.  8AXE. 
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What  lowlf/  meant  «hr  diJ  n*t  know, 
For  nhr  always  avoided  "  cverytiiiii:;  low,** 

Willi  cure  the  iixNit  puiiclilinUH ; 
And.  queerer  stilU  the  uudihle  M)uiid 
Of  **  MiiHT-Hilly'*  Khe  never  had  fi>unJ 

In  tiie  adjective  8U(K'rciliuUH ! 

The  meanini;  t»f  mftk  she  never  knew, 
13ut  imagined  the  phruse  hud  Kornethinf?  to  do 
With  "  Mos«'rt,'*  a  ix'ddlini;  (lernmn  Jew, 
Who.  like  all  hnwkerK,  the  ci>untr>-  through, 

Wuri  "a  |>er84m  of  no  |H»siti>jii;** 
And  it  seeniM  to  her  excetnlin^ly  plain. 
If  tlie  won)  was  really  known  to  iH*rtaia 
To  a  \uL'.tr  (icniuiif  it  wasn't  ^eniiano 

To  a  hiJy  of  hi»;)i  condition ! 

Even  her  ijrares — not  her  Krarc — 
For  that  was  in  the  *•  vix-ative  caw" — 
C.'liiird  witli  the  lourh  of  her  icy  face. 

Sat  vrry  >tit11y  uinmi  her! 
She  never  rontewM  a  favour  aloud. 
Like  one  of  the  r>irn|ile,  cornnmn  crowds- 
Uut  coldly  Miiili'd.  and  fjintly  b«>w'd. 
A»  wlio  siiould  say,  **  Vou  do  nie  proud, 

And  do  yi>ur>elf  an  honour!'* 

And  yet  the  pride  of  Miw  MArUainE, 

Although  it  had  fifty  hohhiea  to  ride, 

Had  really  no  foundation ; 
But  like  the  faliri»  that  ^o^Nipi*  deviiiC" 
Thofte  siiiKle  storien  that  oth'n  arise 
And  Krow  till  they  reach  a  four-»l«">ry  itize — 

\N'a»  merely  a  fancy  creation  ! 

*Tiji  a  curiouri  fact  om  e%er  was  known 
III  human  nutun*.  hut  often  ohown 

Alike  in  cattle  and  oUtakje, 
That  pride,  like  pitfs  of  ■  certain  hr«»ed. 
Will  iniiiiat;e  to  live  and  thrivf  on  "feed** 

As  |NK>r  as  a  p:iii)>er'H  iMtta^e! 

Tliat  her  wit  ^ht>uld  never  h.ivf  made  her  vuin, 
W  as  -  like  her  fare —MilVn'ii'iilIy  plain  ; 

And,  a-*  to  her  imisiiMl  |HiMfrs. 
Althoiii;h  she  »au*  until  the  was  hiNi'iie, 
And  i»oUrd  notes  i%ith  a  hjiikrr's  force, 
'J'ht'V  were  ju-<t  such  notes  us  wi»  ne\er  endiir-v 

Fur  an\  un{uaintani-e  of  uura! 

Her  hirth.  iiideei),  was  uiicoiiirnnnly  hish — 
For  Mi<s  MAi'Uaiui:  firM  ti|H>niil  her  eye 
Through  a  hkylii;ht  liiiii.  on  the  liuht  of  the  sky  ; 

Hut  pridf  iis  a  curious  pas«ii>iio 
And  in  t.dkinu  aUmt  her  wealth  and  worth, 
She  alwa\s  fori;i»t  to  ineiition  her  hirth 

'J\i  (H'ople  of  rank  and  fashion ! 

( )f  all  the  MiMahle  thines  tm  earth. 
Tlie  ijuicri"it  one  i*  priile  of  hirth, 

Aniiiiii;  oiir  ••fierce  deinorracie !'* 
A  hriilje  :irrn-s  a  hundred  years, 
\V  itJMUit  II  prop  to  save  it  from  Mieer*— 
N«it  e\fn  a  couple  of  rotten  peer*— 
A  til  111::  ftir  laimhter,  Hivm,  and  jeera. 

Is  Amerii-aii  aristocracy  ! 

Knl;h^h  and  Irish.  French  and  Spanish, 
iierman.  Italian,  Dutch  ami  Daiiioh. 
L*roM«nii!  their  veins  until  they  vanish 


In  one  oonglofDeration ; 
S«>  Buhlle  ■  taoicle  of  Uoud,  iiwWffJ. 
No  heraldry-HARTiT  will  m 

In  finding  the  rirruUlian  ? 

1)i'|iend  upon  it,  my  mtihbwh  frieml. 
Vour  family  tlirrail  you  rwi'l 
Without  pumI  reason  to  afifirrhmd 
Vou  inav  find  it  wms'd  ml  the  §u^ 

li\  M>ine  pletieian  voratiuo ; 
Or,  Wiirse  tiian  that,  your  btM»tc«l  bmm 
May  end  in  a  loup  of  atri>ncer  iv 

That  plagued  some  wnitbj 


ViWl  Mi#4  MirlliiiiiK  had  somrthinc 
Hit  lofty  hirth  to  nourish  her  prtJe 
For  rich  was  the  okl  paternal  MsrBaiti 

.AcronlinK  to  publir  mriKMir  : 
.And  he  JiviHl  ■*  up  town."  in  a  splmiid 
And  kept  his  dauehter  on  dainty  fmrr. 
And  cavp  her  eeins  that  wrre  neh  and  •m.-v. 
.\nd  the  finest  rinj^  ariil  ihimes  ki  wear. 

And  feathers  enoUi^h  to  |4uinc  tier. 

An  honest  oK>chaiiic  was  Joa«  Mac  Baltic 

As  cvrr  an  li'Uietit  callim;  p!ie«l. 

Or  praeeil  an  hiMiesX  duty  ; 
For  JoHx  had  work'd  in  bia  earlv  &▼, 
In  **  |N)ts  and  |iear]»^"  the  leiscifeis  aay  — 
And  kept  a  shup  with  a  nch  array 
Of  thini;s  ill  the  Siiap  and  candAe  «a?'t 

III  the  lower  |«rt  uf  the  aty  ! 

No  **rarn  nrij'**  was  hone«t  Joav-^ 
^'I'hat '»  the  Latin  for  *•  saMe-awan''^^ 

Though  in  one  uf  his  fancy  flai^a^ 
A  wicket!  wat;.  «ho  meant  to  deffiie, 
Cali'd  honei»t  Joh^  ••  OM  Phrrnix  MtrBan 

*•  llecauw  he  njse  from  bis 

I.iltic  liy  little  he  urew  ts  be  rich, 
Itv  tH^ing  of  candle-fnds  and  *■ 
Till  hi'  rejch*d  at  la*l  an  opulrnl 

No  Vrry  uncoinmon  alT«ir: 
Fiir  hicttwy  quitr  cuiitinna  the  law 
F\pre««M  ill  the  ancient  SraOMib  aaw-^ 

A  Mil  KLii  mav  ciiEiie  to  ba  aav'r** 

■ 

A  lick  for  many  anil>iti->us  bram  ? 
She  hunK  their  hopes  upon  her  DOi»— 

(The  t'ljiirr  is  (|uite  Horatianf) 
I'ntil.  from  hahii.  the  member 
.-\s  vrry  a  hook  as  ever  eye  ka 

Tm  the  comiDoneat 

A  thnvinc  tailor  brec'd  her  haad. 
Hut  shi>  isavc  **the  firlksw**  to 

H\  a  violent  manual  aciaoa. 
she  |i«>rfrrtly  srom*d  the  beat  of  his  daiL 
Aihl  reckon'd  the  ninth  of  aaj  ■■■ 

.\n  eiccedinglj  vulitar 

Aniither,  whose  wen  waa 
W  an  mortified  with  a  boolleai 
In  a  way  that  was  qniia 
For.  thoutih  a  regular  Mi/or  bj 
He  wasn't  a  suitor  lo  auit  the 


•  •  Mirkle,  wi  ihrlli  WSJ  e 
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cut  him  off*  with  a  saw — and  bade 
The  cobbler  keep  to  his  calling  !* 

muse  must  let  a  secret  out : 
ifl  n*t  the  faintest  shadow  of  doubt 
'oiks  who  oflenest  sneer  and  flout 
kt  "  the  dirty,  low  mechanicals," 
ley  whose  sires,  by  pounding  their  knees, 
ling  their  legs,  or  tra<le8  like  these— 
ved  to  win  their  children  ease 
'rom  poverty's  galhng  manacles.) 

tobacconist  comes  and  sues, 
hinking  the  lady  would  scarce  refuse 
1  of  his  wealth  and  liberal  views, 
,  at  once,  with  "  If  you  choose — 
ind  could  you  really  love  him — " 
le  lady  spoiled  his  speech  in  a  huif, 
an  answer  rough  and  ready  enough, 

him  know  she  was  up  to  snufi^ 
nd  altogether  above  him ! 

ng  attorney,  of  winning  grace, 

carce  allow'd  to  •'  open  his  face," 

iss  MacBride  had  closed  his  case 

V^ith  true  judicial  celerity  ; 

e  lawyer  was  poor,  and  "seedy"  to  boot, 

>  say  the  lady  discarded  his  suit^ 

\  merely  a  double  verity  ! 

ist  of  those  who  came  to  court, 
I  lively  beau,  of  the  dapper  sort, 
lout  any  visible  means  of  support," 
.  crime  by  no  means  flagrant 

who  wears  an  elegant  coat, 
e  very  point  on  which  they  vote 

ragged  fellow  **  a  vagrant !" 

rtly  fellow  was  dapper  Jix, 
and  supple,  and  tall  and  trim, 
mooth  of  tongue  as  neat  of  limb ; 
nd  maugre  his  meagre  pocket, 
say  from  the  glittering  tales  he  told, 
fiM  had  slept  in  a  cradle  of  gold, 
V'xih  FoRTCJfATUS  to  Tock  it! 

lapper  Jim  his  courtship  plied 

1  the  fact  could  be  denied) 

an  eye  to  the  purse  of  the  old  MacBrids, 

nd  really  "nothing  shorter!" 

'  said  to  himself,  in  his  greedy  lust, 

never  he  dies — as  die  he  must — 

ields  to  Heaven  his  vital  trust, 

^ery  sure  to  'come  down  with  his  dust,* 

I  behalf  of  his  only  daughter." 

le  very  magnificent  Miss  MacBriuk, 

n  love,  and  half  in  pride, 

luite  graciously  relented ; 

ossing  her  head,  and  turning  her  back, 

[en  of  proper  pride  to  lack — 

a  Bride,  without  the  "  Mac," 

^  ith  much  disdain,  consented! 

that  people  who've  got  their  box 
ih  beneath  the  best  of  locks, 
'  from  all  financial  shocks, 
1  stock  their  fancy  with  fancy  stocks, 
ladly  rush  upon  Wall-street  rocks, 
Vitbout  the  least  apology  ! 


Alas !  that  people  whose  money-affain 
Are  sound,  beyond  all  need  of  repairs, 
Should  ever  tempt  the  bulls  and  bears 
Of  Mammon's  fierce  zoology  ! 

Old  JoHir  MacBbitib,  one  fatal  day. 
Became  the  unresisting  prey 

Of  Fortune's  undertakers; 
And  staking  all  on  a  single  die. 
His  founder'd  bark  went  high  and  dry 

Among  the  brokers  and  breakers ! 

At  his  trade  again,  in  the  very  shop 
Where,  years  before,  he  let  it  drop. 

He  follows  his  ancient  calling-— 
Cheerily,  too,  in  poverty's  spite, 
And  sleeping  quite  as  sound  at  night, 
As  when,  at  fortune's  giddy  height. 
He  UfKed  to  wake  with  a  dizzy  ifnght 

From  a  dismal  dream  of  falling. 

But  alas  for  the  haughty  Miss  MacBriuk, 
'T  was  such  a  shock  to  her  precious  pride ! 
She  could  n't  recover,  although  she  tried 

Her  jaded  spirits  to  rally ; 
'T  was  a  dreadful  change  in  human  affairs. 
From  a  Place  *'  up  town,"  to  a  nook  "  up  stairs,*' 

From  an  avenue  down  to  an  alley ! — 

'Twas  little  condolence  she  had,  God  wot — 
From  her  "  troops  of  friends."  who  had  n't  forgot 

The  airs  she  used  to  borrow ; 
They  had  civil  phrases  enough,  but  yet 
*T  was  plain  to  see  that  their  "  deepest  regret" 

Was  a  different  thing  from  sorrow ! 

They  own'd  it  could  n't  have  well  been  worse 

To  go  from  a  full  to  an  empty  purse : 

To  expect  a  "  reversion,"  and  get  a  reverse. 

Was  truly  a  dismal  feature ; 
But  it  wasn't  strange — they  whisper'd — at  all! 
That  the  summer  of  pride  should  have  its  fall 

Was  quite  according  to  Nature  ! 

And  one  of  those  chaps  who  make  a  pun, 
As  if  it  were  quite  leg^itimate  fun 
To  be  blazing  away  at  every  one 
With  a  regular,  double-loaded  gun — 

Remark'd  that  moral  transgression 
Always  brings  retributive  stings 
To  candle-makers  as  well  as  kings: 
For  ^  making  light  of  eereotM  things" 

Was  a  very  wick-ed  profession ! 

And  vulgar  people — the  saucy  churls — 
Inquired  about  **  the  price  of  pearls," 

And  mock'd  at  her  situation : 
"  She  wasn't  ruin'd — they  ventured  to  hope— 
Because  she  was  poor,  she  needn't  mope; 
Few  people  were  better  off  for  soap. 

And  that  was  a  consolation  !" 

And  to  make  her  cup  of  wo  run  over, 
Her  elegant,  ardent  plighted  lover 

Was  the  very  first  to  forsake  her ; 
"  He  quite  regretted  the  step,  'twas  true— 
The  lady  had  pride  enough  <  for  two,' 
But  that  alone  would  never  do 

To  quiet  the  butcher  and  baker !" 
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And  now  the  unhappy  Mi«  MArBRiDi — 
The  inerciit  f^hwt  of  hpr  early  pride — 

Uewailii  her  lonely  |MMi(ion  ; 
Cramp'd  in  I  ho  very  narrowetit  niche, 
Alwvi*  the  jKvir,  and  bolow  ihe  rich — 

WiM  ever  a  worite  condition  ? 

MORAL. 

Bociiuse  you  flourish  in  worldly  aflaira, 
Don't  ho  hauuhty,  and  put  on  airn. 

With  inMolont  pride  of  station! 
Don't  l>e  prouil,  and  turn  up  your  noae 
At  {Kiorer  jH'ople  in  plainer  clo'ert. 
Hut  learn,  for  the  Mke  of  your  niind*s  repote, 
'J'hat  Wfultli  'ii  a  hubhle  that  comeH — and  ({oea ! 
And  that  all  proud  flesh,  wherever  it  growa, 

U  vultject  to  irritation ! 


EXTRACTS  FUOM  ♦•PROGRESS." 

rA*iiiiox. 

What  iinpii>us  tniK-kery,  when  with  Koulleaa  art 
Fashion,  iut^u^ivl^  nerks  to  rul«>  the  lirart; 
Direetrt  how  i;rief  may  tastefully  Ik>  h«iriie ; 
Instruets  Hereaveuient  ju!«t  how  loni;  to  mourn; 
J^liows  Sorrow  how  hy  nice  di'iirer-i  to  fade. 
And  marks  its  measure  in  a  rihand's  shade! 
Ml  ire  iinpiiiUM  still,  when  throuuh  Iiit  wanton  lawa 
Slio  dr.M'iTjtes  Reli^^iiiu'H  i«;iiTi>d  eaUM* ; 
Sliowrt  how  •*  the  narrow  road"  in  easit'Mt  trtMl, 
And  how  Kenlerlent,  worniH  may  worship  (loii ; 
How  >aeri'd  riti's  may  U-ar  a  worldly  i;race, 
And  Nclf-aluM-ment  wear  a  haUL^hiy  face; 
How  HinniTM,  loni;  in  Folly's  inazeH  whirl'd, 
W  itli  pomp  and  splendour  may  *'  renounce  the 

world ;" 
How  "  Willi  all  siiinta  hereafler  to  ap|ieur,* 
Vet  quite  esi*a|«  the  vuli;ar  (lortion  horv ! 


»» 


*'TiiK  raiiSH. 

O  Mii.HT  the  nius««  prolontr  her  flow  in:;  rhyme, 
(TiK>  el>ts4-|y  cramp'd  hy  unrelenlim;  Tune, 
Whoso  dread  till  si-ythe  swings  heodlessiy  ulon;;. 
And.  missim;  s|N'eeheK,  cliprt  the  thread  of  nung), 
How  would  she  Ktrivo  in  tittini;  verm*  to  sini^ 
The  wondrous  procrest  of  the  printing  king ! 
Dihles  and  novels.  treatiM*s  and  soni^H, 
I.crtureri  on  "  rii;htj4."  and  stiietnres  u|K>n  wronga ; 
\'ers«>  in  all  nietres,  trawls  ui  all  climoH, 
lilivmes  withi>ut  reasttn,  sonnets  without  rhymes; 
"  Translatiiuis  from  the  French/*  tu%  vilely  dune, 
'J'he  whrat  CM-apim;.  leavos  the  chalV  alone ; 
Mentnirs  where  dunces  sturdily  osKiy 
'ill  ehiMt  ()|tli\ii)n  of  her  certain  prey; 
Critiijurs,  where  (todants  vaun(ini:ly  expoao 
liMi-ensed  verses  in  unlawful  prose; 
l..iiiipmtns.  who<4e  authors  strive  in  vain  to  throw 
Tilt- 1 r  headless  arrows  from  a  iiervele!««  liow  ; 
roinis  hy  \iiuths.  who,  crossing  Nature's  wi!!, 
H.iijiiu'ue  the  land!<'a(i«'  they  were  born  to  till; 
iiu^r  toiiii's  of  law.  that  lead  \ty  ruiitsed  rout«>s 
'I'lii'iu^h  .nirient  dti:;riias  down  to  modern  duul'lrtt 
\\  here  juilcrs  oft.  Mith  welNairected  ea*e, 
(ii\e  leauii  d  leuMUis  ior  ahsurd  decreea* 


I 


Or,  more  ingenioiia  arilU  eootrivv  to 

Soma  juat  «leciaion  nn  bUaci 

Or  Mink  the  point,  ami  haphr.  in  ita  p 

Moot  and  deade  aome  hypolhrtic  cmm 

Smart  epii^rama,  all  aadlj  out  of  j>4Dt« 

.And  |Mtintle^  aave  the  ** rirlaaiatioa 

Which  alanda  in  state,  with  Tacani  woodcr 

The  pompoua  tombatone  of  aooie  poapar 

Inzeninus  systems  based  nn  doaStifal 

*•  Tract*  for  the  timra,**  and  most 

Polemic  pamphlets,  literary  to%a. 

And  "easy  lei«ons"  for  uneaay 

HelNloriiadal  gaU'tte*  and  daily  ncw^ 

Gay  ma:;axines  and  quartrrly 

Small  {jiirtion  tliosi>  nf  all  the 

Of  darken'd  leaver  tlial  duuJ 

.\nd  (Miur  their  tide  uncva»in,;Iy 

.\  gathering,  awelling.  uTerwhcImmc 


*•  A»<kU<  lATIO^. 

Hail,  social  progreas!  rach  new 
With  some  new  thi-urr  of  «<«-ial  liir. 
Some  match le-M  scheme  imrt'tiiousby 
Fnun  half  their  niisrriea  ti>  free  mankir^ . 
On  human  wmngs  Inumphant  war  Vi  «a^. 
An<I  hrim;  anew  the  i«lonou«  ;;i''Jen  ase. 
•>  A'u<«N'i.itii>n*'  is  the  ma:«ir  Wtir-I 
Fri>m  many  a  siiciaj  -  prit^  arid  prtifi^t'  Wa.". 
"  Attr:irti\e  laKiur"  is  the  an^rl  givrn. 
I'o  n-nder  rarlh  n  kuMunAry  heaven  * 
"  Attrif'tive  l:i!mur!**  rinc  the  rhancra  rooal 
.And  lati'inr  urnws  attractive  in  the  anmd: 
And  many  u  youthful  mukl.  where  hapfv  hrt 
I  iiMflctime  fanrie«  at  Che  name  of  " 
SiM"4  pleasant  ]ia»time  in  its  litncinc 
Of  "tiiil  m.ide  ea««y"  ami  "attrw^ve" 
And.  faiirv-ra)it,  with  joyful  ardour. 
Di'iiir'itful  i;nrid'«lones  and  seilurtive  ehi 
In\eiilivr  Francf  !  what  wuoder-w« 
A»tiMiiiil  the  worlii  whem-'er  a  Krei 
What  tine-spun  theurirt^— iiiaentoni^ 
SuMinii'.  stu{«'ni!i«ii«.  evrrv  thing  Not 
Orii-  little  fa\>iur.  O  "im)«*nal  Fi 
Still  tiMi'h  t!ie  wnrld  tii  cook,  to 
Let.  if  thi'U  Milt,  ihy  N»  »ta  axkl 
Rut  keep  thy  morals  and  thy  creeds  al 


BEREAVEMENT. 


N  « T,  weep  not.  dearest,  thouiih  ibo  child  St 

Hi-  hvi-s  aiiuin  in  heaven's  undoodad  Uib 
With  III  her  angels  that  have  early  fled 

From  tlieiH-  dark  scenes  of  sorrow,  Mk  Hii  i 
>i.i\.  weep  not.  dearest,  though  ihy 

\\'iiu!d  foiiiily  keep  for  earth  ita 
And  I'en  di-ny  to  Ivi^hter  reaina 

'J'he  few  that  drrk  this  dirary  worii  ti 
Th>iii.:h  much  it  aeema  a  woodier  aad  a  « 

That  one  so  loved  should  he  ao  ally 
.\ii>l  hallow 'd  Iran  may  unfiiirhiddea  flaw, 

'I'll  mourn  the  hloMom  thai  wv  choMh'd 

Vi  I  all  is  we!l :  (iod's  food  daaigB  I  wm. 

That  where  our  Ireaaon  iB» 
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[Born  1816.    Died  I860.] 


Mr.  Cooke  was  bom  in  Martinsburg,  Berkeley 
county,  Virginia,  on  the  twenty-sixth  of  October, 
1816.  His  father,  Johx  R.  Cooke,  of  Richmond, 
has  long  been  a  man  of  honourable  distinction  in 
the  Virginia  bar.  Mr.  Cooke's  first  essays  in 
poetry  were  contributed  to  the  "Knickerbocker** 
magazine,  then  edited  by  Charles  F.  HorrMA^r, 
while  he  was  a  student  in  the  college  of  Princeton. 
Before  arriving  at  the  age  of  twenty-one  years,  Mr. 
Cooke  was  married,  and  settled  as  a  lawyer,  in 
the  pleasant  village  of  Millwood,  on  the  banks  of 


the  Shenandoah,  where  he  resided,  in  the  practice 
of  his  profession,  the  study  of  his  favorite  authors, 
and  the  occasional  enjoyment  of  the  sports  of  the 
rod  and  the  gun,  until  his  death,  which  occurred, 
after  a  short  illness,  on  the  20th  of  January,  1850. 
Mr.  Cooke  is  known  as  a  poet,  chiefly  by  a 
volume  entitled  <<  Froissart  Ballads,"  published 
in  1847,  but  the  larger  portion  of  his  works  may 
be  found  in  the  Southern  Literary  Messenger, 
for  which  he  was  a  frequent  writer.  His  pieces 
have  remarkable  grace  and  refinement 


EMILY: 
PROKM  TO  THE  "  FROISSART  BALLADS." 


Youxo  Emily  has  temples  fair, 
Careas'd  by  locks  of  dark  brown  hair. 

A  thousand  sweet  humanities 
Speak  wisely  fi-om  her  hazel  eyes. 

Her  speech  is  ignorant  of  command, 
And  yet  can  lead  you  like  a  hand. 

Her  white  teeth  sparkle,  when  the  eclipse 
Is  laughter-moved,  of  her  red  lips. 

She  moves,  all  grace,  with  gliding  limbs 
As  a  white-breasted  cygnet  swims. 

In  her  sweet  childhood,  Emily 
Was  wild  with  natural  gayety, 
A  httle  creature,  full  of  laughter, 
Who  cast  no  thought  before  or  afler. 
And  knew  not  custom  or  its  chains. 
The  dappled  fawns  upon  the  plains, 
The  birds  that  love  the  upper  sky. 
Lived  not  in  lovelier  liberty. 

But  with  this  natural  merriment, 
Mind,  and  the  ripening  years  have  blent 
A  though tfulness — not  melancholy — 
Which  wins  her  life  away  from  folly ; 
Checking  somewhat  the  natural  gladness, 
But  saved,  by  that  it  checks,  from  sadness- 
Like  clouds  athwart  a  May-mom  sailing, 
Which  take  the  golden  light  they  are  veiling. 

She  loves  her  kind,  and  shuns  no  duty, 
Her  virtues  sanctify  her  beauty. 
And  all  who  know  her  say  that  she 
Was  born  for  man's  felicity — 
I  know  that  she  was  bom  for  mine. 
Dearer  than  any  joy  of  wine, 
Or  pomp,  or  gold,  or  man's  loud  praise, 
Or  purple  power,  art  thou  to  me— 
Kind  cheerer  of  my  clouded  ways — 
Young  vine  upon  a  rugged  tree. 


Maidens  who  love  are  full  of  hope, 
And  crowds  hedge  in  its  golden  scope ; 
Wherefore  they  love  green  solitudes 
And  silence  for  their  better  moods. 
I  know  some  wilds,  where  tulip  treea^ 
FuU  of  the  singing  toil  of  beea, 
Depend  their  loving  branches  over 
Great  rocks,  which  honeysuckles  cover 
In  rich  and  libeml  overflow. 
In  the  dear  time  of  long  ago 
When  I  had  woo'd  young  Emily, 
And  she  had  told  her  love  to  me, 
I  oflen  found  her  in  these  bowers, 
Quite  rapt  away  in  meditation, 
Or  giving  earnest  contemplation 
To  leaf,  or  bird,  or  wild  wood  flowers ; 
And  once  I  heard  the  maiden  singing. 
Until  the  very  woods  were  ringing — 
Singing  an  old  song  to  the  Hours ! 
I  well  remember  that  rare  song, 
It  charged  the  Hours  with  cruel  wrong — 
Wrong  to  the  verdure  of  the  bougfaa — 
Wrong  to  the  lustre  of  fair  brows, 
Its  music  had  a  wondrous  sound, 
And  made  the  greenwood  haunted  ground. 

But  I  delay :  one  jocund  mom — 
A  mom  of  that  blithe  time  of  spring. 
When  milky  blossoms  load  the  thorn. 
And  birds  so  prate,  and  soar,  and  sing, 
That  melody  is  everywhere. 
On  the  glad  earth,  and  in  the  air,— 
On  such  a  mom  I  went  to  seek 
In  our  wild  haunts  for  Emily. 
I  found  her  where  a  flowering  tree 
Grave  odours  and  cool  shade.    Her  cheek 
A  little  rested  on  her  hand ; 
Her  rustic  skill  had  made  a  band 
Of  rare  device  which  garlanded 
The  beauty  of  her  bending  head ; 
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Some  maiclen  thounbta  nuMt  kind  and  wiie 

Were  dimly  burninfir  in  her  eye*. 

Wht'n  I  beheld  her — form  aiKl  face 

So  lithe,  no  f  lir — the  npirit  race, 

i)f  whom  the  K'tter  p<M*tH  dreamM, 

Caiiu'  ti>  my  timuuht,  niul  I  half  deemM 

My  eikrth-lM)ru  iiiiritrofl.  pure  and  good, 

W;is«  mnne  such  IjuIv  of  tlie  w«ioil. 

As  -ihe  who  wi>rk*d  at  sik-II,  ami  miare, 

With  Hurtii  of  ihe  duskv  hair, 

And  fleii.  in  likt'nefw  of  a  iltte, 

Bi'fon*  the  fleet  \uuth  AimeU). 

But  these  infirm  iina^iiincM 

FIfw  ijuite  away  on  inntant  wiuKw. 

I  rall'd  her  nanM*.     A  iiwit\  Hurprine 

i.^ume  whit4'ly  to  lier  {uct\  but  itoon 

It  f\vd  lH'fi>re  M)me  daintier  dyen. 

And.  luu^iiinf^  like  a  brook  in  June, 

With  tiwe<>(  arcot4  whe  welcomed  me. 

And  I  Hilt  there  with  Kmily. 

The  cinlri  were  very  KiKid  to  blttv 

My  life  with  ho  much  ha|i)iintvii«. 

The  maiilen  on  that  Kmlv  Keut— - 

I  iBittintr  ut  her  little  feet ! 
Twii  h.ipitii-r  !<i\eri»  never  met. 
In  de.ir  ami  talk-<*h:innM  {irivai-y. 
It  wad  a  golden  day  to  me, 

And  itx  great  bliiw  i*  with  me  yet. 
Wanning  like  wine  my  inmo»t  heurt— > 
For  memoriea  of  happy  houre 
An*  like  the  eonliaU  pniw'd  tViim  Bowers, 
And  maddrn  nwtH'tly.     I  inijiart 
Nnucht  of  the  love-talk  I  n*inem!ier, 
For  May  V  yi>ung  pleaMurei*  are  lie»4  liid 
From  the  cold  pruilenre  of  IXtvniN^r, 
Which  cli)i!i  and  chilU  all  vernal  wingit; 
And  I^ove'ii  own  ftanctititn*  forbid, 
Now  afi  o(  old,  MUch  goMMpinva 
In  Hall,  of  what  liefalU  in  Bower, 
lint  titlier  inatleni  of  the  hi>ur, 
(M' whii'h  it  breaks  no  f.iith  to  ti'll, 
My  hoMU'ly  rhyme  i>h:dl  chronicle. 

As  silently  we  Kit  al<Mie— 
Our  loviM.ilk  s^vnt — two  niated  birda 
Bi'-z:ui  to  prate  in  Ii»ving  ttuie ; 
Quoth  Kriiiiy.  -  'Ilu'y  bun*  have  wonlH ! 
I)iil"!t  hear  thi-ni  s».iy  ♦.Vy  jnr«i.'.'  »,Vy  il*ar*  * 
And  as  they  ehirp'd  we  Lnuli'd  to  lie 

^s>l1n  iil'ter  this  a  Moulhrni  wind 
(\itne  S4i])bing  like  a  hunttnl  hind 
Into  the  i^uiet  of  the  ttlen: 
Tlie  maidrn  muM>d  awhile,  and  tlien 
Worded  her  thouiibt  riKlil  |ilay fully. 
"  The  windH,"  blu:  uid.  "  of  l.uid  aia)  «ea. 
My  frii'rid.  an*  surely  living  thinca 
That  conn-  and  ko  on  unstvn  wing*. 
'J'lie  ttemin.;  air  and  prndical, 
Wliich  drito|ni  itii  azure  over  all. 
Is  full  of  iniiniirtalitiiii 
That  jonk  on  us  with  un^Tn  eye*. 
This  sudden  wiml  that  hath  roim*  herp, 
With  Its  hard  aiIm  of  {vin  or  (ear, 

II  in.iy  Uv  is  ■  spirit  kind. 

That  |ii%es  the  bruisiNl  floweni  to  land, 
Whos«'  task  it  i«  ti>  vluke  the  dew 


From  the  Had  Tiokt'a  9y  df 
Or  chaM*  the  hoDnrHnakiaii 
From  ofT  the  roue,  and  ihat  ito 
AgaiiiMt  the  cold  of  April  cvb^ 
PerhapH  ita  dainty,  pink-lipc 
Have  ]ili4<d  Much  ta»ka  in  ikr  otf* 
And  now,  pen*hanee.  aocDr  griai 
'I*he  htile  wiirhi  to  thr 
t^uch  sentle  wnnla  had  EimlY 
For  the  Houth  wind  in  ihr  Xubp 

A  runnel,  hidden  br  the  ntv^ 
Gave  out  Mime  natural  nrlodar^ 
She  «aid.  -  The  brook,  amoaf  th« 
Ik  Mklemn  in  it^  undert<-ifie» ; 
How  like  a  hymn !  the  Mikjnn^ 
U  wurKliipiang  the  (iod  of 
But  I  rt'plied.  ^  My  dea 
Thv  Milenin  c^'e*.  thv  brow  of 
And,  more  than  thene.  thy 
Have  won  rmboe,  that  smtla 
To  Ming  her  MiMigii  of  Li^e  tn 
Kwift  aiiriwerM  nienv  Kniilv-^ 
••riidine  i.4  but  a  virl.  yi4i  know. 
Ami  wouM  not  pine  for  love  of 
Hhe  hbi  Uvn  fteering  fri-»m  the 
And  Klinips«HJ  at  vuu."     She  aud  b^ 
With  a  rare  fit  of  »d«ery  Uuchlrr. 
I  waK  more  circuinM|iect  theiralW, 
Ami  dpalt  in  htmwlu-r  talk.     A  man 
May  call  a  white^irow'd  ciri  - 
But  likfii  n«)t  to  be  lum'd  upon. 
And  nick-iianwd  *-Vouiik  Endr 

Mv  Kniilv  lo%t*d  «rrv  wt-U, 
At  timea,  tliiwe  ancienC  la%a  whkb  I 
Kuile  natural  tilca ;  idle  had  no  Ion 
Of  tmu^i'ie.  or  of  troul«di>ur. 
Nor  knew  what  diderence  thriv 
Bi'tween  tlu>  U>nffur«  of  i«r  and  ruM . 
But  hfannn  old  laleik  loved  thno 
If  trutli  but  iiuale  them  naluraL 
In  I  air  1:0*  «1  talkN  we  oft  went  o* 
The  Irttle  horde  of  my  quaint 
Cnll'd  out  i>f  old  nu-kiilMMia  fiafalc. 
She  I ! tile  Ciinil  tur  Arthur**  Ul4r, 
For  l.il*  <»  •>!  doucbty  I.auiKvloC* 
Or  Tri-tr.i!ii.  or  of  him  who 
'1*1  ir  L'l.iiit.  AiumxUtre  hight. 
All- 1  n I- 1.11 1 'd  lor  iu\e  l>v  dav  and 
S!ii'  lillle  I'aietl  fur  »uch  aa 
I  bit  if  I  iTosa'd  the  INrrnrra, 
With  the  KH-at  \w^n  of  ( 
I)i  'm'cimIuil:  tiiwanl  the  H|«nAah  |4ai^ 
lb  r  e\i'  wiiiiid  lichtrn  at  thr 
Ami  it  would  ni<iii4en  with  a 
Till'  "k-u!  i-iid  iif  tliat  lale  to 
ir>«  .ill  jui.iry.  wtirn  and  whita. 
A;.-i  ur.'iiig  hi!*  faiUiis  i4erd 
A  rnurii-r  troiu  the  N>uth,  twit 
lb  ui'h'd  till'  i!n-4t  citv  of  thr 
Aiiii  Ihiw  :it  that  vanie  timr  and 
The  >>rti!e  of  Ki>land  Uy  in 
W:ik>  till.  :iiid  i]uiek  Iff  ear  to 
Ki'iie  rnniiMir  of  her  I'al^hn 
A  lit!  b'lw  It  r.iine  in  vuddrn 
Th.ii  fhoi'k  the  earth  and 
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And  how  the  messenger  of  &te-^ 
That  courier  who  rode  so  lat&^ 
Was  dragged  on  to  her  palace  gate ; 
And  how  the  lady  sat  in  hall. 
Moaning  among  her  damsels  all. 
At  the  wild  tale  of  Ronceval. 
That  story  sounds  like  solemn  truth, 
And  she  would  hear  it  with  such  ruth 
As  sympathetic  hearts  will  pay 
To  real  griefs  of  yesterday. 

Pity  look'd  lovely  in  the  maiden; 
Her  eyes  were  softer,  when  so  laden 
With  the  bright  dew  of  tears  unshed. 
But  I  was  somewhat  envious 
That  other  bards  should  move  her  thus, 
And  oft  within  myself  had  «iid, 
"  Yea — I  will  strive  to  touch  her  heart 
With  some  fair  songs  of  mine  own  art"— 
And  many  days  before  the  day 
Whereof  I  speak,  I  mado  assay 
At  this  bold  labour.     In  the  wells 
Of  Froissart's  life-like  chronicles 
I  dipp'd  for  moving  truths  of  old. 
A  thousand  stories,  soft  and  bold, 
Of  stately  dames,  and  gentlemen, 
Which  good  Lord  Berners,  with  a  pen 
Pompous  in  its  simplicity, 
Yet  tipt  with  charming  courtesy, 
Had  put  in  English  words,  I  leam'd; 
And  some  of  these  I  deftly  turn'd 
Into  the  forms  of  minstrel  verse. 
I  know  the  good  tale«  are  the  worse^ 
But,  sooth  to  say,  it  seems  to  me 
My  verse  has  sense  and  melody — 
Even  that  its  measure  sometimes  flows 
With  the  brave  pomp  of  that  old  prose. 

Beneath  our  tiysting  tree,  that  day, 
With  dubious  face,  I  read  one  lay ; 
Youn?  Emily  quite  understood 
My  fears,  and  gave  me  guerdon  good 
In  well-timed  praise,  and  cheered  me  on, 
Into  full  flow  of  heart  and  tone. 
And  when,  in  days  of  pleasant  weather, 
Thereafter,  wc  were  met  together, 
As  our  strong  love  oft  made  us  meet, 
I  always  took  my  cosy  seat. 
Just  at  tlic  damsel's  little  feet. 
And  read  my  tales.     It  was  no  friend 
To  me — that  day  that  heard  their  end. 
It  had  become  a  play  of  love, 
To  watch  the  swift  expre^ion  rove 
Over  the  bright  sky  of  her  face- 
To  steal  those  upward  looks,  and  trace 
In  every  change  of  cheek  and  eye, 
The  influence  of  my  poesy. 

I  made  my  verse  for  Emily— 
I  Rive  it,  reader,  now  to  thee. 
The  talcs  which  I  have  toil'd  to  tell 
Of  Dame  in  hall  and  knight  in  Selle, 
Of  faithful  love,  and  courage  high — 
Sweet  flower,  strong  staflT  of  chivalry — 
These  tales  indeed  are  old  of  date ; 
But  why  should  time  their  force  abate  1 
Shall  we  look  back  with  vision  dull 
On  the  old  brave  and  beautiful, 
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And,  for  they  IWed  00  long  ago. 

Be  careless  of  their  mirth  or  wot 

If  sympathy  knows  but  to-day-— 

If  time  quite  wears  its  nerve  away—- 

If  deeds  majestically  bold« 

In  word^  of  ancient  music  told. 

Are  only  food  for  atudioos  minds 

And  touch  no  hearts— if  man  but  finds 

An  abstract  virtue  in  the  fiuth, 

That  clung  to  truth,  and  courted  death,— 

If  he  can  lift  the  dusky  pall 

With  dainty  hapd  artistical 

And  smile  at  woes,  because  some  years 

Have  swept  between  them  and  his  tear^* 

I  say,  my  friend,  if  this  may  be. 

Then  bum  old  books ;  antiquity 

Is  no  more  than  a  skeleton 

Of  painted  vein  and  polish'd  bone. 

Reader !  the  minstrel  brotherhood. 
Earnest  to  soothe  thy  listening  mood. 
Were  wont  to  style  thee  GentUf  Good, 
Noble  or  GraciouM  .-—they  could  bow 
With  loyal  knee,  yet  open  brow— 
They  knew  to  temper  thy  decision 
With  graces  of  a  proud  submission. 
That  wont  is  changed.    Yet  I,  a  man 
Of  this  new  land  republican. 
Where  insolence  wins  upward  better 
Than  courtesy — that  old  dead  letter — 
And  toil  claims  pay  with  utterance  sharp. 
Follow  the  good  Lords  of  the  Harp, 
And  dub  thee  with  each  courtly  phrase. 
And  ask  indulgence  for  my  lays. 


LIFE  IN  THE  AUTUMN  WOODS. 

SuxMSB  has  gone, 
And  fruitful  autumn  has  advanced  so  far 
That  there  is  warmth,  not  heat,  in  the  broad  80% 
And  you  may  look,  with  naked  eye,  upon 

The  ardours  of  his  car ; 
The  stealthy  frosts,  whom  his  spent  looks  emboldeiiy 

Are  making  the  green  leaves  golden. 

What  a  brave  splendour 
Is  in  the  October  air !  How  rich,  and  dear. 
And  bracing,  and  all-joyous !  we  must  render 
Love  to  the  spring-time,  with  its  sproutings  tender. 

As  to  a  child  quite  dear ; 
But  autumn  is  a  thing  of  perfect  gloiy, 

A  manhood  not  yet  hoary. 

I  love  the  woods, 
In  this  good  season  of  the  Hberal  year; 
I  love  to  seek  their  leafy  solitudes. 
And  give  myself  to  melancholy  moods, 

With  no  intruder  near, 
And  find  strange  lessons,  as  I  sit  and  ponder. 

In  every  natural  wonder. 

But  not  alone, 
As  Shakspeare's  melancholy  courtier  loved  Ai^ 

dennes, 
Love  I  the  browning  forest ;  and  I  own 
I  would  not  oft  have  mused,  as  he,  but  flown 
To  hunt  with  Amiens— 
8Q 
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AnJ  lilllp  thoughl,  u  np  lb*  ixM 
or  Ihc  lul  rn'alun:  wouiul 
A  brave  and  gooA, 

B  ut  world-w  om  ki  linh  I* — 

In  lliiii  vril  Ufi^-gavi'  int 

And  l>uill  a  loli^e,  snil  liy.il  ill  Wontlpj 
To  heutheliclUiuct  "i^ 

It  wiiB  a  Bfnile  lanU- 


irird  with  hi*  part      f\  \, 


!  Iiiliia>->lArlhne.«U^k-BaM;iq 
Foi  aU  ranlhat  njUja  hia. 

A  ulrenc  JDT  fill* 


What  pomloiiatD 
Ami  krrn  ili'Iii;lit  'u  in  Ibp  proud  awift  ctuw! 
fix  nut  slial  linir  Ihf  lark  nt  hi-aTFn'i  ml  gats 
Woars  joyondj  ■nginf^-quiU'  infuriaie 

With  tbe  high  pride  uf  tiia  place ; 
^^'liat  tiioe  the  unrlvn  min  arnya  the  nuniiog 

In  ila  IJnt  biigtil  udiiriiiiig. 


Ilaili!  thi'  quii'khi 


m  Killi  HilviT  rail  llip  rai  iiT  mnm ; 
Aiid  mark  llir  Klit'Jm  Klnut  Curial  all  J  Tapthomi 

And  (in^i'il  and  ihi'  Ih>n— 
Each  mil'  of  thrill  hi«  rii'fv  iiiibhI  iJiii)i1ayinj[ 

With  inwtiiff  and  with  iii-i|ihii>it 


»'iO  III 


AAiT  ihr  rTTin^lMiunda  In  ihia  fmh  hour, 
Vmii|i>i>>li  lii^hhilb — attupnikraaHin'uniiiiPrfarcr,   | 
Uii  llu-  (rei-  plain  Rire  thr  iniiK"  \o  yiiur  caanr, 

Anil  you  nill  biav  ibe  jiiwit 
or  llii'  bniw  duv — ukI  how  ul'  ^lii'la  (he  iwrval 

A  cure  ia  in  the  IjtrA. 

Or  Klulk  (hf  lUiT ; 
Thi'  H.1IIV  n-d  li|i  >if  dawn  ha>  ki-w'il  the  liilk 
I'tit'  u1u<1di'i<t  Miuiul*  an-  mnriliiia  on  ynur  car,       | 
'riicrc  »  a  lilc  ill  all  iIk'  »liii>wphi-re : —  | 

VuiiricTT  lulun- min  | 

With  till-  ln-<li  hiHir.  h'  Dp  (he  hillt  aipiiing 

V»u  cliiiili  with  tiiiibi  uniirini;. 

I(  it  s  Eiir 
And  i:.h>tlv  Mulii  (n  Nv  tho  anllcrM  rtae. 
'Willi  Itic  I'.iii.:  fwnp  „(  Vh  .■will  walk  repur 
Til  join  lii»  tiriillicrn;  iir  llie  ]ilcllii»iG  Bear 

Willi  i'iiii.v«fMlialf«lunl,1wi!<r.nJh(»ildiiikiiii;. 
AegaJ-diea  Vtt-p  him  waLiiis- 

Alul  thw  VKU  Ml', 

Ami  Hi'ina  ihriii.  \  nil  Iruicl  In  ihnr  de.ilh 
M'lili  u  'liH*  nliMldi]'  abf,  finm  w™  to  inv, 
Ni'lui;;  ihr  wu*l  hcnwti*  Hiiiit  il  lie. 
ThrJuuMdrnna  hn-alh 


I  iif  i<»  THiwia  Wuar- 


Aiid  I  w.  1(1  Id  ralbi-i 

UnU'liduia 
Nighlly.  Iiy  iIh-  imrn-l  ■|<n(  of  Pi 

riuui  puv  where  life  m 


FLnRE-VCE  VASE. 


>[v  lifr'a  biuhl  .Irram  ud  (wIt 

lUlhcumr  main: 
Irenc».  lumv  f,«.d  ihub. 


uin.  lone  and  h-,i«rT, 
l-lie  mm  ,U 
■'  ihiHi  •li'l>(  hark  HIT 
liinii  fcJJ.— 

>l'  •iy  anil  ^^tu^~^ 


n>i 


r  Van 


Thiiu  naai  loTc4iri  Oun  lb  m 
'I'hy  THH  rurlfd  ifa  cIimm 


EPES  SARGENT. 


[Bo^^  18l0w] 


The  author  of  "Velaaco"  U  a  native  of  GIou- 
ccstet,  a  town  on  the  sea-coast  of  Massachusetts, 
and  was  horn  on  the  twenty-seventh  of  Septemher, 
1816.  His  father,  a  respectable  merchant,  of  the 
same  name,  is  still  living,  and  resides  in  Boston. 
The  subject  of  this  sketch  was  educated  in  the 
sohooU  of  that  city  and  the  neighbourhood,  where 
he  lived  until  his  removal  to  New  York,  in  1837. 
His  earliest  metrical  compositions  were  printed  in 
"The  Collegian,"  a  monthly  miscellany  edited  by 
several  of  the  students  of  Harvard  College,  of  the 
junior  and  senior  classes  of  1830.  One  of  his 
contributions  to  that  work,  entitled  "Twilight 
Sketches,"  exhibits  the  grace  of  style,  ease  of  ver- 
sification, and  variety  of  description,  which  are 
characteristic  of  his  more  recent  effusions.  It  was 
a  sketch  of  the  Summer  Gardens  of  St.  Peters- 
burg, and  was  written  during  a  visit  to  that  capi- 
tal in  the  spring  of  1828. 

Mr.  Sargent's  reputation  rests  principally  on 
his  dramas,  which  bear  a  greater  value  in  the 
closet  than  on  the  stage.  His  first  appearance 
as  a  dramatic  author  was  in  the  winter  of  1836, 
when  his  "  Bride  of  Genoa"  was  brought  out  at  the 
Tremont  Theatre,  in  Boston.  This  was  a  five-act 
play,  founded  on  incidents  in  the  career  of  Antoxio 
MoxTALDO,  a  plebeian,  who  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
two,  made  himself  doge  of  Genoa,  in  1693,  and 
who  is  describiul  in  the  history  of  the  times  as  a 
man  of  "forgi«^ing  temper,"  but  daring  and  ambi- 
tit>us,  with  a  genius  adequate  to  the  accomplish- 
ment of  vast  designs.  In  the  delineation  of  his 
hero,  the  author  has  followed  the  historical  record, 
thoui^h  the  other  characters  and  incidents  of  the 
drama  are  entirely  fictitious.     It  was  successfully 


performed  in  Boston,  and  since  in  many  of  the 
first  theatres  of  the  country.  His  next  production 
was  of  a  much  higher  order,  and  as  a  specimen  of 
dramatic  art,  has  received  warm  commendation 
from  the  most  competent  judges.  It  was  the  tragedy 
of  « Velasco,"  first  performed  at  Boston,  in  No- 
vember, 1837,  Miss  Elleit  Trek  in  the  character 
of  IziDORA,  and  subsequently  at  the  principal 
theatres  in  New  York,  Philadelphia,  Washington, 
and  New  Orleans.  It  was  published  in  New  York 
in  1 839.  "  The  general  action  of  the  piece,"  says 
the  author  in  his  preface,  '*  is  derived  from  incidents 
in  the  career  of  Rudrioo  Diaz,  the  Cid,  whose 
achievements  constitute  so  considerable  a  portion 
of  the  historical  and  romantic  literature  of  Spain." 
The  subject  had  been  variously  treated  by  French 
and  Spanish  dramatists,  among  others,  by  Cor- 
icBiLLE,  but  Mr.  Sargext  was  the  first  to  intro- 
duce it  successfully  upon  the  English  stage.  It  is 
a  chaste  and  elegant  performance,  and  probably 
has  not  been  surpassed  by  any  similar  work  by 
so  youthful  an  author.  It  was  written  before  Mr. 
Sargettt  was  twenty-one  years  of  age. 

In  the  beginning  of  1847  Mr.  Sargent  pub- 
lished in  Boston  a  volume  entitled  "  Songs  of  the 
Sea,  and  other  Poems,"  and  a  new  edition  of  his 
plays.  The  quatorzains  written  during  a  voyage 
to  Cuba,  in  the  spring  of  1 835,  appear  to  be  among 
the  most  elaborate  of  his  sea  pieces,  bat  some  of 
his  nautical  lyrics  are  more  spirited. 

He  has  published  anonymously  several  proee 
works,  and  in  1846  commenced  the  publication  of 
the  "Modern  Acting  Drama,"  of  which  several 
volumes  have  been  issued  under  his  editorial  sa- 
pervision. 


RF.CORDS  OF  A  RUMMER-VOYAGE  TO 

CUBA. 


I. THE     DKPARTrRE. 

Ar.Aiv  thy  winds  are  |>ealing  in  mine  ear! 
A^^ain  thy  waves  are  flashing  in  my  sight! 
Thy  rnemory-hauntiiiu;  tones  aj^ain  I  hear, 
As  thri)ijL;!i  the  spray  our  vessel  wings  her  flight ! 
Oil  tliy  oTiileaii  hrea«<t.  now  swelliiii?  high, 
A'^aiii,  tlioii  broad  Atlantic,  am  I  cast! 
Six  years,  with  noiseless  tread,  have  glided  by, 
Since,  an  adventurous  boy,  I  hail'd  thee  last. 
The  s<«a-hirds  o't-r  me  wheel,  as  if  to  greet 
An  oM  companion;  on  my  naked  brow 
The  sparkhn.;  foam-drops  n»)t  unkin<lly  l>eat;  [now 
Flows  throuijh  my  hair  the  tVeshenine^  breeze — and 
The  horizon's  rin-^  enf^lasps  me;  and  I  stand 
Gazing  where  fades  from  view,  cloud-like,  my  father- 
land' 


II. TBI    OALI. 

The  night  came  down  in  terror.    Through  the 

air 
Mountains  of  clouds,  with  lurid  summits,  rolled ; 
The  lightning  kindling  with  its  vivid  glare 
Their  outlines,  as  they  rose,  heapM  fold  on  fold, 
The  wind,  in  fitful  sughs,  swept  o*er  the  sea ; 
And  then  a  sudden  lull,  gentle  as  steep. 
Soft  as  an  infant's  breathing,  8eem*d  to  be 
Lain,  like  enchantment,  on  the  throbbing  deep. 
But,  false  tlie  calm!  for  soon  the  strengthen'd 

gale 
Burst,  in  one  loud  explosion,  far  and  wide, 
Drowning  the  thunder's  voice !    With  every  sail 
Close-reerd,  our  groaning  ship  heel'd  on  her  side; 
The  torn  waves  comb'd  the  deck ;  while  o*er  the 

mast 

The  meteors  of  the  storm  a  ghastly  radiance  cast! 
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III. — MonxiNG  Arrsi  the  oils. 

Bravely  our  trim  nhip  rode  the  traipnt  through; 
And,  when  the*  oxiuustnl  k^Io  had  cvaMed  to  rave, 
Hi)w  broke  the  day-star  on  the  f^xer^a  view! 
How  flush'd  the  orient  every  rrerted  wave ! 
The  Hun  thri>w  down  his  shield  of  golden  light 
In  iitTcti  defiuui'e  on  the  o<*i'iin*8  U-d ; 
\Vher«'at.  the  cloudu  l)etot)k  theimu'lvea  to  flight, 
liike  routed  hostH,  with  Itannem  loird  and  red. 
The  rtkv  Willi  soon  ull  hrilliunce,  ea«t  and  went: 
All  trjieert  of  the  jcrale  had  pamM  away — 
The  chiniinu:  Inllown,  by  the  breeze  carpM*d, 
TonsM  lightly  from  thi*ir  headn  the  feathery  spray. 
Ah!  thu!<  niiiy  Hope*ti  auKpirious  atar  again 
Ri84>  o'er  the  troubled  soul  where  gloom  and  grief 
have  iK'en ! 

IT. TO  A   LiXn-BIRD. 

TIioo  wanderer  from  green  flelds  and  leafy  nooks !  j 
Where  blooms  the  flower  and  toiia  the  honey -bee ; 
Wliere  odorous  blonsoms  drift  alon^  the  brooks. 
And  woods  and  hills  arc  very  fair  to  see — 
Why  hast  thou  left  thy  native  hough  to  roam. 
With  drooping  wing,  far  o*er  the  briny  billow  ? 
Thou  canMt  not,  like  the  osprey,  cleave  the  foam, 
Nor.  like  the  petrel,  make  the  wave  thy  |>illow. 
Thou  *rt  like  those  fine-toned  spirits,  gentle  bird. 
Which,  from  some  better  land,  to  this  rude  life 
Seem  liorne — they  struggle,  mid  the  common  herd, 
With  powers  unfitted  for  the  selfish  strife! 
Haply,  at  length,  some  zephyr  wafts  them  bark 
To  their  own  home  of  peace,  across  the  world's 
dull  track. 

V. k  THOCOHT  Of  THE   PAST. 

I  woke  from  slumber  at  the  dead  of  nl;;lit, 
Stirr'd  bv  a  dream  whieh  was  t<M>  swei't  to  Iaat-~  > 
A  dre:im  of  l>ovhood*s  season  of  delight; 
It  flashM  along  the  dim  shaiies  of  the  i»ast ! 
And.  M  I  inuxed  upon  iu  strange  ap{N>aK 
Thrilling  my  heart  with  feelings  undefineil. 
Old  memories,  bumting  from  time's  iry  seal, 
Kiish'd,  like  Hun-T<trieken  fDuntains,  on  my  mind. 
Sr*>neH,  arnitng  whieh  wax  rant  my  early  hi>nie. 
My  fivourite  hiunts.the  shon^s^the  ancient  woimIm, 
Where,  with  my  schoolmates,  I  was  wont  t«»  roam, 
(iriMMi,  rtldping  l.-iwnsi,  majestic  s«ilitude»— > 
All  ri>>«e  U'fiire  ine.  till,  by  thought  lN'i;uiled, 
Freely  I  ei>nM  ha\e  wept,  as  if  once  more  a  child. 

TI. TRfiPirAL   WRATHEB. 

We  .ire  afloat  «pi>n  the  tropie  sea ! 
Hrre  Mniiiiner  holileth  a  fw*r(ietual  reicm  : 
Ifiiw  flifh  the  wHtera  in  their  Uuinilintf  clee! 
'r!if  xk \  *<  riitft  |Mtrpb'  '\*  w  itliiitit  a  !«iurn !  ''Miiwinir, 
Kiiil  in  our  w  tk«'  the  Nrn<Mith.  w.inn  tiaile-wind" 
T  >  lltt-ir  unv-irviicr  !ri>»l  ''till  I'liithfid  run; 
A  rill  ■»"<  w«"  "Strrr.  vii!h  hiiil*  I  rfirf  thrrii  tlowin?, 
N"  ipT  f':i"  7i"ii'h  il:ii!v  ••litii'»'«  the  «*«ii. 
'I'll '  -.tiirilril  t1>in>;-ii«h  around  ii*  i«ki»n, 
CJI'i'.'iM.  Iikr  tin*  hii'ii'nin:j*»iril.wilh  r.iMiltaiwdvr*: 
A I  111.  •t'i  thry  ilip  iulii  thr  w.iti>r*f>  brim. 
Swift  in  purtiiit  the  pri'vin-j  di*!p!iin  Iim-^. 
All,  :i]l  i-*  ftir;   :iii.|.  ir.i/in^  round.  Wf  tri-l 
'       The  south'rtsoA  lan^iiitr  :;«'ntlv  u'er  our  !it•n•^'«  ^tfiil. 

I! . .; 


Yll. 


•A   CAL«« 


O !  for  one  draught  of  eootinc 
That  it  might  |iour  itji  frrshi 
That  it  might  kiss  my  rherk  and 
And  |«rt  it*  rurtenta  round  my  finer'4  Ww* 
Ocean,  and  skv.  and  r«itb  *.  m  blisiemc  f^-a 
Spread  over  all !  how  wrary  wears  tW  ^  ' 
(),  lilt  the  wave,  aiid  bend  the 
Bnfze!  whereaue*er  thy  Uccvbk 
Tnuiitphant  burat  upon  the  level 
KiH-k  the  fix'd  hull  and  swell  tiw 
.\ rouse  the  opal  clouds  thai  o'er  ■• 
Sound  thy  shnll  whii^ile!  we  will  kid 
Though  w  rapt  in  all  tlie  atomx^avda  of  iW  »s4 
Yet  fjum  ihy  home  of  ice,  coae  ftmk,  O. 
couic  forth ! 

VIII. —  A  wian. 

That  I  were  in  some  fored'a  irrem 
Beneath  a  tiiwerine  arrh  of  |#road  oU  ». 
Where  a  clear  streamlet  gur^ird  at  my 
Its  wavelets  glittering  in  tiiru  tAi«y 
Tbii'k  clustering  \ineft.  in  niaiiy 
Fnim  the  high.  rustUiig  branches  sbouki  drptm 
Wi'aving  a  net,  thruugfa  which  the  wniirj 
Miizht  stitop  in  vain  it*  fiery  bemma  kj  ari 
Thrre,  prostrate  on  "ome  rock's  gray  wif'^'^%i  ^ 
T'(HMi  whose  tinted  miwi  the  dew  yet  ky. 
Would  I  catch  glimpsen  of  ihe  dooda  thai  "^ 
Athwart  the  sky — and  dream  the  ho«n  mmm* . 
While  throUifh  the  alleys  nf  the  sunk**  a  »*i 
The  fanning  bmie  might  sleaL  wuh 
brt>alh  imbued. 


II. 


'■npir»L  via 


nut.  O!  the  night!— the  cool,  luii 
Which  cIit!H*s  piund  us  when  the  Jav 
And  the  sun  sinks  from  his  meridian 
Drhinl  thp  ocenn*s  occiilental  nm ! 
CIihhN.  in  thin  rtreaks  of  purple« 
I. attire  hi«  (lartinff  glory,  and 
Thf  l:i<it  bri-iht  rmanalioiis  that 
In  uide  profusion,  fmni  hi«  failing  oftL 
A  Hit  now  the  HHnm.  her  lids  uncbwing. 
Tit  <iiiiil«<  M'renely  on  the  charmed  ar^ 
Thil  ^hme<  ha  if  inlaid  viith  hchtnmf>i<1to:aik 
FriMu  which  it  haxdiy  strusglrd  lo  ke  fcsa. 
^\%:iii-1ike.  with  million  unperreivnd.  «e  r'*^ 
Titui-h'dliv  tlieditwn\  breeze. and bvnar'dK  '±0M 

t. — TBI    PLAHKT    JrPtTVm. 

KviT.  at  nicht.  ha%e  I  liti«kM  fir4  Uw  thiv. 
O'l-r  .ill  t!iy  aiitral  M«trrh>iiiil  MipcvtBr ! 
F\<>r.  :it  ni'jht.  ha«e  I  bti^'d  up  Ui  see 
Till'  ili.iiiMnd  In^frr  of  iliv  qiiitrnng  Sraa  . 
S'uiiiii;  •••»m<*l"ii<^  thniiii;h  |«|lt«w«  rl*^**»  •*  ^ 
An  ihfv  p:irl  f'<»m  ih^i*.  I  kr  %  lA-tavn'J  ■-•  ' 
SiMiifti:iii>«  itTiti-il't!.  Ill  a'l  ihv  nali«<>  sherr. 
AViii'ii  in»  pi'i*  vipiiiirt  iin  'eri»«'a!S  fSr*  •  ". 
Mi:'-'  i.i.ui.l*  Omi  ^-i  h\\  -%  -incfe  rsy 
F'"'!.  ■"■.r  t'mti»r'*  ihr-irw*.  i!!M"Tw  mv  «••,.'* 
Ttiv  iiit1iii-iii'i>  •ilio.l  njMtn  mv  d*»u^4fiir««« 
TJi-.n  rh  liti-'i  ilirk  %.«li  to  thf  imn^wYal  r^'- 
(•!•  I  n  *'iit  It  ri«A  uftaui  mr  dime  etes   >^  t.i  "v 
All  I  !hi|M-.  I'ruiii  rarlh  ti»  tKcv.  frtim  iheeip  kri«e 
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XI. TO  KOSRIA. 

Leagues  of  blue  ocean  are  between  us  spread ; 
And  I  cannot  behold  thee  save  in  dreams ! 
I  may  not  hear  thy  voice,  nor  list  thy  tread, 
Nor  see  the  light  that  ever  round  thee  gleams. 
Fairest  and  best !  mid  summer  joys,  ah,  say, 
Dost  thou  e'er  think  of  one  who  thinks  of  thee — 
The  Atlantic-wanderer,  who,  day  by  day. 
Looks  for  thine  image  in  the  deep,  deep  sea  ? 
Long  months,  and  years,  perchance,wiil  pass  away. 
Ere  he  shall  gaze  into  thy  face  again ; 
He  cannot  know  what  rocks  and  quicksands  may 
Await  him,  on  the  future's  shipless  main ; 
But,  thank'd  be  memory !  there  are  treasures  still, 
Which  the  triumphant  mind  holds  subject  to  its  will. 

XII. CUBA. 

What  sounds  arouse  me  from  my  slumbers  light  1 
««  Land  ho  !  all  hands  ahoy  /" — I  *m  on  the  deck. 
*T  is  early  dawn.     The  day-star  yet  is  brighL 
A  few  white  vapoury  bars  the  zenith  fleck. 
And  lo!  along  the  horizon,  bold  and  high, 
The  purple  hills  of  Cuba !  hail,  all  hail ! 
Isle  of  undying  verdure,  with  thy  sky 
Of  purest  azure !     Welcome,  odorous  gale ! 
O  !  scene  of  life  and  joy !  thou  art  array'd 
In  hues  of  unimagined  loveliness- 
Sing  louder,  brave  old  mariner !  and  aid 
My  swelling  heart  its  rapture  to  express ; 
For  from  enchanted  memory  never  more    [shore  I 
Shall  fade  this  dawn  sublime,  this  bright,  celestial 


THE  DAYS  THAT  ARE  PAST. 

W£  will  not  deplore  them,  the  days  that  are  past; 
The  gloom  of  misfortune  is  over  them  cast ; 
They  arc  lengthened  by  sorrow  and  sullied  by  care ; 
Their  griefs  were  too  many,  their  joys  were  too  rare ; 
Yet,  now  that  their  shadows  are  on  us  no  more. 
Let  us  welcome  the  prospect  that  brightens  before ! 

We  have  cherishM  fair  hopes,  we  have  plotted 

brave  schemes, 
We  have  lived  till  we  And  them  illusive  as  dreams ; 
Wealth  has  melted  like  snow  that  is  graspM  in  the 

hand, 
And  the  steps  we  have  climbM  have  departed  like 

sand  ; 
Yet  shall  we  despond  while  of  health  unbereft. 
And  honour,  bright  honour,  and  freedom  are  leftl 

O  !  shall  we  despond,  while  the  pages  of  time 
Y«'t  o|>.^n  l)on)re  us  their  records  sublime !     [gold, 
While,  ennobled  by  treasures  raore  precious  than 
We  can  walk  willi  the  martyrs  and  heroes  of  old; 
While  humanity  whispers  snrh  truths  in  the  ear, 
As  it  softt'Hs  tlie  heart  like  sweet  music  to  hearl 

O  !  shall  we  despond  while,  with  visions  still  free, 
We  ran  i^aze  on  the  sky.  and  the  earth,  and  the  sea; 
While  the  sunshine  ran  waken  a  burst  of  delight, 
And  the  st  irs  are  a  joy  and  a  ijlory  hy  ni-^ht: 
While  earh  harmony,  running  through  nature,  can 

raise 
In  our  spirits  the  impulse  of  gladness  and  praise  1 

O  !  let  us  no  longer  then  vainly  lament 

Over  scenes  that  are  faded  and  days  that  are  spent: 


But,  by  faith  unforsaken,  unawed  by  mischanoe^ 
On  hope's  waving  banner  still  fix'd  be  oor  glance; 
And,  should  fortune  prove  cruel  and  fidse  to  the  last. 
Let  us  look  to  the  future  and  not  to  the  past  I 


THE  MARTYR  OF  THE  ARENA. 


Hoxour'd  be  the  hero  evermore, 

Who  at  hiercy's  call  has  nobly  died ! 
Echoed  be  his  name  from  shore  to  shore, 

With  immortal  chronicles  allied! 
Yerdant  be  the  turf  upon  his  dust, 

Bright  the  sky  above,  and  soft  the  air ! 
In  the  grove  set  up  his  marble  bust. 

And  with  garlands  crown  it,  fresh  and  fiur. 
In  melodious  numbers,  that  shall  live 

With  the  music  of  the  rolling  spheres, 
Let  the  minstrel's  inspiration  give 

His  eulogium  to  the  future  years ! 
Not  the  victor  in  his  country's  cause. 

Not  the  chief  who  leaves  a  peo{de  finee, 
Not  the  firamer  of  a  nation's  laws 

Shall  deserve  a  greater  fame  than  be ! 
Hast  thou  heard,  in  Rome's  declining  day. 

How  a  youth,  by  Christian  zeal  impell'd. 
Swept  the  sanguinaiy  games  away, 

Which  the  Coliseum  once  beheld  ? 
Fill'd  with  gazing  thousands  were  the  tiers, 

With  the  city's  chiTalry  and  pride. 
When  two  gladiators,  with  their  spean. 

Forward  sprang  from  the  arena's  side. 
Rang  the  dome  with  plaudits  loud  and  long. 

As,  with  shields  advanced,  the  athletes 
Was  there  no  one  in  that  eager  throng 

To  denounce  the  spectacle  of  blood  t 
Aye,  Telbmacrus,  with  swelling  frame. 

Saw  the  inhuman  sport  renew'd  once  more : 
Few  among  the  crowd  could  tell  his  nam^^ 

For  a  cross  was  all  the  badge  he  wore ! 
Yet,  with  brow  elate  and  godlike  mien, 

Stepp'd  he  forth  upon  the  culling  sand ; 
And,  while  all  were  wondering  at  the  scene, 

Check'd  the  encounter  with  a  daring  hand. 
«*  Romans !"  cried  he — "  Let  this  reeking  sod 

Never  more  with  human  blood  be  stain'd! 
Let  no  image  of  the  living  Odi 

In  unhaIIow*d  combat  be  profaned ! 
Ah !  too  long  has  this  coloanl  dome 

Fail'd  to  sink  and  hide  year  brutal  ahowt ! 
Here  I  call  upon  assembled  Room 

Now  to  swear,  they  shall  fbrerer  doae  !** 
Parted  thus,  the  combatants,  with  joy. 

Mid  the  tumult,  found  the  means  to  fly ; 
In  the  arena  stood  the  undaunted  boy, 

And,  with  looks  adoring,  gazed  on  high. 
Peal'd  the  shout  of  wrath  on  every  side ; 

Every  hand  was  eager  to  assail ! 
«« Slay  him !  slay!"  a  hundred  voices  cried. 

Wild  with  fury — ^but  he  did  not  quail ! 
Hears  he,  as  entranced  he  looks  above. 

Strains  celestial,  that  the  menace  drown  1 
Sees  he  angels,  with  their  eyes  of  love. 

Beckoning  to  him,  with  a  martyr's  crown  1 
Fiercer  swell'd  the  people's  frantic  shout ! 

Launch'd  against  him  flew  the  stones  like  rain! 
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I. 


Death  and  terror  circl«*d  him  aU>ut — 

But  he  iiiwil  nil  J  p^'ri-ihM — not  in  vain ! 
Not  in  vain  the  youthful  martyr  fell ! 

Then  ami  there  lie  eriii*h*J  a  bloody  creed ! 
An.!  his  hi^h  ex.inipU'  shall  iinitel 

Future  hrrm's  to  a*  ijreat  a  dee«l ! 
tfloriv  answers  yet  reinuiu  for  tlio^e 

\Vh-i  w.niM  qui.-iion  ami  pn-eeilc  the  lime! 
In  ihiir  sedi»*.»n.  niiiy  they  ni»*et  their  fow. 

Like  TtLKHAiHi  -i,  with  fnml  lublimc! 


sl-mmf:r  in  thk  heart. 

The  ci»M  hla-it  at  the  ea«'ment  beats, 

The  winilow-panes  are  white. 
The  ^niiw  whir!*  ihMUjh  the  empty 

It  i«  a  tlr«»ar\-  ni-^ht ! 
Sit  tlown,  old  friiMul !  the  wine-cupf  wait ; 

Fill  to  o'erflowin? !  fill ! 
Thoueh  Winii^  lu»\vU'th  at  the  sate. 

In  our  hearts  *t  ii*  i^u miner  itill ! 

For  we  full  many  summer  joy* 

Ami  ereenw«H»«l  K]Mms  have  shared. 
When,  free  and  ever-roving  Uivb, 

The  r4vki«.  the  stream*  we  dared ! 
And.  Ai»  I  look  upon  thy  face — 

Baek.  back  o*er  year*  of  ill. 
My  heart  flies  to  that  happy  place, 

Where  it  i*  summer  still! 

Yes,  though,  like  sere  leaves  on  the  ground. 

Our  early  ho|ies  are  stmwn. 
And  cherish'd  flowers  lie  deail  amund, 

And  sinin"?  hinU  are  flown, — 
The  verdure  is  not  faiUnl  quite. 

Not  mute  all  toni»s  that  thrill ; 
For,  seeine.  hearing  thee  to-niirht. 

In  mv  heart 't  is  summer  still ! 

Fill  u]> !  the  olden  times  come  buck ! 

With  linht  and  life  onre  more 
We  »-an  the  fiitun'**  sunny  track. 

From  y«»uth**  enchanted  shore  ! 
The  li>st  n«tum.     Thn>uffh  fn-lds  of  bbn^m 

We  wander  at  our  m  ill ; 
Gone  !■«  the  winter'-*  aniiry  jth^m— 

In  our  hearts  'tis  summer  still ! 


THK  Kir.ITIVE  FROM  LOVE. 

T*  thiTi*  but  a  nimjle  theme 
F.»r  the  yonlhful  p.H^t'j*  dn-am  ? 
I-i  I'n-re  but  a  -iii.lli'  wire 
T.*  I'll"  \.Mit!»t'ul  p.H-t''«  lyn*? 
Tirth  N'l.iw  :inil  hnveii  :il»ove — 
C  »:i  !i.'  >\nz  of  II  lUiht  but  love  ? 

N  «\  !  tho  bntH/<  dn-it  I  im*i»! 
<;>!  .»''\\nr!   I  follow  thee! 
Am?,  in  !nirti;il  numlM-rs.  rai;** 
W.»rt!iv  piMiH  t.»  t!jy  praise. 
Ah!  "hi*  uu^'U  me  on  the  field— 
If  I  fly  not.  I  niu««t  yield. 

Jiillv  patriMi  of  tho  crape! 
To  thy  arms  I  will  escape! 


Quirk,  the 

-  lo   BktcBL"  I  will  sing. 
Ha!  ('onfo*i««nl  every  sip 
But  reminds  me  of  hrr  bp. 

I'kLLAH  !  sriie  me  wudom's 
And  awAe  my  lyne  r^ffn 
Love  i«  flntinc ;  love  is  Tim ; 
I  Will  iry  a  nobler  strain. 
(),  perj  ie^il)  !  my  N«>is 
But  r*  niH*t  her  haunting 

JipiT»a!  on  ther  I  rri  ! 
Takr  me  jrn!  mv  Ivrr  nci  hizh  ? 
L"»!  Ill"  ^t.lr<  Ifni-ath  me  cWam! 
Ill  re,  O    {Mil!   i«  ■  tht-me. 
M.i'liM— !   ?*he  h:i*  ri»mr  iSwr' 
Evrrv  ihi»rd  i-  »hi-pcr:n5  -  !.•»»# 


TIIK  NI'^IIT-STmRM  AT  .*E^ 

*Tis  II  iln-ary  thins  t.«  ♦»«• 
Tiv^-iii'j  "11  tlif  miib".  i».ile  wm. 
Whin  t'ie  Mill  ha«  "nt  in  rksu'i^. 
An«l  the  wind  s-ijh*  l*»f"U2!i  ihr 
Wil!i  a  voi<*e  and  with  a  t>«nr 
I.iUf  a  !:vin J  crraiurr'«.  n)<^n  ! 

Lmik  !  how  wildly  swe!U  the 
R'tund  the  l«la«-k  hori7<^n's 
Sif  the  iriant  bdbtwN  n** 
From  thi*  o«-ean  l^i  thr  skirs! 
Wtiile  thr  sea<bir>l  whirlii  his  £:ebft 
O'tT  thfir  streaniinc  crei^tA  of  while 

Li**t !  the  wind  is  wakrnir.^  &«! 
All  the  *ky  is  overra-t  ? 
Lnrid  vaf^mr*.  hurry  insr.  trail 
In  the  pathway  of  the  z^*.r, 
A*  it  strikes  us  with  a  *hnrk 
That  miirht  nnul  the  deep-srt  rarfc  ? 

F:ilU  the  strain'd  and  shiver 'J  mart! 
Sji:ini  are  «si-attiT'd  b>  ih**  l-Ia«lT 
And  thr  «.<iil<t  are  "p^it  asunJer, 
A-  a  I'l.'Uil  I*  rrnt  by  thun«!*T: 
And  ih*'  -tnijffi.ni  \r*4i'l  shvkeiL 
As  the  wild  sra  o'er  her  breaks 

Ah!  what  sndiirn  li;ht  is  thia, 
nVi/iirr  ••''•r  the  dirk  ■♦•y«s  ? 
l.i»!  the  fr'l  ni-»«">n  n-.ir*  her  fi^ev 
Mi.l  thr  rl<«M<britt«  «»f  l*ir  st.wn^ 
And.  :1th^\  irt  ibr  Iron!  •."*?  air. 
Shinr*.  likr  b"']"*"  uj->n  ilespair! 

r\.rv  liMpiuT  bi!'  «w  e!ranis 
Wi*h  tb.«  b-itrr  iif  brr  t«rani«. 
Am  1  lift  J  b '■,'*»  it""  f'Ti-  pisrne 
Thr'Mljli  the  rr.i.'iu -b*'*  parttns  f' 
W'lilr  It.  M'aMrr*.'  f»ik«  o(  r>U 
I  Trr  till*  »inkiniE  de«*L  anr  ni«!*J. 

Fit'rr!  |i»w  on  l«rr»d«s|  knee. 
Htm'  'i'«l.  wriV.  «r  t"*n  tn  fhee* 
S'virii  iiH.  ni'd  the  ''••vffiil  fi-jM 
Of  thr  risinir  win-'*  t^wni-**!!? 
(tiiidi  \\*  nVr  the  thrrateninc  «■« 
S,i\e  us! — thoa  alone  raiul  wv! 
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[Bora  about  1817] 
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by  the  "  Mail  Robber,"  a  series  of  exceedingly  clever 
poetical  epistles  printed  hi  the  "  Knickerbocker,"  and 
other  contributions  to  the  literary  magazines.  He  has 
a  fine  eye  for  the  picturesque,  and  a  lively  fancy ;  and 
his  poems  are  nearly  all  in  a  very  chaste  style  of  art 


THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  OBELISK. 

Home  returning  from  the  music  which  had  so  en- 
tranced my  brain. 

That  the  road  I  scarce  remember*d  to  the  Pincian 
Hill  again, 

Nay,  was  willing  to  forget  it  underneath  a  moon  so 
fair. 

In  a  solitude  so  sacred,  and  so  summer-like  in  air — 

Came  I  to  the  side  of  Tiber,  hardly  conscious 
where  I  stood, 

Till  I  markM  the  sullen  murmur  of  the  venerable 
flood. 

Rome  lay  doubly  dead  around  mc,  sunk  in  silence 
calm  and  deep; 

*T  was  the  death  of  desolation — and  the  nightly 
one  of  sleep. 

Dreams  alone,  and  recollections  peopled  now  the 
solemn  hour; 

Such  a  spot  and  such  a  season  well  might  wake 
the  Fancy's  power ; 

Yet  no  monumental  fragment,  storied  arch  or  tem- 
ple vast, 

Mid  the  mean,  plebeian  buildings  loudly  whisper'd 
of  the  Past 

FethcrM  by  the  shore,  some  barges  hid  the  wave's 
august  repose ; 

Petty  sheds  of  merchants  merely,  nigh  the  Campus 
Martius  rose ; 

Hardly  could  the  dingy  Thamis,  when  his  tide  is 
ebbing  low, 

Life's  dull  scene  in  colder  colours  to  the  homesick 
exile  show. 

Winding  from  the  vulgar  prospect,  through  a  la- 
byrinth of  lanes, 

Forth  I  stepp'd  upon  the  Corso,  where  its  greatness 
Rome  retains. 

Yet  it  was  not  ancient  glory,  though  the  midnight 
radiance  fell 

Soft  on  many  a  princely  mansion,  many  a  dome's 
majestic  swell ; 

Though,  from  some  hush'd  comer  gushing,  ofl  a 
modem  fountain  glcam'd, 

Where  the  marble  and  the  waters  in  their  fresh- 
ness equal  secm'd : 

What  though  open  courts  unfolded  columns  of 
Corinthian  mould  ? 

Beautiful  it  was — but  altcr'd !  nought  bespoke  the 
Rome  of  old. 


So,  regardless  of  the  grandeur,  pass'd  I  tow'rds  the 
Northem  Gate ; 

All  around  were  shining  garden8-M:huiche8  gut- 
tering, yet  sedate, 

Heavenly  bright  the  broad  enclosure !  but  the  o'er- 
whelming  silence  brought 

Stillness  to  mine  own  heart's  beating,  with  a  mo- 
ment's truce  of  thought, 

And  I  started  as  I  found  me  walking  ere  I  was 
aware. 

O'er  the  Obelisk's  tall  shadow,  on  the  pavement 
of  the  square. 

Ghost-like  seem'd  it  to  address  me,  and  convey'd 
me  for  a  while. 

Backward,  through  a  thousand  ages,  to  the  borders 
of  the  Nile ; 

Where  for  centuries,  every  morning  saw  it  creep- 
ing, long  and  dun, 

O'er  the  stones  perchance  of  Memphis,  or  the  City 
of  the  Sun. 

Kingly  turrets  look'd  upon  it — ^[^ramids  and  sculp- 
tured fanes : 

Towers  and  pyramid  have  moulder'd—- but  the 
shadow  still  remains. 

Tired  of  that  lone  tomb  of  Egypt,  o*er  the  seas 

the  trophy  flew ; 
Here  the  etemal  apparition  met  the  millions*  daily 

view. 
Virgil's  foot  has  touch'd   it  often — it  has  kiss'd 

Octavia's  face — 
Royal  chariots  have  rolled  o*er  it,  in  the  freniy  of 

the  race, 
When  the  strong,  the  swifl,  the  valiant,  mid  the 

thronged  arena  strove, 
In  the  days  of  good  Augustus,  and  the  dynasty  of 

Jove. 

Herds  are  feeding  in  the  Forum,  as  in  old  Evan- 

der's  time : 
Tumbled  from  the  steep  Tarpeian  every  pile  that 

sprang  sublime. 
Strange !  that  what  seem'd  most  inconstant  should 

the  most  abiding  prove  ; 
Strange !  that  what  is  hourly  moving  no  mutation 

can  remove: 
Ruin'd  lies  the  cirque !  the  chariots,  long  ago,  have 

ceased  to  roll— 
Ev'n  the  Obelisk  is  broken — but  the  shadow  ttfll 

is  whole. 
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Out  ilu !  if  migfaliett  empirei  leuwe  w  little  mark 

behind,  , 

How  much  leM  must  heron  hope  fori  in  the  wreck 

of  humankind! 
Leas  than  ev*n  thin  darkiiome  picture,  which  I  tread 

beneath  my  fi*et. 
Copied  by  a  lifeless  moonbeam  on  the  pebblea  of 

the  street; 
Since  if  Cssar*t  beat  ambition,  livings  was  to  be 

renown*d. 
What  shall  Cssar  leave  behind  him,  aave  the 

ahadow  of  a  sound  1 


HUDSON  RIVER. 

RiTxas  that  roll  mont  musical  in  mtig 
Arc  often  lovrlv  to  the  mind  alone ; 

Tht'  wanderer  muHen,  an  he  moves  aloni; 

Their  bam'n  liaiiks  on  E:lorif*s  not  their  own. 

Wlirn,  to  pni^'<'  Hulwtiintt^  to  his  iMiyiMh  dreams, 
Ho  flies  abnxid  llir  ntiiiitrifii  to  survey, 

Oft  must  he  whiHfMT.  {n^ftiim  foreign  streams, 
«*  Their  names  alone  are  lieautiful,  not  thi'y." 

And  oft,  lememtKTinu^  rivuli-tn  more  fair. 

Whose  praise  no  poet  yet  has  dareil  to  sound, 
He  mar\'elB  much  that  dfM'rts  dull  and  hare, 
8oak*d  by  scant  brook<«,  should  be  so  wide  re- 
nowned. 

If  chance  he  mark  the  shrunken  Danulie  pour 
A  tide  more  meaurer  than  his  native  (Mmrles; 

Or  views  tlie  Rhone  when  summer's  heat  is  o'er, 
SuMued  and  Ktai;ii;int  in  the  fen  of  Aries; 

Or  when  he  sees  the  slimy  Titter  flini( 
His  sullen  tribute  at  the  fert  of  Rome, 

Oft  to  his  partial  thou-^ht  mu^t  memory  brin^ 
More  no!)le  waves  that  sleep  uiihymn*d  at  home ; 

Then  will  he  mouni  thut  not  in  nature  dwell 
The  rharins  which  flmi  him  in  hannimious  verse, 

For  numlwrs  veil  mean  olijivts  with  a  s|ieU 

Whose  mist  the  n'aNoninK  sennes  must  disperse. 

But  bid  him  climb  the  CaUkill  to  liehold 

'J^hy  flood.  O  Huilfion !  marching  to  the  deep, 

And  ti'II  what  stmin  of  any  l>anl  of  old 

Mi^ht  paint  thy  ipmce  uii«l  imitate  thy  sweep. 

In  iliMlant  Unds.  ambitious  wulU  and  towers 
Dtvlare  what  niMiers  on«T  the  realm  posseas'd. 

But  here  heaven's  humliwork  suquMs-s  ours. 
And  man  has  hanlly  mort*  than  Iniilt  his  ncsL 

No  storii^l  cajitle  overawes  thy  hri^hts. 

Nor  antique  arches  curb  thy  cuntiit's  play, 

Nor  I'rumblim;  architrave  the  mind  invili>a 
To  dream  of  deities  loni;  passM  away. 

No  Ciothic  Inittress,  nor  decaytnir  shaft 
Of  marble  yellowM  by  a  thousaml  years. 

Hear*  a  proud  landmark  to  the  doudliki'  craft 
That  crows  in  sii^ht,  then  melts  and  disap)iears. 

But  rlifls,  unalterM  from  their  primal  form 
Since  the  sulwiilinv  of  the  delui^,  rise 

Ami  lift  their  savinn  to  the  upper  sionn. 
To  screen  the  skitT  that  umlemeath  it  plies. 


Farma,  rich  not  moiv  m 

Of  Saion  moald,  and 
Gem  the  grem  mead  or 

B<Botian  plenty  m  m 

Then,  where  the  reign  of 

Again  the  beauteoua 
From  sbvp  to  sleep  oar 

Till  auiuc  new  hamkt'a  gnmfk  the 

And  there  deep  growa  for 
Touch'd  bv  no  aae— Uv 

m  m  _ 

As  now  they  bloom,  ihev  bk>«D*d 
Lineal  ilescemlanta  of  cftmMumt  finL 

Thi^i  K-oni>di  Twerd.  wb*we  raon 
Siiire  thy  lai4  minstrel  laid  him 

WluTe  thnniKh  the  raaemral  of  hm 
Didst  mil  thv  moan  with  hie 

• 

A  sinitle  one  of  Hudson's  leaaei 

Miisht  fumiiih  fore«(s  for  tfar 
Hide  in  Uiii-k  shade  all  Hunber'a 

And  blacken  all  the  rhJdim  df  lk 

Whatever  watem  rash  from  .\n«aa*a 
To  float  the  citeJrla  thai  crowd  ^r  ■« 

In  niMliinu  rave  the  meaner  praap  ef  Ai^ 
SulJinM'r  Hmisun !  can  he 


(Viulil  Moateil  Thames  with  all  his 
To  drck  tlir  strand  which  I  omkm 

Suiixhinc  so  fn'idi^-iiuch  punty  of  Ay 
As  bless  thv  sultrv  ansaon  and  ihr  eaU  * 


No  di*etls  we  kn«>w,  are  chmoirlcd  ef  ihaa 

In  siicml  scnJU;  no  taW  iif 
Have  hunt^  a  history  on  e^ery  tree, 

.\nd  Riven  esrh  rock  its  fable  am 

But  neitlier  here  hath  anv 

Nor  inim  invaiirr*  fnim 
No  horrors  feiiniM  of  liani  or  df 

Pollute  thy  stillness  with 

Here  nerer  ret  have  happy  6eUa  laid 
.\iul  butchrr'd  flocks  and  heapaef 

The  cottatfc  ruin'd — and  the  shfia 
Track'd  the  foul  passage  gf  the 

*' AluA.  Antiquity  !**  the 

"  Srni's  wanting  thee  snon  pnl 
l*he  MMirs  indiflfrrence  dulla  ihr 

Where  all  is  fair  indeed — but  al  ii 

Faltie  thoueht !  is  affe  to  moatr 
To  (irrciaii  fraanirnia  and  Eg;y 

Hath  Time  no  manumenta  to  r 
Mure  tlian  old  foitreaere  and 

(*nll  not  thi4  new  which  is  tlie 

That  wears  unchancrd  ike 
Which,  when  just  buddinc 

(ilsihlen'd  the  firal  gntf 

Nor  did  Euphrates  with  an 

(iliile  |«st  ffrren  Eden 
Than  HiHlsim  flash*d  apoa 

And  kiss'd  the  ocean  w 


TvK  in-liom  with  Joidan,  Ganat^ 

Tbi*lv«  and  the  pyramids  to 
Oh  !  hail  thv  fountain  bvm 

m 

Till  now  perehanee  it  lad  aol 
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ELEGY  IN  A  NEW  ENGLAND  CHURCH- 

YARD. 


O  THor  that  in  the  beautiful  repose 

Of  the  deep  waters,  down  below  the  storms, 

Art  calmly  waiting  where  the  coral  grows, 
With  many  wonderful  and  lovely  forms. 

If  thou  wert  happy  in  the  life  above, 

Thou  art  thrice  happier  bleaching  there  below, 
Where  no  sad  pilgrim  led  by  lingering  love, 

Can  vex  thy  ghost  with  his  presumptuous  wo. 

Or  if  misfortune  dogged  thee  from  the  womb 
To  the  last  unction,  thou  art  overpaid 

By  the  majestic  silence  of  thy  tomb 

For  all  the  pangs  that  life  a  penance  made. 

Such  rest  kings  have  not  in  the  marble  caves 
Before  whose  doors  perpetual  tiipers  bum ; 

Nor  saints  that  sleep  in  consecrated  graves, 
Nor  bards  whose  ashes  grace  the  lofUest  urn. 

Nor  even  those  humbler  tenants  of  a  mound, 
Under  some  elm  that  thrives  upon  the  dead. 

In  quiet  comers  of  neglected  ground, 

Scarce  twice  a  year  disturbed  by  living  tread. 

For  even  there  the  impious  throng  may  stream, 
Startling  the  silent  people  of  the  sod ; 

Pierre  wheels  may  clash,  the  fiery  engine  scream, 
And  mortal  clamours  drown  the  voice  of  Gon. 

Such  fancies  held  me  as  I  slray'd  at  noon 

By  the  old  churchyard,  known  to  few  but  me. 

Where  oft  my  childhood  by  the  wintry  moon 
Saw  the  pale  spectres  glide,  or  fearM  to  see. 

Head-stone  or  mound  had  never  mark*d  the  spot 
Within  man's  memory ;  weeds  had  strewn  ito*er; 

Yet  had  no  swain  profaned  it  with  his  cot. 
And  the  plough  spared  it  for  the  name  it  bore. 

Out  on  this  busy  age  !  that  noonday  walk 

Show'd  strange  mutations  to  my  dreaming  eye ; 

No  phantom  passed  me  with  sepulchral  stalk — 
The  rush  and  thunder  of  the  world  went  by. 

Men,  breathing  men,  no  spirits  faint  and  wan. 
But  proud  and  noisy  children  of  to-day, 

PlashM  on  my  sight  an  instant  and  were  gone, 
Swift  as  the  shades  they  soemM  to  scare  away. 

Curl'd  o'er  my  head  a  momentary  cloud 
From  the  light  vapour  that  they  left  behind ; 

Then,  fitting  emblem  of  that  flying  crowd. 
It  swayM  and  melted  in  the  April  wind. 

O  thou  that  slumberest  underneath  the  sea, 
Down  fathoms  deep  below  all  living  things, 

Who  seeks  for  perfect  rest  must  follow  thee. 
And  sleep  till  Ga b  ri  el  wake  him  with  hif  wings. 


"AVE  MARIA!" 


Ave  Mabia  !  'tis  the  evening  hymn 
Of  many  pilgrims  on  the  land  and  sea ; 
Soon  as  the  day  withdraws,  and  two  or  three 

P%int  stars  are  burning,  all  whose  eyes  are  dim 

With  tears  or  watching,  all  of  weary  limb, 
W 


Or  troubled  spirit,  yield  the  bended  knee. 

And  find,  O  Virgin !  life's  repose  in  thee. 
I,  too,  at  nightfall,  when  the  newborn  rim 

Of  the  young  moon  is  first  beheld  above, 
Tune  my  fond  thoughts  to  their  devoutest  key, 
And  from  all  bondage— save  remeoibranoe— free, 

Glad  of  my  liberty  as  Noah's  dove. 
Seek  the  Madonna  most  adored  by  me. 

And  say  mine  ^  Ave  Marias"  to  my  love. 


THE  BURIAL  OP  A  FRIEND. 


The  bier  is  ready  and  the  mourners  wait, 
The  funeral  car  stands  open  at  the  gate. 
Bring  down  our  brother ;  bear  him  gently,  too ; 
So,  friends,  he  always  bore  himself  with  you. 
Down  the  sad  staircase,  from  the  darken'd  room. 
For  the  first  time,  he  comes  in  silent  gU>om. 
Who  ever  left  this  hospitable  door 
Without  his  smile  and  warm  "  good-by,"  before  1 
Now  we  for  him  the  parting  word  must  say 
To  the  mute  threshold  whence  ^e  bear  his  clay ! 

The  slow  procession  lags  upon  the  road — 
'T  is  heavy  hearts  that  make  the  heavy  load ; 
And  all  too  brightly  glares  the  burning  noon 
On  the  dark  pageant — be  it  ended  soon ! 
The  quail  is  piping  and  the  locust  sings ; 
Oh  grief,  thy  contrast  with  these  joyous  things ! 
What  pain  to  see,  amid  our  task  of  wo. 
The  laughing  river  keep  its  wonted  flow ! 
His  hawthoms  there — his  proudly  waving  corn — 
And  all  so  flourishing  and  so  forlorn ! 
His  new-built  cottage,  too,  so  fairly  plann'd. 
Whose  chimney  ne'er  shall  smoke  at  his  command. 

Two  sounds  were  heard,  that  on  the  spirit  fell 
With  sternest  moral :  one  the  passing  bell ! 
The  other  told  the  history  of  the  hour. 
Life's  fleeting  triumphs,  mortal  pride  and  power. 
Two  trains  there  met — the  iron-sinew'd  horse 
And  the  black  hearse — the  engine  and  the  corse  ! 
Haste  on  your  track,  you  fiery-winged  steed, 
I  hate  your  presence  and  approve  your  speed ; 
Fly  with  your  eager  freight  of  breathing  men. 
And  leave  these  mourners  to  their  mareh  again. 
Swift  as  my  wish  they  broke  their  slight  delay. 
And  life  and  death  pursued  their  separate  way. 

The  solemn  service  in  the  church  was  held, 
Bringing  strange  comfort  as  the  anthem  swell'd. 
And  back  we  bore  him  to  bis  long  repose, 
Where  his  great  elm  its  evening  shadow  throws — 
A  sacred  spot !     There  often  he  hath  stood, 
Show'd  us  his  harvests,  and  pronounced  them  good ; 
And  we  may  come,  with  eyes  no  longer  dim. 
To  watch  new  harvests  and  remember  him. 

Peace  to  thee,  Stbuart,  and  to  us !  th'  All- Wise 
Would  ne'er  have  found  thee  readier  for  the  skies. 
In  His  large  love  he  kindly  waits  the  best, 
The  fittest  mood,  to  summon  every  guest ; 
So,  in  his  prime,  our  dear  companion  went, 
When  the  young  soul  is  easy  to  repent. 
No  long  purgation  shall  he  now  require 
In  black  remorse — in  penitential  fire ; 
From  what  few  frailties  might  have  stain'd  his  morn, 
Our  tears  may  wash  him  pure  as  he  was  bom. 
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ON  A  BUST  OF  DANTE. 


Sre,  from  thin  rountorfeit  of  him 

Whom  Anw  nhall  rfmi'nilier  long. 
How  Htem  of  liiicnmrnt.  how  grim 

The  fiitlior  woH  of  TuAcan  Horig. 
Tlicrv  Init  the  burning  mmimt  of  wrong, 

Por{)otunI  caro  anil  Mcorn  alii<l« ; 
Small  fripiulshi|)  for  thr  lonlly  throng; 

DirttniKl  uf  ail  the  world  hrnidc. 

Faithful  if  tliis  wan  imace  lip. 

No  dream  his  11  fo  was — but  a  fight; 
Could  any  Ijoatrirr  «»o 

A  lover  in  that  anchorite  1 
To  that  ctild  (jlulieline*fl  gloomy  night 

Who  could  have  uucw'd  the  viiiionfl  came 
Of  beauty,  veil'd  with  heavenly  Kght, 

In  circIcH  of  eti-rnal  flame  ? 

The  liiM,  an  ('Umue^M  cavern  rlo«M>, 

'J^he  cheek)*,  with  fa^t  and  Horrow  thin, 
The  riind  frxMit,  almost  nioroKe. 

But  for  the  patient  hupc  within, 
Declare  a  lite  whose  counu'  hatli  lieen 

UuHullietl  htilL  th«>u;;li  still  M'vcre, 
Which,  thnmich  tlie  wavering  dayn  of  fin. 

Keep  itA>lf  icy-clidMte  and  clear. 

Not  wholly  such  hi:*  hasgard  look 

When  wandering  onc«\  furkm,  lie  ntray'd, 
With  no  conipuniitn  nave  htx  lKN»k, 

To  (\)rvo*M  huxh'd  monastic  i<hade ; 
Where,  as  the  Bcnctiictjne  laid 

Hill  palm  u|N>n  the  pilgrim  guest. 
The  ningle  Ii04)n  for  which  he  pray*d 

Tlu;  convent'it  diarity  wan  rent.* 

Peace  dwelU  not  lien* — thii*  rugged  fiu% 

Betray M  no  spirit  of  re|NWo ; 
The  Hulli-n  warriiir  luili'  we  trace. 

The  niarblf  man  of  many  win'ic 
S^uch  was  hilt  mien  when  t'ln^t  aroi«e 

Tlu*  thiHiLfht  ot  that  xt range  tale  divine, 
Wlien  liell  he  {ifiipleil  with  bin  !'in*i«. 

The  Kcoun;e  of  many  a  guilty  line. 

War  to  the  lai>t  he  wa:{e«I  with  all 
The  tyrant  canker-wuruiM  uf  earth; 

Bamu  and  duke,  in  hold  and  hall. 

Cursed  till'  dark  hour  that  gave  him  litrth ; 


*  Ii  in  itiM  of  Paste  llint  whrii  In*  win  rrtiniinc  ovi-r   ■ 
Ii:ih,  hf  «'aiiif  In  a  cfit.«in   iiii>iia>ti-T),  whi-rf  lit*  w-i«   . 
[iH-t  hi   mil'  uf  th>'  frjjr^,  nlm  li!e*«<*il  him,  ami  .i^ki'l 
W'lnt  wii"  lii«  li'-^iri;— lo  whu'h  lh«  w«ary  •Irai'^rr  »iii>;il) 
aiiHMfred 'WWr."  I 


■I 
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He  wed  Rome't  harlot  fer  bia  airih ; 

Pluck'd  lianr  hyporrunr  and  riis»  ; 
But  \abaiit  anula  M  knigiill^  vorch 

Traiii*niitt«d  to  the  lulU  of  Tbm. 


O  Time  !  whoae  rrnlirU 

'I*hp  only  rightr«iu«  judffe  art 
That  poor,  old  r\ile,  aail  mtad  loae, 

Ih  I.atium*a  c4her  Viripl  imvw  : 
Before  hi«  name  t)ie  natwoa  ham : 

Hin  words  are  parrrl  of  -— *^«* 
Deep  in  whoM-  heart*,  as  na  haa  bn^ 

I'he  marks  have  aunk  of 


ON  A  MAGDALEN,  BY  GVIDO 

Mabt.  when  thou  wert  a  viffia» 

Kn*  the  firnt,  the  Cilal  «ii 
Stole  into  thv  liOM>m'«  rhamher, 

f  jeaihni;  i>ix  c«>ni|a«iiiuiu  la ; 
En'  thom'  vy*  h^  virpc  an  eiror. 

What  thv  lieautv  must  ha«€ 


Ere  thoip  lips  hail  pakt!  tMr 
l^ui^erinir  with  the  snul'a 

En^  with  pain  they  oft  had 
fn  tliiiie  aitniiy  of  prayer. 

Or.  iniiti'ail  of  ji^nrlit.  the 

(■U»ti-nM  in  thy  strramin^  hair. 


While  in  ignnnince  of 
SuU  thv  heart  seirneW  di 

Anil  the  nii^niins  lichl  o€ 
On  tb\  clut-k'p  \oun«  ffardm 

Where  th'  abundant  r 

Nut  of  earth  roukist  thoa  haw 


^^'hen  thy  frailty  frll  upon 
I.ovr!y  wfrt  thitu.  evrn  then; 

ShauN*  itM'lf  coukl  not  du 

Of  tin-  i-liarm*  that  \anqinih'd 

Which  **(  Siilfiii*«  purest  -^^-n^*" 
Mall  iiM  Uie  fuUifd  M^fdaka  ! 


But  t!iy  Master's  eye  heheld 
F'liil  and  hII  unwoffthT 

P.•i•■■^  pardiinM.  ptireetl  iby 
Ot'  il«  black.  ]H*niK>»iia 

Drove  the  de^iU  fr« ifli  out  the 
All  tlic  dark  and  guilty 

Oh  the  brauty  rif  repenta 
Mary.  tcntuU  birer  now 

Art  lbi:u  with  those  di 
Anii  that  ansuu4i  no  ihT 

Ah.  nuaht  e«erv  nofui 
CifoM  in  U*autv  ev'n  aa 
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WILLIAM    W.    LORD. 


[Bora  ftboat  1818.] 


Mr.  Lord  is  a  native  of  Western  New  York, 
and  is  descended  through  both  his  parents  from  the 
New  England  Puritans.  His  father  was  a  Pres- 
byterian clergyman,  and  his  mother,  who  now  re- 
sides with  her  eldest  son,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Lord  of 
Buflalo,  is  a  woman  of  refinement  and  cultiva- 
tion. He  had  therefore  the  advantages  of  a  good 
domestic  training.  He  exhibited  at  a  very  early 
age  a  love  of  letters,  and  soon  became  familiar 
with  Shakspeare  and  the  other  gn^at  writers  of 
the  Elizabethan  age,  and  prolmbly  few  men  are 
now  more  familiar  with  English  literature  in  all 
its  departments.  During  his  college  life  his  health 
failed,  and  his  friends,  yielding  to  a  desire  for  a  sea 
voyage,  committed  him  to  the  care  of  the  master  of 
a  whale  ship,  owned  by  a  family  friend  at  New 
London.  After  being  a  few  weeks  at  sea  he  grew 
weary  of  the  monotony  of  a  cabin  passage,  and, 
ai^ainst  the  remonstrances  of  the  captain,  forced 
his  way  into  the  forecastle,  where  he  soon  became 
a  sturdy  seaman,  and,  during  four  years  of  service 
in  the  Pacific,  endured  all  the  hardships,  priva- 
tions and  perils  of  that  ailventurous  life,  exhibiting 
on  every  occasion  the  boldest  traits  of  character. 
On  returning  home  he  resolved  to  devote  his  time 
to  the  study  of  moral  science,  and  with  this  view, 
in  1841,  entered  the  theological  school  at  Auburn ; 


but  the  death  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Richards,  president 
of  that  institution,  occurring  in  1843,  he  joined 
the  senior  class  of  the  Princeton  Theological  Semi- 
nary, in  which  he  completed  his  course  of  study, 
with  much  credit,  early  in  the  following  year.  Ho 
is  now  a  fellow  of  the  College  of  New  Jersey,  and 
is  engaged  in  the  preparation  of  a  course  of  Lec- 
tures on  English  Literature. 

Mr.  Lord  has  been  a  laborious  and  successful 
student;  is  familiar  with  the  ancient  languages 
and  literatures ;  has  been  a  diligent  reader  of  the 
best  German  writers ;  and  has  cultivated  an  ac- 
quaintance with  the  arts  of  design.  Philosophy 
is  his  favourite  study,  however,  and  Colsridgk  and 
Wordsworth  arc  his  most  familiar  authors. 

Mr.  Lord's  only  published  volume  of  poems 
appeared  in  1845.  Its  contents  were  all  written 
during  the  previous  year,  and  they  bear  generally 
marks  of  haste  and  carelessness,  but  such  proo£i 
of  genuine  poetical  taste  and  power  as  to  win  at- 
tention and  praise  from  judicious  critics.  His  mind 
is  imbued  with  the  spirit  of  his  favourite  authors, 
but  many  passages  in  his  writings  are  as  original, 
in  thought  and  manner,  as  they  are  beautiful.  The 
pervading  tone  of  his  poetry  is  that  of  reverent 
meditation,  but  occasionally  it  is  distinguished  by  a 
graceful  playfulness. 
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KEATS.* 


Oh  gold  Hyperion,  lovc-Iom  Porphyro, 

Ill-fated !  from  thine  orb'd  fire  struck  back 
Juj«t  as  the  parting  clouds  began  to  glow, 

And  stars,  like  sparks,  to  bicker  in  thy  track! 
Alas !  throw  down,  throw  down,  ye  mighty  dead. 

The  leaves  of  oak  and  asphodel 
That  ye  were  weaving  for  that  honoured  head, — 

In  vain,  in  vain,  your  lips  would  seek  a  spell 
In  the  few  charmed  words  the  poet  sung, 

To  lure  him  upward  in  your  seats  to  dwell, — 
As  vain  your  grief!     O !  why  should  one  so  young 

Sit  crown'd  midst  hoary  heads  with  wreaths  di- 
vine 1 
Though  to  his  lips  Hymcttus'  bees  had  clung, 

His  lips  shall  never  taste  the  immortal  wine. 
Who  sought  to  drain  the  glowing  cup  too  soon, 
For  he  hath  perish'd,  and  the  moon 
Hath  lost  Endymion — but  too  well 

The  shaft  that  pierced  him  in  her  arms  was  sp^ : — 

Into  that  gulf  of  dark  and  nameless  dread. 

Star-like  he  fell,  but  a  wide  splendour  shed 
Through  its  deep  night,  that  kindled  as  he  fell. 

*Froin  "An  Ode  to  England." 


TO  MY  SISTER. 

Attd  shall  we  meet  in  heaven,  and  know  and  love  ? 
Do  human  feelings  in  that  world  above 
Unchanged  survive  ?  blest  thought !  but  ah,  I  fear 
That  thou,  dear  sister,  in  some  other  sphere, 
Distant  from  mine,  will  find  a  bri^ter  home, 
Where  I,  unworthy  found,  may  never  come  ;^ 
Or  be  so  high  above  me  glorified, 
That  I,  a  meaner  angel,  undescried, 
Seeking  thine  eyes,  such  love  alone  shall  see 
As  angels  give  to  all  bestowed  on  me ; 
And  when  my  voice  upon  thy  ear  shall  fidl. 
Hear  only  such  reply  as  angels  give  to  alL 

Forgive  me,  sister,  O  forgive  the  love 

Whose  selfishness  would  reach  the  life  above, 

And  even  in  heaven  do  its  object  wrong — 

But  should  I  see  thee  in  the  heavenly  throng, 

Bright  as  the  star  I  love — the  night's  first  star, 

If,  like  that  star,  thou  still  must  shine  afar. 

And  in  thy  glory  I  must  never  see 

A  woman's,  sister's  look  of  love  firom  thee, — 

Must  never  call  thee  by  a  sister's  name, 

I  could  but  wish  thee  less,  if  thus,  the  same. 

My  sister  still,  dear  Sarah !  thou  might'st  be. 

And  I  thy  brother  still,  in  that  blest  company. 
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THE  BROOK. 

A  LITTLE  Mind  girl  wuiidrrinsr. 

While  dayliKlit  paloH  U'lioath  the  moon, 

Anil  with  a  hrodk  meandering, 
To  hear  iU  p[i*ntle  turn.*. 

The  little  lilind  irirl  by  the  hrook, 

It  told  h«'r  souiethint; — ^\'ou  might  gueiUy 

To  mv  her  smile,  to  we  her  IikjU 
Of  Ustrniiiq;  eai^cmesA. 

Thoui^h  Mind,  a  ncvtT  tdlent  ^ido 
Flow'd  with  her  timid  feet  ulonf^; 

And  down  tihc  wanderM  by  ii«  liide 
To  licar  Uic  running  M>n;;. 

And  fcometimeR  it  wan  soft  and  low, 
A  rreepiiiij  niiisir  in  the  ^mnd ; 

And  then,  if  somethincf  rheek'd  its  flow, 
A  surj»lin;j  swell  of  stiund. 

And  now,  U{M)n  the  other  Hide, 

Sju*  M'eks  hiT  m<itbei*s  e«il ; 
And  Htill  the  noise  shiill  U>  her  guide, 

And  lead  her  to  the  spot 

For  to  the  blind,  so  little  free 
To  move  aliout  IxMieath  the  »nm. 

Small  thiiiLT*  li>vi'  tiuN  H-eni  lilNTty— 
Something  from  darkness  wnn. 

But  mH 111  nhe  heard  a  meetiiii;  htream. 
And  on  tile  Kuik  she  fulI'twM  still. 

It  murmur'd  «)n,  nor  could  i-he  tell 
It  was  another  rill. 

Ah !  whither,  wliither,  my  little  maid  1 
And  whereftire  dost  thou  wander  here? 

I  seek  niv  ini)t Iter's  eot.  she  daid, 
And  surely  it  is  near. 

There  is  no  rot  u|h)M  this  brook. 

In  \(»nder  mmintains  dark  and  drear, 

\\'here  sinks  the  sun.  its  souioe  it  took. 
Ah.  when  lore  art  thou  here  ! 

Oil !  sir.  thou  art  ni>t  tnii*  nor  kind. 
It  in  the  bri><ik.  I  knnw  its  .<«>iiiiid; 
Ah!  whv  wiiuld  vou  deivive  the  blind! 

■ 

I  hear  it  in  the  croinirl. 

And  tin  ^he  stepp'd.  but  irn'w  nmre  nad. 
And  Meary  \«rre  hi-r  liinler  feet, 

'I'he  bro4>k*s  »>iii.ill  vi>i«-e  n  ern'd  nut  ho  ulai!. 
Its  sitng  was  not  mi  M\reU 

All !  whither,  whither,  my  little  maiil  ? 

And  wherefore  di»><t  thou  wander  at;o  ? 
I  st-rk  iny  nioth«T'>  ent  >he  ^ailJ, 

And  surely  it  is  ni  ar. 

Inhere  is  no  eot  ujitm  this  bri>ok ; 

I  hear  its  s>>und.  the  maiil  replit^l. 
With  dreamlike  and  Uwiider'd  Uhik — 

I  ha\e  not  left  its  siile. 

O  L'o  witii  me.  the  darknew  near^ 
The  tiitt  I  Rile  Mar  tieuins  to  ffleam  ; 

'JMie  ni.iiil  n>{iiitil  with  liur«tin<j:  tears. 
It  v*  the  sirruni !  It  in  the  htn'am ! 


A  RIME. 

wi::cn  :«  rrr  rzab'^s.  ass  tea    .1.=..  r%  a,  'ii 

LEF.Z  '-7  1.:TX 

A 4  Lore  nt  kllinir  hencath  m  lire. 

A  Knicht  rmle  b\  on  hi*  rharcrr  free, 

S*^talwjrt  and  fair  and  LaU  Wii*  hr. 

With  hin  plume  and  Ium  miUAiie,  m  m^H  Is  ma 

And  proud  o(  hi*  iprmni.  liicht  lof'uly, 

lie  erieil.  Vounic  iNiy.  will  \uu  go  mjah  nt* 
But  l^tsv  he  |Niul<-d  anii  ihook  has  hrsB£» 
And  akiriL!  t.in^il  the  Wjrnor,  iH-bated: 

Ijove  i4  not  won  bv  rhivalrv. 

Then  came  a  Minittrel  briicht  of  Uev. 

Blue  wen-  his  vy*  a:*  iIm*  hra^riM  br. 

And  Hweet  as  a  M.ini{-bird'i«  thrmt  hib^  be. 

Of  sinik'S  ami  ti'drv  aiuI  Udir'a  ««>, 

2Sott  love  and  ulonouii  ehi\jlrT, 

Then  rrieil,  Swi-i-l  Uiy,  wu!  yuu  go  «nih  ar  ' 
I^ive  Wfpt  and  AuiiUil.  but  »h«>4  hj»  t^-^L 
Antl  aloiig  fand  thv  Mii.^tirl  iU-braC«^. 

Lo\e  ii  not  won  bv  mini*triUv. 

IMien  cauM'  a  Bookman,  w:^*  a»  thrrc, 

lAirker  a  M-hoUr  you  fiull  lurf  mc 

In  Jewrie.  Komi*,  or  Arabv. 

But  Ii«t.  fair  lianirs  ui.al  I  n-Te  b>  t^. 

In  lovf's  swirl  lere  uiit-iujhl  «««  he, 

r'or  wliiti  111*  erii«I.  <''^rnf.  !.i*r.  with  mf. 

Tiriil  <*f  thi-  par!e  he  u  i-  riiMLlin^  bs*  ir».l 

And  a  Ion  J  fa  nil  the  S^h.>!jr 
Lu\e  is  not  won  by  iH-iIan;.-^-. 

Then  eame  a  ("ourtirr  wearing  ihr  krr 

Of  eouiiri!  and  ch.indit-r**  h:jh  philtr  ; 

lie  roiil'l  dispute  \*-\  Mt-m  t>  a^rw. 

Anil  .M(l\  as  d»'w  wa*  lii<  fl.iiti*nc. 

And  witli  bi'iiieil  \>iii-<e  anil  iofir 

Fair  youth,  iif  saiil.  uil!  \«mi  hi>ni>ur 
In  eourteont  win*  L  >\e  p>h'iiik  hia 
And  ali<n;{  f.in-d  tlie  ('iiurlirr  iH  Iiri^i' 

I«ti\r  ji  lint  \^iit:  !<\  i'>mrtr-y. 

Thi'it  fame  a  Mi-'^r  l-linkinic  hi«  «^ 
To  \irw  the  bruht  U>\  U-ne-ath  llw 
Mio  pur>M\  whiih  huiur  III  hi«  rniKinc 
The  random  h<  Id  of  a  kini?**  ctiuiitme; 


J . 


Anil  a  li.indMil  of  jewi-ls  an*!  snU 
Ari'l  rmd.  Swi'tt  rhi!d.  wilJ  Ti' 

T!ien  loud  laiiirh'il  I<<^r  a*  br  ahook  Idi 

And  aliihj  fa n-<l  the  M^tn^r 
Lii\e  i«  lint  won  bv  nii*rrhanilrr. 


()  then  tit  v<Min?  I.ovr  Kmralh  ikc  tmr. 

( '.i:ne  i>iit'  .l«  yoniiif  and  a»  fair  aa  bs. 

And  at  likf  to  him  n«  like  ran  h*» 

And  e!ap)iinff  bin  httif  win^  for  cIm. 

With  UiitU  diitl  ffinilra  and 

He  whio{it-r'i).  t'omp.  Oh 
l.o\('  p.>uie«l  aiHi  A«ni!eil  and 
But  a!"iu'  with  that  mnwum  «< 

Ah- 1  l"*e  nitia  low,  kNlJ  ->^««»— ■  ^-^ 


GEORGE    W.   DEWEY. 


Mil.  DiwKT  (whose  lather  vu  *  painter,  from 
WriXfiplil,  in  MBmirhQHiU)  wu  bom  in  Bilti- 
morf,  in  IfllS,  and  from  (n  esrly  «ge  haa  reaJed 
in  thilBJelphin.  tii  the  journal*  and  lilerai;  mis- 
ci'llaniM  of  which  cily  he  bu  been  a  frequent  con- 
tributor fur  •eisral  jrsan.     Hia  numerau*  poems 


THE  RUSTIC  SHRINE. 


•Tbtir  nKiH  -ore 


A  sninow  of  the  e^preaa-hougfa 

Lie*  an  mj  path  to-day ; 
A  -melancholy — which  in  vun 

Tlie  angel  Memory  halh  flown 

Tu  nid  iQi]  cheriah'd  thinga. 
To  bring  the  light  ot  early  yeaia 

Around  me  on  ber  winga: 
And  where  (he  loretarn  birds  complain 

Williiii  tbeir  green  abode. 
Between  loo  el  ma,  A  ruKtic  aeat 

Jnvitca  her  from  the  rood* 
There  ahall  she  sit,  aa  oil  befoce, 

And  fii^h  sa  o(l  agnin, 
OVrnameseoBra'eJ.wbich  long  bate hroTed 

The  aunsbine  and  the  rain. 
And  one — it  Ja  Ihe  d^areal  namo 

On  Lone'a  onnumber'd  shrinea — 
So  dear,  that  eien  envioua  Tune 

Halh  guarded  it  with  Tines; 
And  wreathed  it  with  his  choicest  Howcrs, 

As  if  the  bridal  chum. 
Which  Fate  denied  unto  her  brow. 

Should  still  adorn  her  name  '. 
Ah,  well  do  [  remember  yet 

The  day  I  carved  that  name! 
The  rattle  of  the  locual*'  drum 

Thrill!  o'er  me  now  the  aame : 
Adown  Ihe  lane  the  wayward  breew 

Comes  with  a  steattby  pace. 
And  brinijB  tlie  pirfume  irf  the  ficlda 

To  tliii  dcaerted  place. 
Unto  ber  blusliing  cheek  again 

It  «omes — the  bleued  ait ! 
CarcBung,  like  a  lover's  hand, 

The  tresKs  of  her  bair, 
The  brook  runs  laughing  at  bar  feel, 


id  »he  wild-bird  sings; 
The  air  is  JiM'd  with  butlerHiea, 
As  though  the  aowers  hod  wir 


But  this  ja  Faney'i 

And  lures  me  hacR  in  vain  : 
The  brauk,lhe  bench,  the  Sower*,  and  vinea, 

1  ne'er  may  aee  again: 
For  this  is  but  on  idle  dream. 

That  mocka  me  eyermore— 


BLIND  l-OUlsE. 

Shs  knew  that  she  was  growing  blind — 


"Upon  her  fading  sight: 
Yet  neier  did  ahe  make  complaint. 

But  pray'd  each  day  might  bring 
A  beauty  to  her  waning  eyes — 

The  loTslineaa  of  Spring! 
She  dreaded  that  eelipae  which  nught 

Perpetually  encloae 
Sad  memories  of  a  leafless  nottd — 

A  apectral  realm  of  anowa. 
She'd  rather  that  Ihe  verdure  tef) 

An  evergreen  to  shine 
Within  her  heart,  aa  aammer  teases 

Its  memory  on  the  pine. 
She  had  her  wUh  :  for  when  the  sun 


O'erhu 


zhiaei 


And  shed  his  henedlciion  on 
A  world  of  May-lime  flowera— 

We  found  her  seated,  as  of  old, 
tn  her  accnatoui'd  place, 

A  midnight  in  her  aightieaa  eyes. 
And  mom  npon  her  faea ! 

A  MEMORY. 
It  was  a  bright  October  day — 

Ah,  well  do  I  remember! 
One  roae  yet  bora  the  bloom  of  May, 

Down  toward  the  dark  December. 
One  rose  that  naar  Ihe  lattice  gnrw, 

With  fragrance  Soaling  niund  it: 
Incainardined,  it  blooms  i 


I  of  her 


•ho  found  it. 

4W 
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Pale,  wither*d  row,  bereft  and  ahom 

or  all  thy  primal  glory. 
All  IcafloM  now,  thy  piercing  thorn 

IlcvcaJB  a  tfadder  iitory. 

It  \v(ii4  a  drcar\-  winter  day ; 

Too  well  do  I  rcmcnilH»r! 
Tlipv  \yoTc  her  frozen  fi»rm  away, 

And  j;ave  her  to  December ! 

Thore  wrre  no  iH»rfumea  on  the  air, 
Xo  bridal  bloMoma  round  her, 

Save  une  pale  lily  in  her  hair 

To  toil  how  pure  Death  I'uund  her. 

'I^hr  thistle  on  the  summer  air 

Hitth  Khinl  itR  iriri  Klory, 
And  thrire  the  willuws  weeping  there 

Have  told  the  Kea«ona*  Htory, 

Since  sho,  who  bore  the  b'uah  of  May, 
Down  tow:ird  the  diirk  Dei-emlwr 

PassM  like  the  thorn-troe'fl  bloom  away, 
A  pale,  reluctant  enilHT. 


A  BUGHTED  MAY. 

Call  not  thin  the  month  of  rones  — 
There  are  none  to  bud  and  blcMm ; 

Morning  WfihU  ulaa !  dimrlodea 
Hut  the  winter  of  the  tomb. 

All  that  •<!iould  have  deck'd  a  bridal 

Ke.ot  u|>on  the  bier — how  idle ! 
Dyii)};  ill  their  own  perfume. 

Every  bower  in  now  fontaken — 
'J'here*8  no  bird  to  charm  the  air! 

From  the  Uiut^h  of  youth  in  Hhaken 
Ever}'  hope  that  bIoiMom*d  there; 

And  my  soul  doth  now  enn»lie  her 

In  the  leavoH  of  Here  Octnlier 
I'nder  branches  swaying  l>are. 

When  the  midiiit^ht  falU  Iteside  me, 
I<ike  the  ^ItKun  which  in  me  lieii. 

To  the  ittum  my  feelini;^  ^uide  me, 
Seekini;  there  lliy  sjintetl  eyei«; 

Siurii  uluHie  tu\h  M*rm  ever  brin^^ing 

Down  the  mKilhiiii;  uir.  the  Hinging 
Of  thy  w>ul  in  paradirt«*. 

Oh  that  I  niii;ht  Ktand  and  listen 
To  that  nm^io  enditi'^  never. 

While  those  tr»nqtiil  slarM  should  glisten 
On  my  life**  o'erl'rjw.i'n  river, 

Stiindiiiu;  thu!t,  f«)rever  M-eniinis 

Litst  in  what  the  world  eatU  drearninCt 
Dreamini;,  love,  of  thee,  f.ire\erl 


TO  AN  OLD  ACQIAINTAXCE. 

():i  s.iy,di»e<;  the  ei»ttai;e  yet  |)eer  from  the  i>h:idow 
or  ani-eMral  f!ins  mi  the  side  of  llie  hill  !  — 

lit  liiNirw.iy  ot'  WiKKlbifie.  that  Kxik'dtn  the  meadow, 
And  welcomed  the  i<un  as  a  i;ue(it  on  the  *ill ; 

The  ApriUwiiijed  martin,  with  (garrulous  laughter. 
Is  be  tli<-re  wliere  the  inos«tes  were  thatch ini;  the 
ea\e? 


And  the  dear  little  wrm  that 
The  earlieac  to  come,  and  ilia  laical  I0  lra«« 

Oh  say.  is  the  hawthorn  ibc  htd^tvm 
A  down  the  old  lane  ?  are  the  villofva  flCiS  u^-v. 

Where  briery  thirketa  in  aprinctinir  wm  Hao^zjsi 
And  breath im(  their  life  oa  the  uiiyfuMS  ar ' 

And  runs  yet  the  brook  whnv  the 
inc. 

Where  thr  white  lily  Mt  likr  a 
While  utider  the  laurel  the 

Saw  only  the  glory  of  life  in 

Hath  the  reajier  been  there  with  his 

The  stern  reaper  Death  in  thr 
Hath  his  foot  cru^h'd  the 
HcentleiM 

They  lay  ere  the  fntsta  of  the 
Ah  yes,  I  ran  hear  the  sad  villnfcra  hy 

A  re«2uiem  that  HWe!ls  from  my  beait  oa 
Ant!  a  galherin:;  shadow  of 

'i*hiM«.>  scenes  that  must  ever 


THE  SHADY  SmB. 

I  S4T  ami  gaied  upon  thee,  Bsai, 

Arniss  the  pebbird  way. 
And  thouuht  tlie  very  wealth  of  bxtA 

Was  thine  that  winter  day  ; 
For.  while  I  saw  the  truant  rajra 

Within  thy  window  glide, 
Rememlvr'd  Ivams  reflected  eaaa 

I'lton  tlie  shady  aide. 

I  sat  and  frazrtl  u(ion  thee,  Roai, 

And  thouifht  the  trsnaient 
Were  leaving  on  thy  braidtd 

The  trace  of  goklen  drenmi 
Thttse  dreamm  which  like  the  farrj- 

On  youth's  beguiling  tide. 
Will  leave  us  when  we  reach  oU 

I  *[H>n  the  shady  side. 

Ah  f  >es,  mrthought  while  thoa  I 

Arri»M  the  noisy  way. 
The  strenm  of  life  between  oa 

That  cherrful  winlrr  day  ; 
Aiitl  that  (he  Iiark  whemia  I  < 

The  river's  rapid  tide. 
Had  \vl\  me  in  the  quietneaa 

I'lMm  the  shady  side. 

Then  somewhat  of  a  aorrotr, 

I'jiiie  crowding  on  my 
Kevt'jiiiig  how  that  cunent 

The  fiMiilest  oiiea  apart ; 
Hnt  whfe  \ou  stood  to 

In  U'auty,  like  a  bride, 
I  ti'lt  my  own  ctmlenled 

Thitu^h  on  tlie  sliaJy 

The  crowd  and  nniaa 

Dnt  there  will  cume  a  daj 
When  you,  with  light  and 

Must  croM  the  busy  way; 
Ami  when  you  lit,  aa  I  do  • 

T«i  hap|iy  thoughta  allied. 
May  st»nie  briizhi  angel 

I'lHin  the  ibadj  nda! 
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Mn.  Coil  ta  the  eldest  son  of  the  Rererand  , 
StNLEL  H.  Cdie,  D.  D.,  of  Brooklyn.  He  was 
born  in  MenJham,  in  New  Jereej,  on  the  teolh  , 
day  of  May,  1818.  At  ten  year*  of  age  he  wa* 
■eiil  to  a  gymnaalum  at  Pitts£i?ti),  in  Muiachu- 
MtU.  anJ  he  completed  his  studies  preparatory  to 
entering  the  University  of  New  York,  under  the 
private  charge  of  Doctor  Bi-m,  author  of  "The 
Life  of  Mohammed,"  etc.  While  in  the  univer- 
ally  he  distinguished  himself  by  hia  devotion  to 
duuir  learning,  and  particularly  by  his  acquaint- 
ance with  the  Greek  poets.  In  Ids  rreahman  year 
he  doliiered  a  poem  before  one  of  the  undergta- 
duales' societies,  on  "The  Progress  of  Ambition,"  . 
and  in  the  same  period  produced  many  spirited  j 
metrieJ  pieces,  some  of  which  apjiearcd  in  the 
periodicala*  of  the  time.  In  the  autumn  of  1S37 
he  published  his  first  volume.  •'  .Advent,  a  Mys-  ' 
tery,"  a  poem  in  the  dramatic  form,  to  which  was 
pretixed  Ihe  following  dedication:  i 


bul  lei  hti  dodrliH  die. 


anfm'il,  CouiMiin  o 


all  III 


I'his  work  WB>  followed  in  Ihe  spring  of  1838  by 
"Alhwold,B  Romaunt:"and  in  the  summer  of 

cantos  of'-Sainl  Jonathan,  the  Lay  of  a  Scald." 
These  were  intended  as  introductory  to  a  novel 
mia  of  "  Uon  Juan."  and  four  other  can- 
e  afterward  written,  but  wisely  destroyed 


holy  . 


>uthot  0 


candidate  for 


I  studies.     He  was  graJuated  in  July,  and 
iccasion  dchvered  an  eloquent  valedictory 

From  this  period  his  poems  assumed  a  devo- 


linii:il  c 


iiBlly  p 


lished   i 


the 


iciliiorthe  church.  His"AthanB 
unceil  bpfore  the  alumni  of  Washington 
C.'II<';,v,  in  Connecticut,  in  the  BUmmer  of  1640. 
It  is  ,in  irreguhir  ode,  and  contains  passages  of 
cnn.i.lrrnlilo  merit,  but  its  scctarisn  character  will 
prevent  its  receiiing  general  applause.  The  fol- 
lowing allusion  to  Bishop  Behkklei  is  from  this 


In  the  autumn  of  the  same  year  appeared  Mr. 
Coxa's  "Christian  Ballads,"  a  collection  of  reli- 
gious poems,  of  which  the  greater  Dumber  had 
previously  been  given  to  the  public  through  the 
columns  of  "The  Churchman."  They  are  ele- 
gnnt,  yet  fervent  expressions  of  the  author's  Iot« 
for  the  impressive  and  venerable  customs,  cere- 
monies, and  riles  of  the  Proteslanl  Episcopal 
Church. 


ned  Ihe  Italian  language ;  and  bt 
now,  under  Professor  NoaDRiima,  deroled  two 
years  to  the  Kudy  of  Ihe  Hebrew  and  the  Get- 
man.  After  passing  sDme  time  in  the  Kviailj 
School  at  Chelsea,  he  was  admitted  to  deacmi'i 
orders,  by  the  Bishop  of  New  Yoi^,  on  the  twaii- 
ty^ighth  of  June,  1S4I.  In  the  following  Joly,  on 
receiving  the  degree  of  Master  of  Arts  from  tha 
University,  he  pronounced  the  closing  oration,  by 
appointment  of  the  faculty;  and  in  Angnst  he 
accepted  a  call  to  the  rectorship  of  Saint  Anne's 
church,  then  recenlty  erected  by  Mr.  GouTiairira 
Monacs  on  his  family  domain  of  Morrisiana,  near 
New  York.  He  was  married  on  the  tvrentJ^M 
of  September,  hy  the  bishop  of  Ihe  dioeeas,  to 
his  third  cousin,  CiTniar^a  Clitiluid,  Mttl 
daughter  of  Mr.  Sision  Htdl 

Ijince  this  lime  Mr.  Con  has  become  RaeUr  (tf 
St.  Pauls,  in  Hartfbnl,  Connecticul,  and  has  pnb- 
iished.  beeidea  several  works  in  prose,  "  Saul,  ■ 
Mystery,"  and  two  01  three  volunies  of  miscelli- 
neoua  poenw.  He  it  among  the  most  prolific,  and, 
but  for  this,  would  probably  be  among  the  best,  of 
OUT  younger  writer*. 
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MANHOOD. 

Bo T HOOP  hnth  ^no,  or  ever  I  wan  'ware : 
Ooni*  like  the  liiniri  that  have  Hiini;  out  their  acason. 
Ami  fly  awuv.  Imt  lU'ver  to  n't  urn : 
(fono — like  the  meriuiry  of  a  fairy  vinion; 
(lorMf — like  tiie  Mt.irs  that  have  burnt  out  in  heaTcn: 
Like  flower:*  that  o{N'ii  oho*  a  hunilretl  vt^ara, 
Anrl  have  ju^t  fulilcil  u|»  tiicir  Rolilen  petuLtf : 
Like  i]i:iiileiihoo(l.  to  one  no  more  a  \inirin ; 
Like  all  thiit^rt  hrii;ht.  and  U'autiful.  and  tnmaicnt, 
And  yet,  in  its  KurpatsiiiLr  lovelint^Mii* 
And  i|uiek  dispersion  into  empty  nothinj^, 
Likf*  its  dear  M'lf  alone,  like  life,  like  Boyhood. 
Now,  on  the  traverm^l  xci-ne  I  leave  for  ever, 
Doth  memorv'  ra^t  already  her  pale  \oclk^ 
And  thruueh  the  mellow  Iit;ht  of  liy-i^ne  nummoni, 
(ia/i\  like  the  bride,  that  leaveth  her  home^yalley, 
Antl  like  the  Patriarch,  i?«M»fc  n\w  known  not  where. 
She,  with  faint  heart,  u|kmi  tlie  l>ounding  hilMup 
TuniA  her  fair  neek,  one  nionirnt,  unMielil, 
And  throui^h  the  Kun-M-t.  ami  her  tearful  eve, 
Vni  iM  her  father's  dwf'Ilinc:.  strainn  htT  Hi^ht, 
'Jo  bless  the  r«Mif-tnM\  and  the  lawn,  and  crardenKi 
Where  romp  her  youniri'r  tixterit,  ntill  at  home. 

I  h:ive  just  waken'd  from  a  darlinq;  drrara. 
And  fliin  would  shvp  on(v  more.  I  have  been  roving 
In  a  sweet  isle,  and  thither  wouM  return. 
I  Invf  just  come,  methinks,  from  Fairyland, 
And  yeani  to  see  Mab's  kin:;dtMn  once  a.;ain. 
And  roam  itn  lanflst'a)w's  with  her !     Ah.  my  luul, 
Thy  holiday  w  over — play-time  cone. 
And  a  stern  Master  bids  thef>  to  thy  task. 

}|ow  shall  I  ever  i;o  through  this  rough  workl! 
How  find  me  older  every  Si'ttin^  nun  ; 
How  meri;e  my  boyish  heart  in  manliness; 
How  take  my  part  uiM»n  the  tricksy  utairi*. 
And  wear  a  nia'*k  to  s<tMn  what  I  am  not  I 
Ah  me — but  I  forgot :  the  mimicry 
M'ill  not  !k'  loni;.  ere  all  that  I  hail  feii^n'd. 
Will  Ik-  so  hmI,  that  my  niifk  will  fall. 
And  Acre  art  Si -If.  nncustunicd  for  the  play. 
Now  my  first  step  I  t.ik<<'.  a.li>wn  the  valb-v. 
But  ere  I  reach  the  fml.  iriy  piu-c  must  I'hafiije; 
A  III!  1  toil  on.  as  nian  h.is  ever  dont>, 
Tfcidini:  the  cau-^i'way,  snuMith  with  emlless  travel. 
Siiii-i*  first  ihc  '^.ints  iif  idil  Tin>i'  tlrsi-enibil. 
And  Adflin  leadin!»  ditwn  onr  niiitlicr  E^e, 
III  a'ji's  elder  than  Anliijnity. 
Th:<i  \oice.  «o  I>uoyant.  inu'*t  \»**  all  im>^trnni;. 
I.iki'  Ii.ir]K.  tiiat  chord  by  chitrd  cniw  minii-lcM; 
Tli'-xf  h.nids  Inu^t  tiiltcr  on  a  sinoolh-toppM  staff, 
Tiiat  late  ctxdd  whiil  the  b.ilU'lub  \i^oriinHly: 
'riii<«  eye  c'ow  irlatsy.  tliat  can  sparkle  nnw, 
Aii'l  on  tlit>  deir  Kartli's  hues  Imik  diM'iiulv  : 
A'td  (liesc  !ir>>wn  liH-ks.  wliich  te!i«ler  hands  have 
T  I  1>^'.  in.;  enrls  aUmt  their  laiier-fin^ers,        twiiictl 
^fii-*  ■•iKer  sihiii.  anil  bear  aUuit  Mich  ^r:ii\%s, 
\-  f:i-e/i-  away  all  t.iui-h  i*\  ti'nderni-*s. 
And  llii-ii,  the  eiiil  of  e\eiv  Iniman  -t«irv 
l«*  ex  er  this,  whiti'ver  it*  be'^iiniin:;. 
Til  wi-.ir  the  n>lies  nf  !n  in-j — in  their  raj*; 
Til  Is'ar.  like  the  old  Tn«*«Mti*-.  pris.iner«i, 
A  citrpM'  still  uith  n%  iii-iipiHiiiable; 
And  then  to  sink  in  L.irtli,  like  diisi  lo  ilu^l, 


And  hearsr  for  rvrr  from  thr  fav  ei  anL 
What  lontr  tliev  thtineiit — n<Yw  danr  L"  c 

m 

iilory  to  him  who  doth  auliTm  ihr  ^^ar. 

In  ho|ie  of  Immortality ! 

I  fny  from  strrnjith  to  iCrificlh.  fram  «iv  to 
From  beini;  nnio  Uinz  *      I  wil?  MMlrfa 
This  (renn  of  coinfiirt  fnim  dr|«rtins  «oa!h 
Anil  when  ihr  pii-turnl  |Himi-r'«  thrown 
I'll  hiKinl  its  fixrh  Invnn*  in  rav  hrwrt 
I  shidi  ISO  on  throush  all  EtmulT; 
Thank  (ion!     I  only  Am  an  rmbrro 
The  small  liecinnim;  o(  a  cK4khm 
An  ati»m  that  ^hall  till  Iniiiirn««tT ; 

The  liell  hath  toll'd  r  mv  (nrtb^boar 
The  hour  that  m.i«!p  nie  rhiltl.  hafl  maJr  ^ 
And  bids  mc  put  all  childish  thiii«a  awat. 
Keep  me  from  evil,  that  it  inay  not  pv^r  a 
And  t<n^int  me,  Lmi  n.  with  ihi^  Xltt  Paaliaac's  ; 
Rememlier  not  the  follies  ctf  tay  5 oath. 
But  in  thy  mercy ,  tliink  u|«in  bw,  Loidf 


^  j-t 


»T 


OLD  CHTRCHEfs 

Hast  Ihyh  where  thr  fuIl->>kM(Nini*rf 

With  oilount  like  Eilen'a  arnand  * 
Hast  seen  where  the  brmiil-lravf^i 

Anil  wild  vino*  arr  frinsinir  tbr 
I  List  s,it  in  the  s)ia«1e  nf  r-,iia!|ia«w  at 

And  ati*  the  roid  cnunU  M  thru  r 
Or  slept  where  mamirilias  Wftr  artrminc  thr 

Ami  tlie  tnoekme-biril  *ung  \yr 

And  didst  mark,  in  thy  ji>urnrT.  at 

Siime  ntin  jie«-r  hi;;h  t>Vr  thy 
With  ntoks  wheeling  riKim!  it.  ami 

A  mantk*  for  turrriji  «-i  enr  ? 
Did  ye  aiJi  if  aome  bmi  of  the  raTalirr  kaai 

Lived  their,  wlien  the  enuntrr  w^  t 
And  burn*! I  not  the  bfmul  i»f  a  ChnaOMi.  i» 

How  there  the  itid  pnyer4irU  had 

.\nd  did  ve  not  clow,  whrn  th'^r  t4d  T( 

Had  dwrll  in  that  lh.->:!>^;;r.iwii  pair; 

And  (li:it  !>iine«iit  old*  'br'.otunwwrrv  aMApTi 
Tli.it  iim-e  h:id  kiM-li  ditwn  ia  iii  abAr 

And  b.iil  ye  no  tciir-t'rup-  \our  hliMftMa  l« 
When  veiht»ni:lii— «*Vr*«mr 

•  ■ 

The  liard  se«ks  ui  \ain  for  a  in> 

Sa\i-  oidv  tlie-H'  churche*  of  (••*  ! 

O  ve  that  sliall  pa%s  bv  t!i««p  mina 

fill  kmi-1  in  their  a!lc\p  ain!  pray. 
And  not  till  their  anhea  luvr 

Ki-M>  np.  and  f.tre  ini  in  ^ourwav  i 
rra\  (nin  t*i  il  th>x4*  ai»ie«  may  br 

Thitxe  altars  Mirn>u:Hlr«l  uid 
Willie  antheiiiA  aiid  |tra\(-r*  are  u|acfil  at  ai 

A-  they  I. ike  of  Uir  wuie<iip  aai  fcw^ 

Ay.  pray  on  lli\  knec«.  th^l  each  oU  nval  ^ 

The\  lia«e  left  i.i  tlic  hat  and  fht  mtti. 
May  '^iiniil  with  iIm*  louil-|^-abn|r 

And  the  full  »wellinc  «otnr  ci  IW 
IN-rad^entiire.  when  nrvt  thnu 

Kvi-n-'ii-lls  «hall  nne  (Hit  oa  tlir  av. 
Ami  the  dnn-li.;hti •!  wtnilowa 

'J'lie  snonv-roU'd  |«aaldr  at 
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IiT  the  silent  midnight  watches, 

List — thy  bosom-door! 
How  it  knocketh,  knocketh,  knocketh, 

Knocketh  evermore ! 
Say  not 't  is  thy  pulse's  beating ; 

'T  is  thy  heart  of  sin : 
'Tis  thy  Saviour  knocks,  and  crieth 

Rise,  and  let  me  in  ! 

Death  comes  down  with  reckless  footstep 

To  the  hail  and  hut  : 
Think  you  Death  will  stand  a-knocking 

Where  the  door  is  shut ! 
JisuB  waiteth — waiteth — waiteth; 

But  thy  door  is  fast ! 
Grieved,  away  thy  Saviour  goeth : 

Death  breaks  in  at  last 

Then  'tis  thine  to  stands-entreating 

Christ  to  let  thee  in : 
At  the  g^te  of  heaven  beating, 

Wailing  for  thy  sin. 
Nay,  alas  !  thou  foolish  virgin. 

Hast  thou  then  forgot, 
Jisus  waited  long  to  know  thee. 

But  he  knows  thee  not ! 


THE  CHIMES  OF  ENGLAND. 


Thb  chimes,  the  chimes  of  Motherland, 

Of  England  green  and  old. 
That  out  from  fane  and  ivied  tower 

A  thousand  years  have  toll'd  ; 
How  glorious  must  their  music  be 

As  breaks  the  hallow'd  day. 
And  calleth  with  a  seraph's  voice 

A  nation  up  to  pray ! 

Those  chimes  that  tell  a  thousand  tales, 

Sweet  tales  of  olden  time ! 
And  ring  a  thousand  memories 

At  vesper,  and  at  prime  ; 
At  bridal  and  at  burial. 

For  cottager  and  king — 
Those  chimes — those  glorious  Christian  chimes, 

How  blessedly  they  ring ! 

Those  chimes,  those  chimes  of  Motherland, 

Upon  a  Christmas  mom. 
Outbreaking,  as  the  angels  did. 

For  a  Rrdecrner  horn ; 
How  niorrily  they  call  afar. 

To  rot  and  baron's  hnll, 
With  holly  dork'd  arid  mi^Jtletoe, 

To  keep  the  festival ! 

The  rhimes  of  Eniyland,  how  they  pcal 

From  tower  and  gothic  pile. 
Where  hymn  and  swelling  anthem  fill 

The  dim  cathedral  aisle; 
Where  windows  bathe  the  holv  lijrht 

On  priestly  heads  that  falls. 
And  stain  the  florid  tracery 

And  banner-dighted  walls ! 
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And  then,  those  Easter  belU,  in  spring ! 

Those  glorious  Easter  chimes ; 
How  loyally  they  hail  thee  round,  * 

Old  queen  of  holy  times ! 
From  hill  to  hill,  like  sentinels, 

Responsively  they  cry. 
And  sing  the  rising  of  the  Lord, 

From  vale  to  mountain  high. 

I  love  ye — chimes  of  Motherland, 

With  all  this  soul  of  mine, 
And  bless  the  Loan  that  I  am  sprung 

Of  good  old  English  line ! 
And  like  a  son  I  sing  the  lay 

That  England's  glory  tells ; 
For  she  is  lovely  to  the  Lord, 

For  you,  ye  Christian  bells ! 

And  heir  of  her  ancestral  fame, 

And  happy  in  my  birth. 
Thee,  too,  I  love,  my  forest-land. 

The  joy  of  all  the  earth ; 
For  thine  thy  mother's  voice  shall  be. 

And  her&— where  God  is  king. 
With  English  chimes,  from  Christian  spirefl. 

The  wilderness  shall  ring. 


MARCH. 


March — march — march ! 

Making  sounds  as  they  tread, 
Ho-ho !  how  they  step, 

Going  down  to  the  dead ! 
Every  stride,  every  tramp. 

Every  footfall  is  nearer ; 
And  dimmer  each  lamp. 

As  darkness  grows  drearer; 
But  ho !  how  they  march. 

Making  sounds  as  they  tread ; 
Ho-ho !  how  they  step, 

Going  down  to  the  dead ! 

March — march — ^march ! 

Making  sounds  as  they  tread, 
Ho-ho,  how  they  laugh. 

Going  down  to  the  dead ! 
How  they  whirl — how  they  trip. 

How  they  smile,  how  they  dally. 
How  blithesome  they  skip. 

Going  down  to  the  valley; 
Oh- ho,  how  they  march. 

Making  sounds  as  thej  tread ; 
Ho-ho,  how  they  skip. 

Going  down  to  the  dead ! 

March — march — march ! 

Earth  groans  as  they  tread ! 
Each  carries  a  skull ; 

Going  down  to  the  dead ! 
Every  stride — every  stamp. 

Every  footfall  is  bolder; 
'T  is  a  Nkeleton's  tramp. 

With  a  skull  on  his  shouldei 
But  ho.  how  he  steps 

With  a  high-tossing  head. 

That  clav-cover'd  bone. 

Going  down  to  the  dead ! 
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OX  A  P.\[R  OF  ANTLERS. 

Bid  U' OUT  FKiiM  O  I.  KM  ANY- 
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Gift,  from  the  land  of  son^  and  wine — 
(*aii  I  foru'rt  tlie  enchanted  day, 

\Vhen  fiiHt  idmii!  the  iploriouA  IChinc 
I  heard  the  linnt-manV  but;le  play. 

And  m.irk'd  the  early  Mar  tliat  dwells 

Amoiii;  the  clul't  of  DrachenfeU! 

Airain  the  i>le-4  of  beauty  rise; 

A^ain  the  iTuniblin^  tower  ap|ieart. 
That  stands,  det\  im;  htormy  skies. 

With  memnries  uf  a  tli«iU'>an<l  years; 
And  dark  old  fnrests  wave  acain. 
And  ■h.'uliiws  crowd  the  dusky  plain. 

They  brouizbt  the  cilV  that  I  micht  hear 
'J 'he  nni.'ic  of  the  roaring  pine — 

To  till  ui;ain  my  charmi'd  ear 

With  ivhiH's  of  the  Koilenstein — 

With  trhiH's  of  the  silver  horn, 

Across  the  wailiiii;  waters  borne. 

Trupliiei  of  sjMiil  r  henceforth  your  place 
Is  in  ihio  ipiiet  home  of  mine; 

Farewell  the  busy,  bloody  chaw, 

Mule  embli'ms  now  of  "  auld  lane  n'ne,** 

When  Youth  and  Ho|ie  went  hand  in  hand 

To  roam  the  ilear  old  German  land. 


BALLAD  OF  THE  TEMPEST- 

Wr  were  crowded  in  the  ca&n. 

Ni»t  a  Aiiul  Would  dare  lo 
It  was  midnu'ht  011  the 

.\iid  a  niorm  was  on  the  derpL 

'Ti4  a  fi-arful  thine  in  winter 
'Jo  le  shjiier'd  ill  the  hiML 

Anil  to  hear  the  ratllinf  tnuapet 
Thunder,  **  Cut  away  the 

S«i  we  shudtlerM  there  in 

For  the  siituiti4  held  his 
Willie  the  huiii;r\  sea  was 

And  the  breakers  talkaii  with 

As  thui  «e  «at  in  darkneaa, 
Kach  one  bu«y  in  his  pray 

••  We  are  bM !"  the  captain 
As  he  stJKgerM  down  tha 

But  his  little  daughter  whispar^d* 

As  she  took  his  icy  hafiii, 
**  Imi'i  (ttid  upon  the  orean, 

J  ust  tlie  kame  aa  on  the  land  *** 

'I'hen  we  ki^'d  the  Uttle 

And  we  spoke  in  belter 
.\nd  ue  anchor'd  safe  in 

When  the  mom  waa 
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A  VALENTINE. 


She  that  is  fair,  though  never  vain  or  proud, 
More  fond  of  home  than  fashion's  changing  crowd ; 
Whose  taste  refined  even  female  friends  admire, 
Dressed  not  for  show,  but  robed  in  neat  attire ; 
She  who  has  learned,  with  mild,  forgiving  breast, 
To  pardon  frailties,  hidden  or  confessed ; 
True  to  herself,  yet  willing  to  submit. 
More  swayM  by  love  than  ruled  by  worldly  wit ; 
Though  young,  discreet — though  ready,  ne'er  un- 
Biest  with  no  pedant's,  but  a  woman's  mind :  [kind, 
She  wins  our  hearts,  toward  her  our  thoughts  in- 
So  at  her  door  go  leave  my  Valentine.         [cline, 


ON  A  BOOK  OF  SEA-MOSSES, 

SENT  TO  AN  BMINEXT  ENGLISH  POET. 


To  him  who  sang  of  Venice,  and  reveal'd 
How  wealth  and  glory  cluster'd  in  her  streets, 
And  poised  her  marble  domes  with  wondrous  skill, 
We  send  these  tributes,  pluiider'd  from  the  sea. 
These  many-colour'd,  variegated  forms, 
Suil  to  our  rougher  shores,  and  rise  and  fall 
To  the  deep  music  of  the  Atlantic  wave. 
Such  spoils  we  capture  where  the  rainbows  drop, 
Melting  in  ocean.     Here  are  broideries  strange, 
W^rought  by  the  sea-nymphs  from  their  golden  hair, 
And  wove  by  moonlight.     Gently  turn  the  leaf: 
From  narrow  cells,  scoop'd  in  the  rocks,  we  take 
These  fairy  textures,  lightly  moor'd  at  morn. 
Down  sunny  slopes,  outstretching  to  the  deep. 
We  roam  at  noon,  and  gather  shapes  like  these. 
Note  now  the  painted  webs  from  verdurous  isles, 
Festoon'd  and  spangled  in  sea-caves,  and  say 
What  hues  of  land  can  rival  tints  like  those, 
Torn  from  the  scarfs  and  gonfalons  of  kings 
Who  dwell  beneath  the  waters!     Such  our  gift, 
CuII'd  from  a  margin  of  the  western  world. 
And  ofier'd  unto  genius  in  the  old. 


FROM  "THE  POST  OF  HONOUR." 


GLORY. 
UxcHAxoiTTo  Power!  thy  genius  still  presides 
0*er  vanquish'd  fields,  and  ocean's  purpled  tides ; 
Sits  like  a  spectre  at  the  soldier's  board. 
Adds  Spartan  steps  to  many  a  broken  sword ; 
For  thee  and  thine  combining  squadrons  form 
To  sweep  the  field  with  Glory's  awful  storm; 
The  intrepid  warrior  shouts  thy  deathless  name. 
And  plucks  new  valour  from  thy  torch  of  fame ; 
For  him  the  bell  shall  wake  its  loudest  song. 
For  him  the  cannon's  thunder  echo  long. 
For  him  a  nation  weave  the  unfading  crown. 
And  swell  the  triumph  of  his  sweet  renown. 
So  Nklsox  watch'd,  long  ere  Trafalgar's  days, 
Thy  radiant  orb,  prophetic  Glory,  blaze — 
Saw  Victory  wait,  to  weep  his  bleeding  scars, 
And  plant  his  breast  with  Honour's  burning  stars. 
So  the  young  hero,  with  expiring  breath. 
Bequeaths  fresh  courage  in  the  hour  of  death, 
Bids  his  brave  comrades  hear  the  inspiring  blast, 
And  nail  their  colours  dauntless  to  the  mast ; 
Then  dies,  like  Lawrknce,  trembling  on  his  lip 
That  cry  of  Honour,  *•  Don't  give  up  the  ship !'' 


TRUE  HONOUR. 

The  painter's  skill  life's  lineaments  may  trace, 
And  stamp  the  impress  of  a  speaking  face ; 
The  chisel's  touch  may  make  that  marble  warm 
Which  glows  with  all  but  breathing  manhood's 
But  deeper  lines,  beyond  the  sculptor's  art,  [form — 
Are  those  which  write  their  impress  on  the  heart 
On  Talfourd's  page  what  bright  memorials  glow 
Of  all  that's  noblest,  gentlest,  best  below ! 
Thou  generous  brother,  guard  of  griefs  conceal'd. 
Matured  by  sorrow,  deep  but  unreveal'd. 
Let  me  but  claim,  for  all  thy  vigils  here. 
The  noiseless  tribute  to  a  heart  sincere. 
Though  Dryburgh's  walls  still  hold  their  sacred  dust, 
And  Stratford's  chancel  shrines  its  hallow'd  trust. 
To  Elia's  grave  the  pilgrim  shall  repair, 
And  hang  with  love  perennial  garlands  there. 

And  thou,  great  bard  of  never-dying  name. 
Thy  filial  care  outshines  the  poet's  fame ; 
For  who,  that  wanders  by  the  dust  of  Grat 
While  memory  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day. 
But  lingers  fondly  at  the  hallow'd  tomb, 
That  shrouds  a  parent  in  its  pensive  gloom, 
To  bless  the  son  who  pour'd  that  gushing  tear. 
So  warm  and  earnest,  at  a  mother's  bier ! 
Wreaths  for  that  line  which  woman's  tribute  gave, 
**  Last  at  the  cross,  and  earliest  at  the  grave." 
Can  I  forget,  a  pilgrim  o'er  the  sea. 
The  countless  shrines  of  woman's  charity  ? 
In  thy  gay  capital,  bewildering  France,      [dance. 
Where  Pleasure's  shuttle  weaves  the  whirling 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  St  Mary's  dome. 
Where  pallid  Suffering  seeks  and  finds  a  home, 
Methinks  I  see  that  sainted  sister  now 
Wipe  Death's  cold  dewdrops  finom  an  infant's  brow ; 
Can  I  forget  that  mild,  seraphic  grace. 
With  heaven-eyed  Patience  meeting  in  her  face  ? 
Ah !  sure,  if  angels  leave  celestial  spheres, 
We  saw  an  angel  dry  a  mortal's  tears. 


WEBSTER. 
Let  blooming  boys,  from  stagnant  cloisters  freed. 
Sneer  at  old  virtues  and  the  patriot's  creed ; 
Forget  the  lessons  taught  at  Valour's  side, 
And  all  their  country's  honest  fame  deride. 
All  are  not  such :  some  glowing  blood  remains 
To  warm  the  icy  current  of  our  Teins — 
Some  from  the  watch-towers  still  descry  afar 
The  fiiintest  glimmer  of  an  adverse  star. 
When  faction  storms,when  meaner  statesmen  quail, 
Full  high  advanced,  our  eagle  meets  the  gale ! 
On  some  great  point  where  Honour  takes  her  stand, 
The  Ehrenbreitstein  of  our  native  land — 
See,  in  the  front,  to  strike  for  Freedom's  cause. 
The  mail'd  defender  of  her  rights  and  laws ! 
On  his  great  arm  behold  a  nation  lean, 
And  parcel  empire  with  the  island  queen ; 
Great  in  the  council,  peerless  in  debate. 
Who  follows  Webster  takes  the  field  too  late. 
Go  track  the  globe,  its  changing  climes  explore, 
From  crippled  Europe  to  the  Arab's  shore; 
See  Albion's  lion  guard  her  stormy  seas. 
See  Gallia's  lilies  float  on  every  breeze. 
Roam  through  the  world,  but  find  no  brighter  names 
Than  those  true  honour  for  Colombia  claims. 


JAMES   T.   F1ELD& 


KpfLrariy  bii-iii).  In 
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1:1  lifr'i  joan%  Numh, 


11  Uk(  «'■'  rliiiilxil  t»  y-m  hiuh,  Italy  crwl. 
To  walc)i  lliv  Mitiliulil  fnilini;  in  the  wM, 
All,  lillle  thuu^       tlullhi*  liinl  «uuL]  tnea 
I'lii-KT  wutdt  af  sriff  <>'■"*■'  ^;  burUI-plue. 
'I'liiiu  hul  oar  Inn    1'ul  lu !  the  oluwU  Jtiait, 
Our  InottMt  alHp*  wilh  auiuhiiir  on  bi>  hnrl ; 
'I'hi!  tiomi  ha*  piHTil.  lliD  vma  arr  Hient  now, 
AndHcaTeii'aiiiiR'liuiiili.'liaai.rlllnl  oo  bubrinr. 


8I,EHiHI\<J-SOXG. 

Ob  iwifl  wr  EC  "''t  Hib  fl'-rfv  anow, 
\t'bcn  mouiilirariui  »|iBrkle  niuiiJ  i 
When  hoola  kn-|i  liriir  ■•>  iiiuMii-'a  chime. 

On  a  wintrrV  ninhl.  whru  hearta  arc  lighl, 

AnJ  health  in  oti  iIic  (rinJ, 
We  luoac  llir  rrin  aiiil  iwpr|>  the  plain, 

AnJ  1ca>c  jur  eirn  livhiiiil. 
With  a  Uugh  ami  utifl.  wr  gliJe  along 

Acroai  the  flrrliti^  nihh'  ; 
Wilh  frwnda  U-okIc.  \u>w  Hvrill  we  rile 

Uii  llie  liraulil'ul  Intrli  below! 
Oh.  the  ra^iig  wa  haa  jtiv  fiir  me, 

Wlieit  gale  aiui  IriiipiMta  ruir; 
Dul  give  iiic  llie  ■jk'fJ  ur  a  ruaiiiin^  Mrtil, 

AnJ  1  'U  aak  f»r  iha  vniim  tiu  mure. 


FAIR   WINU. 


er  asil-a 
■■■k*  the  n 


-Fail 


mill!  rairwiujraluw.  aloft. 
All  hiiiilx  (Iriiiihl  to  cry. 
^  t('a]iiriii  ihriHiiih  llie  |>artr<l  wave*, 
'I'hv  bihI  »hi(i  iiiaki'K  rr|il]i. 
hile  fore  anil  aft.  all  iJautirh  and  tight. 


UtRGE  FOR  A  TOrTtG  GIKL 
InBaaiiiT*  ilw  aad.  low  I*b«. 


Ye^  they  'tt  rfrt  benAof  tt'tr  ta, 

Efe*  that  WM^; 
Form*,  hat  to  lb*  nM  pwm  bn  hrf. 

Null  whI  fiir. 
Friends  ihr  loteil  in  Man  ai*  I«bb4 

ChapWu  then. 
Reit  Id  peMC,  than  fmtim  ^v^ 

Throned  abme  ; 
ISjuIii  like  (Line  laith  Bmm  iahaiM 

Lib  ami  lu<c : 

LAST  K1AHe»  or  A  CHILD 

L  ihr  hei1i;e«  are  ii 
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niM<  oT  Ihe  deep, 
V  r.'.nn^  tale. 


;  Mie  l><i-k'>l  up  and  ■imlrd  on  tb*  «■■•  ('.>. 
llir^imJst/lMrrhil.ibjiAl.whaakHdCi  ir- 
Uul  <1ii-  ■Jiiine  u'et  iheai  ail,  like  a  4*>a  - 

When  liluitung  Jic  whi<f»t'dllM«s*Wa 
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Hudson,"  which  are  the  best  measures  of  his  powers. 


REST. 


The  nation  hath  gone  mad  with  action  now. 
Oh,  many-troubled  giant,  with  a  heated  brow, 
And  sultry  heart  within  whose  wide 
And  lofty  chanil)ers  stalketh  Pride, 
And  hungry,  pale  x\mhition,  scenting  power, 
Wilt  thou  not  let  the  wenriod  river  steal 
Through  quiet  hills  for  orje  short  hour, 
And  dream,  unvexed  by  the  eoger  keel, 
Of  that  sweet  peace  he  knew  in  times  of  old, 
When  only  Nature  sat  near  him  and  rolTd 
Her  simple  songs  amid  her  flowery  fold  1 
And  let  the  forest  lif\  some  unshorn  plumes 
Amid  the  ancient  glooms: 
For  this  it  pleads  with  trembling  hands, 
Appealingto  far  Heaven  from  all  the  invading  bands! 
And  leave  the  mountains  for  a  time  untrod — 
And  thou  shalt  see 

Their  dumb,  gray  lips  yet  struggling  to  be  free, 
8o  that  they  may  shout  backward  to  the  sea — 
"  We  also  know  and  reverence  our  Gon." 
Oh,  Titan,  of  the  eagle-eye  an<l  growing  pain! 
Wilt  thou  not  rest  on  Alabama's  plain] 
O'er  Huron  lean  and  let  his  mirror  show, 
Unruffled  by  thy  fiery  feet, 
That  harmonies  of  light  yet  fall  below — 
That  Heaven  and  Earth  may  meet : 
Sleep,  sleep,  thou  wide-brow'd  power, 
In  Florida's  magnolian  bower. 
And  where  New  EiiglarurH  pilgrim-feet  were  prest, 
Or  b}'  Ohio's  softly  wandering  wave ; 
Or  in  the  dusk  halls  of  Kentucky's  cave, 
Or  on  the  flowery  and  broad  prairies  rest 
Of  Illinois  and  Indiana, — slumber,  hi  the  west! 

Your  eag'es  took  their  lordly  ease 
On  folded  wing, 

At\er  disporting  with  the  braggart  Breeze, 
And  Thunder,  watching  by  his  cloudy  spring 
Whose  cool  stream  tumbled  to  the  thirsty  seas. 
The  birds  went  all  asleep  on  their  high  rocks, 
Nor  ruffled  a  feather  in  the  rude  fire-shocks. 


Millions,  a  lesson  ye  can  learn  from  these. 

And  see,  the  great  woods  slumber,  and  the  lake 

No  longer  is  awake 

Beneath  the  stars,  that  nod  and  start  with  sleep 

In  their  white-clouded  deep : 

Fitfully  the  moon  goes  nodding  through 

The  valleys  of  the  vapory  blue. 

And  dreams,  forgetting  all  her  queenly  ilia, 

Of  angels  sleeping  on  Elysian  hills: 

The  drowsy  lake. 

So  sweet  is  slumber,  would  not  yet  awake ; 

But — like  an  infant  two  years  old. 

Before  whose  closed  eyes 

Dreamily  move  the  boys  of  paradise. 

Singing  their  Uttle  psalms 

Under  the  stately  palms — 

It  stirreth  softly  lest  rough  motion  might 

Put  out  the  moon's  delicious  light. 

So  rest !  and  Rest  shall  slay  your  many  woea^ 
Is  motion  godlike  1  godlike  is  repose — 
A  mountain-stillness,  of  majestic  might. 
Whose  peaks  are  glorious  with  the  quiet  light 
Of  suns,  when  Day  is  at  his  close. 
Nor  deem  that  quiet  must  ignoble  be. 
Jove  laboured  lustily  once  in  airy  fields ; 
And  over  the  cloudy  lea 
He  planted  many  a  budding  shoot 
Whose  Uberal  nature  daily,  nightly,  yields 
A  store  of  starry  fruit : 
His  labour  done,  the  weary  god  went  back 
Up  the  broad  mountain-track 
To  his  great  house ;  there  he  did  wile  away 
With  lightest  thought  a  well-won  holyday ; 
And  all  the  powers  croonM  softly  an  old  tune. 
Wishing  their  sire  might  sleep 
Through  all  the  sultry  noon 
And  cold  blue  night;  and  very  soon 
They  heard  the  awful  thunderer  breathing  low  and 

deep. 
And  in  tlie  hush  that  dropp'd  adown  the  spheres^ 
And  in  the  quiet  of  the  awe-struck  space, 
The  worlds  leom'd  worship  at  the 
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Thoy  lookM  upon  their  Lonl**  mlm.  kindly  faro. 
Aim!  Itadc  Kcliuinii  mnip  ainl  km  mrh  vtarry  plarr. 

At  leant,  I  tmi!«t  lisivo  |N*Hrr.  nfar  from  Htrifc — 
No  motion  r.ivp  niouuh  ti>  \vayc  ino  life. 
Ami  [  ffliall  lay  ino  pi'iitly  in  a  n<iok 
\\'ht'ro  a  H!  Mill  I  Imy  tin*  sli]?>4ish  liilo  rrroivoa. 
Ami.  readiiiu:.  hrar  mmih*  bliiiKJ  old  pi>ot*ii  iNwk 
Shako  drlif'iito  niu«ir  tVoni  iti<  tnyi«tir  leavm, 
W'hilr  umliT  ilrowrtv  r'oiuU  the  dull  wnve«  «fO, 
And  f'cho  luit^ly  hack  tii<'  iiieloily  in  (heir  flow. 

Will  ye  tint  a!iio  lend  your  miuIji  (o  Stmi;  ? 
Vi* !  of  the  land  uhere  N:iture*K  ni>hleMt  rhyme, 
Ni:i'j:ira,  soiimls  the  myth  t>f  Time; 
And  where  the  Mit.sisrtip[ii  darkly  gucfl 
Amid  the  treiiddinu  wimhIs, 
(iii)oriiily  inuruuirini;  IrjiMidi  of  tlie  flooda 
That  tronlilcil  sp:ice  Itetare  the  worlds  %ume.^^ 

Or  sleep.     \\  hy  l«>se  iis  wondrous  world? 
Look  on  itM  v.ille\  *,  on  itn  mountains  look. 
And  cloudy  streainrt; 
Hehold  the  ariilH-!M[ue  Innd  of  dreamii! 
'J'he  i;olden  nii«ts  iire  la/ily  eurlM ; 
And  SCO  in  yonder  L'len, 
Di'side  a  little  hri>iik 

Mid  sleejtinir  fliK'k'",  pome  Mleepinir  men: 
And  one.  who  tries  to  wutch.  for  dahiri*r*«  sake. 
NihIs  and  winks 

And  vainly  hum^  a  time  1o  keep  awake. 
And  now  Itenide  hin  hretliren  xhiwly  sinkii. 

Ah,  sleep  like  hi  in !  why  lo*i'  its  world  ' 
Xow  wlien  the  liannerii  of  the  day  are  furl'd 
And  Kntely  put  away  : 
Now  when  u  lanuuid  &!lor\'  hindi 
The  lont;  dim  chamUTrt  of  the  darklinc:  we^t, 
\N'hile  far  helow  yon  azure  river  wimU 
Like  a  hlue  vein  on  »!e«>pinu:  Deiiutx  'a  hreast..... 

Then.  niillii>n.s  re!*t  or  dn>ani  with  mc: 
Lei  not  the  strujT-'li'  thu«<  fi>revrr  lie. 
N"i  from  the  vro'd  thnt  wounditl  Karth  ri'veaN: 
Not  iVom  your  iron  wheel* 
That  ven  the  vallevH  with  thi'ir  tliuniler-iH'nU; 
Not  from  the  iH'f>ans  pallid  with  your  wiiiirM; 
Nnl  iVoin  the  jM>wcr  tliat  'alniiir  hriiiL'**-^ 
The  enduiiu!;  irrandeur  of  a  natimi  sprin-j^ 
'I'hc  wealth  may  iMTi-sh  a*  a  flectim;  hreath — 
The  hanner'd  arnrinn'iit  ntny  tinil  11  death 
l)i'ep  in  the  huncrry  walcr-* — and  the  rrown 
Of  empire  t'rom  your  I. ill  hrow-*  topp'e  down  : 
lint  that  which  rain«»  trm-  ul  -ry  o'er 
Tl:»'  low  or  liilty.  and  the  rich  i>r  jHMir, 
Sh:dl  never  die — 
l».uii:hter  of  Truth  and  Ideality. 
L.irifc  Virliu*  toweriin:  ttn  the  throne  of  will! 
Till'  nalnuH  ilriiik  the  heroic  fri)!ji  her  eye, 
Ar..|  march  triniiiphin:;  over  cvi-ry  i!l. 
'f'lii'Tr.'rc  with  Sdi'Ucc  MMnrtirnc*  »it  apart 
I'r.  rii  Mile  Turriioil.  and  dic'iily  the  heart: 
An  I  ill  that  ii>»h'e  hiMir 

A  I  h  ite-  >«h  I  I  he  forj.»tten.  and  !«weet  Li»ve 
^^!l■lll  L'ciitly  will  u**  like  a  riii!.l-i*yed  dove 
'I'll. It  -JiMiiio*  the  s:.irm  to  Mieiice ;  and  a  piwer. 
1  iikiioun  iN-forc.  »h  d'  'ap  n<«  in  dcli:;ht. 
A'i  tronhieil  w.i\i'<  are  •»«  itlii'd  hv  *t:irrv  ni:.'ht. 
Then  inaiihi-oil  ^h  ill  f>ir>;i-t  llic  \iMtj|efiil  lhoui;ht 
III  action'* licrco  ^tilcami  wn)U:;ht ; 


The  poor  oM  man  fha'l  how  Vw 
To  hlriw  the  fM«t,  fnrjivinf  a!!  hai 
\n«1  fee!  the  hrrBthin?  of  hi«  dkfj 
Once  more  amund  him  shed. 
Tlie  weary  alavr  nhill  rr*t  upno  iIm 
Anil  wito  to  hill  Mhut  ryc« 
The  anient  a^fierl  of  hi«  natiw 
nV'e  form*  of  wife  ami  rfaiKJrra 
\\'atchini;  for  hin  rrturn  a'onf  the  palry  :•»&. 

Nor  in  n*po4o  ■  trntlr«i  drarrt  iww- 
l*he  ir:irdenle«4  wiile  wa«te  of  ■  SUnk  !^*rr 
Full  many  a  rich  na«i«  thrrp  vhaH  itart 
lletwiTii  horizivm  to  i!himr  and  rhe^f 
Tiine'ti  mi*ty  Nile  •ha' I  •(mviT  waiiJer  t^-"X» 
T!ie  ohimhrroii*  p'ain  that  never  kncvfCh  «■  n 
Klcriiit}*<«  csilni  pyruniiiljl  fomta 
SI  mil  meet  our  dre.imy  xjtw, 
Uii^ki'y  fowerinir  mid  the  haxr  H^oe. 
A  Mil  frcrjjiiff  ciiiitenip'alion  in  the 
T'-cn  nil  the  wearv  mvnaii*  reatuis 
Oiiii-t  TwriiMth  the  hiiilow  •kr 
A-i  ^hai'C'*  tlial  in  a  [•iriiiml  !arvf«rBpr  V^  — 
Shi'l  kii>iw  th-il  Ml*»*.  thjl  perfrrT.  ^e^«•'  •  •■ 
Which  falirt  an  mooiili'^ht  nia«ic  on  a  arvar  .*f  - 


I 
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S'^*iT  i*  on  the  di.il  :   and  I  ki 
Mv  l,,iM  !«  are  fivMe  and  ni\   he^  h  w^jif 
\\  ith  iiiinv  «n->w«.  ai;d  in  mT  dirn  o'd  ty^ 
I.ijhl  ]>\.\\*  the  mi««'r  with  a  fmra!  ear*. 
Aihl  !«iNi-)  t!i,<  rurt.iiii  drnp*.      Bui  <■.!  I  latv 
The  sold  in  M*i'ptrii!  in.i)r«ty  of  «i9 
l.ca«e!«  not  the^o\al  dai«. 

The  aneirai  wr.  k 
Sti'l  chant  around  me  all  the  an'enui  rilr*s^»« 
[  [*•  irr.'i!  when  younit :  an  J  in  the  hatam  itm 
I  hi:ir  the  murmur  left  there  hv  tbr  fca»: 
At;d   iu*<iliiit  river«  lau;!h  and  rlap  iSmv  ^«9 
A:riii1  the  h-iiiin^  hi!U  thjt  nur«e  ttiev 
A 'I  I  f.ir  BW  i\   [  M-e  the  ni«iunlain«  lift 
Thi  ir  ^i'ent  tx;  %  to  liejvrn.  like  lho«c^ 
TiMi  \  «>t  !nr  »]  eich  ;   aiitl  nxrr  all.  the 
>t  iM  !i  }'\  I  1-*  il  irniii:*  iltar,  and  hrholdk 
A-  lie  hi-he! !  throiijli  nunv  rental 
'Mil-  li>i!>t-.iU'>l«  -tf  lijlil  r>ill  up  to  H«B«rs 
\t..i  w*  I  fi  the  e^ei.in.;  ca'I*  her  atanr  &•' 
I  kii  >u  ihit  M.i77ir>ith  wi'l  »it  awl  vac 
W  iiliin  hi<  :i/nre  *,ou«e ;  ani]  1  ihall  hrar 
'I'lii-  I'l"  0*1  meliiily  iif  r%erv  atar. 
\ii>l  kiiiiu  the  mcnniiij  nf  the 
\»i '  in  the  I'i'i-p  drh-ht  tJ.rir 
I  -I:  ill  he  c.nlm,  and  nrvrfm.i 
T'l.it  -m!I  the  p!a%  — a  «enera!*lc  |4aT. 
W. >:!.!-*% j.le--j.f  tl.i«  huinanitr 
Mill  il.irk  the  pl.it.  the  i«*uea  aa| 
>  >.  with  all  thin::^  ihu«  fillinf 
The  4.iul  111  <M-i'ptri>i|  Diajerty  of 
>ils  mi  licr  rii\ .tidal*. 

Then  «h j  Aa^  I 
My  ..trKe  yii  M.  and  Vt  the  fvnerai  hvvM 

Irih lid  harmonise  the  janj^^nm  — '  ■    * 

Mv  act  Inn  only  doih  C'rralftiNi  hdU 
Her  charter — and,  that  fotw,  Ih* 
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Nor  is 't  in  souls  which  would  the  noblest  find, 

To  rest  contentedly  upon  old  wreaths. 

I  will  not  rest  and  unmelodious  die ; 

But  with  my  full  wreath  round  these  thin,  white 

hairs, 
And  rhythmic  lips,  and  vision  kindling  up, 
March  through  the  silent  halls,  and  bravely  pass 
Ri^ht  on  into  the  land  that  lies  beyond, 
Wherp  he,  my  brother-bard,*  whose  spirit  seem'd 
A  mystical  bright  moon,  whose  influence  wrought 
The  dull  earth's  ocean  of  dim  sleep  to  life 
And  jspectral  motion — that  majestic  bard. 
Who  went  before,  choiring  his  lofty  hymn, 
Watches  my  coming  on  the  Aiden  hills. 

But  what  the  burden  of  that  latest  song 
Will  be,  as  yet  I  know  not — nor  the  rhythm 
That  shall  go  beating  with  her  silver  feet 
The  sounding  aisles  of  thought :  but  this  I  hope — 
A  listening  world  will  hear  that  latest  lay, 
And  seat  it  near  the  fireside  of  its  heart 
Forevermore,  and  by  the  embers*  light 
Look  fondly  on  its  face,  as  men  of  old 
L<x>k'd  on  the  faces  of  the  angel  guests 
Who  tarried  sometimes  in  their  pastoral  homes — 
As  this  last  hymn,  befitting  well  the  time 
And  circumstance,  shall  wear  a  holiest  smile. 
And  show  the  might,  the  loveliness  of  song, 
For  Poetry  is  enthroned  by  his  own  right. 
I  hear  his  cadences  in  every  breeze ; 
I  see  his  presence  fill  the  dark-blue  lake. 
Like  an  old  melody ;  and  I  know 
He  is  a  living  and  immortal  power. 
No  matter  where  he  lifts  his  natural  voice. 
All  men  shall  crown  him.  as  a  gentle  god 
Who,  wandering  through  his  heritage  of  earth. 
Makes  pleasant  music  in  the  lowly  huts 
Where  poor  men  ply  their  rugged  toil ;  who  smiles 
Within  the  mellow  sunbeams,  when  they  pain; 
The  swelling  upland,  where  October  sits, 
Holding  her  haiid^j  to  catch  the  dropping  fruit ; 
Who  stands  upon  the  hazy  mountain-top. 
Beautiful  as  the  light ;  who,  solemn,  chants 
Full  many  a  rune  in  every  sunless  hall 
Down  in  the  deep,  deep  sea,  and  sways  all  things. 
The  angel  of  the  world ;  who  soars  at  will 
Into  the  ample  air,  and  wa'ks  the  storm ; 
Or  waves  his  wand  upon  the  solemn  stars, 
Orion  and  the  Pleiades,  atid  rules 
Their  people  by  a  gentle  law;  or  stands 
Imperial  in  the  large  red  sun,  and  charms 
I'he  sky  until  its  glorious  passion  finds 
A  language  in  the  thunder  and  the  cloud, 
And  in  the  rainlww,  chorusing  all  hues. 
And  in  the  splendour  of  the  broad,  bright  moon 
That  builds  her  Venice  in  a  sea  of  air. 

Most  haply  I  shall  sing  some  simple  words. 
Rich  with  the  wealth  experience  gives  to  Time — 
An  antique  tale  of  beauty  and  of  tears  : 
Or  I  may  wander  in  my  thought  afar 
Where  men  have  built  their  homes  in  forests  vast, 
And  see  the  Atlantic  rest  his  weary  feet 
And  lift  his  large  blue  eyes  on  other  stars: 
Or  hear  the  sire  of  many  watersf  hoarse 
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With  counting  centuries,  and  rolling  through 

The  dim  magnificence  of  stately  woods. 

Whose  huge  trunks  sentinel  a  thousand  leagues 

His  deep  libation  to  the  waiting  sea ; 

Then  would  I  join  the  choral  preludes  swelling 

Between  the  wondrous  acts  of  that  great  play 

Which  Time  is  prompting  in  another  sphere : 

Or  I  may  wander  in  my  thought  after 

To  ruins  gray  of  columns  overthrown. 

And  then  lift  up  a  song  of  tender  grief 

Amid  the  glorious  temples  crumbling  there — 

The  beautiful  records  of  a  world  which  was, 

Majestic  types  of  what  a  world  must  be : 

Or  I  mav  turn  to  themes  that  have  no  touch 

Of  sorrow  in  them,  piloted  by  Joy, 

And  raise  the  burial-stone  from  shrouded  years, 

And  hear  the  laugh  of  youth  clear  ringing  out, 

Or  feel  once  more  a  sweet  religious  awe, 

Such  as  I  felt  when  floated  holy  chimes 

In  boyhood's  ear,  and  such  as  stern  men  feel 

When,  passing  by  cathedral  doors,  they  hear 

A  dim-remembered  psalm  roll  softly  out 

And  fill  their  eyes  with  tears,  they  know  not  why : 

Then  shall  I  sing  of  children  blooming  o'er 

The  desolate  wide  heath  of  life,  like  flowers 

Which  daring  men  had  stolen  from  paradise. 

When  near  its  gate  the  wearied  cherub  slept 

And  dreara'd  of  heaven.     Or  to  some  pastoral  vale 

Shall  pass  my  trembling  feet  ?    There  shall  I  pour 

To  Nature,  loved  in  all  her  many  moods, 

A  chant  sublimely  earnest.     I  shall  tell 

To  all  the  tribes  with  what  a  stately  step 

She  walks  the  silent  wilderness  of  air. 

Which  always  puts  its  starry  foliage  on 

At  her  serene  approach,  or  in  her  lap 

Scatters  its  harvest-wealth  of  golden  suns : 

And  many  a  brook  shall  murmur  in  my  vene ; 

And  many  an  ocean  join  his  cloudy  bass; 

And  many  a  mountain  tower  aloft,  whereon 

The  black  storm  crouches,  with  his  deep-red  eyes 

Glaring  upon  the  valleys  stretch'd  below : 

And  many  a  green  wood  rock  the  small,  bright  birds 

To  musical  sleep  beneath  the  large,  full  moon ; 

And  many  a  star  shall  lift  on  high  her  cup 

Of  luminous  cold  chrysolite — set  in  gold 

Chased  subtily  over  by  angelic  art — 

To  catch  the  odorous  dews  which  seraphs  drink 

In  their  wide  wanderings ;  and  many  a  sun 

Shall  press  the  pale  lips  of  the  timorous  mom 

Couch'd  in  the  bridal  east :  and  over  all 

Will  brood  the  visible  presence  of  the  Ovi 

To  whom  my  life  has  been  a  solemn  chant 

Then  let  the  sunset  fall  and  flush  Life's  dial ! 
No  matter  how  the  years  may  smite  my  frame, 
And  cast  a  piteous  blank  upon  my  eyes 
That  seek  in  vain  the  old  accustomed  stars 
Which  skies  hold  over  blue  Winandermere ; 
Be  sure  that  I,  a  crowned  bard,  will  sing 
Until  within  the  murmuring  bark  of  verse 
My  s{)irit  bears  majestically  away, 
Charming  to  golden  hues  the  gulf  of  death- 
Well  knowing  that  upon  my  honour'd  grave, 
Beside  the  widow'd  lakes  that  wail  for  me. 
Haply  the  dust  of  four  great  worlds  will  &11 
And  mingle — thither  brought  by  piMpi*  feet 
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THE  MOrWDS  OF  AMERICA.* 


CfiMK  to  the  inuuiuU  of  death  with  me.     Thov 
striMch 
From  ilri'j)  to  dorp,  »■«!,  veiiiTalilp,  vaiit, 
f  I  raves  of  none  eiiipireM — j»oi!i»  without  a  iuj»h. 
Like  clouiU  fmin  hruveii.     Tliey  Htn'tch'd  from 

drcp  to  di'ep 
Dcfiire  the  Koiiuii  smotp  hit  iiiuii'd  hand 
On  the  uolil  |i«irt:ilii  of  tlie  driMiiiini;  Eaiit; 
Dcfttre  the  pleiad.  in  wliite  t ranee  f*(  S4m!;, 
J)f\(tnd  her  elmir  of  stars  Wfiit  wanilering. 

The  i:rfai  old  trees.  nuikM  i»n  ti.esf  hilx  of  death, 
Hiivc  nirluneholv  hymns  alioiit  nil  l!iis; 
And  when  the  nxMin  walks  her  inheritanee 
\\'il}l  slow.  iiHjN'ri.il  pare,  the  tree<«  |tK)k  up 
And  eha:it  in  soletini  e.idfiiee.     (\i;iie  and  hear. 

■*  O  patient  Moon  !  i;o  not  U'hind  a  cloud, 
l]iit  listen  to  our  words.      W*\  (on,  iire  uld, 
'rhiini:li  lint  so  olil  a>  ihon.     'J'hf  aneieni  townn. 
The  rides  throiitd  far  apart  like  tjiiems. 
Tlie  ohadouy  domes,  the  real.i:s  iii.ijrstic.d, 
Sli'jit  ill  i\\\  \nmjiffr  U-aiiii.     In  e\ery  h-af 
W  e  hoii  iheir  dust,  a  kiiii;  in  every  trunk. 
\'»  I*.  tiHi,  are  very  old:   tin*  \^ind  tli.it  waiU 
In  our  [•ru.id  lir.nirtirs.  trmn  !*'.v.irt  Kliiiop  come 
Jiul  now,  wad'd  in  our  liraiir^it-A  Kun;  a.:o. 
Tiii-n  eii:iii-  tfiim  «l.i'. k«nM  ('a|\.irv.     'I  he  liilis 
Li-iu'd  L;i>a-tly  at  tin'  (air  tli.it  \\.u\  uiinl  tnjd; 
'J'I.e  otri'.i.  io  erept  i*luii!deriiii«  ihrnn^h  the  dark; 
The  tiiririit  i>t  t.ie  North,  fnfin  in.irn  till  fve, 
Oil  iii>  ^tt■«'p  le.li;e  huiiu  pau-inz  ;  and  t>*iT  all 
>^vi>'!i  sill  iii'e  ti-ll,  we  heard  the  eiiiis«*i. ins  rills 
Diip  •'[.•wi\  in  the  ea\ef*  uf  e«>ntrul  eartli. 
^•l  were  the  con  intents  hv   lli«i  erowiii  d  icrief 
And  lilory  hiiund  louether.  ere  the  hand 
Oi   AI!-i  Ml  M'lie.l  t!ie  t'ur  Atlantic:  mj 
Ji.ixf  we.  \\h<iM>  ai'liei.'t  fieed  that  tiMie.  the  ri^ht 
(.M  ian.:u.ue  unli»  all.  wlnie  nieni-iri  hi-'iils. 

■*()  I  n!ii-iit  Mitiin!  eii  i:t>t  iH'Idml  a  elond. 
Hi:!  heir--';r  wnrd*.     \\  e  kiiKW  ih  it  th'tu  liid^t  )irt* 
T':e  w!!-ii'  tli.il  we  w.>ij|t|  uiirr — thiui  that  werl 
A  utM!-!iip  unto  realms  hixniid  (hi*  M-nm] — 
H.lt  \M>  :iie  \i'i\  |ii|n>oiiir  nil  tlir<><*  in>u:nils. 
An  I  <ipri  t'li  dnlh  make  the  hnnleM  uf  n.id  thought 
Kiiiinr.i!''!- :  wlii'i*  the<f.  tNi-  |n'i»|»!i'  ih'w, 
T  :i(  likr  ■■I!'-  land,  iii  ly  hi;  ly  hMrn  fri»!n  «s 
\\  ■  a1  Wi'ii'iT  wi'iit  U  fiin-  lh-iii;   fur  ii<i  wurd 
I'  iT  i-.ri  I'  l:-^'i»  ihi'f,  «.,»  (h  inlitiil.  -«^  IniH', 
'I'  i:.i;:ei  Hi  tl;\  still  duiiMiii.  -ii-iirlMX  ea  i:i 
Ar.-i  "iir-.t  .1-  a  u«k1. 

Ill  re  i>inpire»  ri»-e  an  1  dicil ; 
Tl.i  !r  %rr\  dii-t.  U'Viniil  ti.e  A(  ant:e  lH>rne 
I',  t    ■■  i   I  ••  i.ivir-  itf  the  chardT'il  wnid. 
M  i:i>  :fi.-  ixhili*  Alp.      Here  the  pnuil  eitv  ranired 
>j'.  »'  .i!*iT  -.iiiri'.  like  star  rainred  aftrr  star. 


1 .  !•  It,.-  I. .if"  »ri*  8i-Mtirn-«i  .iTiT  the Mh.  l«  ■  I  N.  rh 

■^  ■■'  '       ■        "      ■         ■  !  1-  fil    111-  !■!  *  ■!•!  •;/■■.       ll     *   .iTi»  ■:.  . 

-    >       :i        I  .  H    •!,-■  'i.  .1  h  .  1;  ..t  .  \.  i.  'i'  \  u.  n* 

'•        - '■  ■} ■  •!  V  ■  •  ii'iif     ".n'l  .■     I  ri<  ill   :   ■»     ll  11  I 

■•■>■■       .<■■  ■  1  •■  •    ■■  I.  •.    ■■  I    •■  i:,ii  ,     i-.   lii.I  l!  •  y 
'■  ■■■■■:      t    .,..,:;»;.».■  I     :.    \.|ii  i.    , 

■■'■■'•      ■  ■  '     ■  ■      I      .  ■      .   ■     H-  •!.■  ■    I  •   .;  .  ..,.. 
'■■**'■■■•'■*'■  I    '•    :■>  "ii.   |i  n  -I*.  iiitura..y  •nn*  •! 

I  i:    .1.1%  .bli     a  ut  1  it  ....  «...  L>. 


Aioni;  the  dim  MapYrcui.  tiU  Ac  air 
Went  luad  witli  kfileiMiuiif.  ami  fhr  di 
*  Our  wuiiN  have  married  Ti 

marts 
The  iiis«iU-iit  rilinlrla.  t}:c  £rarful 
Tl  e  uli>riitu«  duUMrk  UiaI  rumm  Ukm 
<««iiie  an*  tiirir  verv  iiaiim**  !      T>i«  tsmi 
Cannitt  di^vrn  tlir  o.d  iui|imal 
Hut  uiN'ii  uUiut  |irrp!rsvd  liAyr  a 
Httwern  a  ruin  and  tbc  awiul  m\ 
Nations  are  laid  l^rnealh  our  inrL. 
\\  tin  fiiKid  in  Siiity*  prrvMitui^  U^s.  ^  ««j^ 
The  a|HN-al\  plir  jiti{e|  iri  thr  »ua. 
.\nil  raiii'd  iut-li«litiu«  firr  oii  aU  the  rr«l3w . 
Tlie  priiphet  pao'.  who  miiUildrr'ii  ui  h^  t'*^ 
.\s  the  white  ejtarart  nliudiirra  in  ita  s^  . 
Thi'  hiTo  ikh.illi-nn^  an  i>lii  kiudctiock  »k.-«a 
^^'llll  one  cli-ar  truniprl'*  \^*l  ;   liw  Uj«.  1^  ^ 
Suliji«-t  mill  liird.  the  IvautiXu;.  itM*  »••« — 
Oone,  iittiiv  til  nultuu){Dr*«. 

*'  The  «ra*«  f  «-a  a 
The  pitili!*s  \iar»:  an<i  all  alike  aha..  Sa... 
St.iti*  afti  r  -t.ilr  ri-ar'd  !*y  l!ii*  porn.n  ira. 
Or  whi-re  tlif  Hudson  ;;j«*«  uiK-lia  -ri 
'J'he  iiitrieiil  m.iiiUt  of  Lir   I'a..- 
( >r  \«lii-ri-,  iijuiiii^  u'er  liw  r  .t»r.«i.  vaa  cw^ 
HiMiii  t.ie  Miii    .\  lt-,{ait:i-*. —  ^.  •It^.m  ta:. 
'J'lii-  A.:eo  ehaiil  tlieir  dir^r*  kh\  i:ic  ^«-aaj. 
'I'hi-  p.il  !*  .i.f  n  J  .\   111  t.r   |K«i|tirvl  «ajc^, 
.\n>I  li.tliitii^  ti  i  Kite  CtiiiiiiMHi  »  ^\«.carv. 
NiT  '^•'i-*  the  Ka.'lli  nil  tu  r  dar^  ««i   aaiML 
Kai'h  -t.ir  ill  \i>i..lir  vau.l  •!   rh  'u*U  ihe 
In  ito  fuiii-rral  di-i-|>» :    .\rciuru*  t<uu^ 
<  )m  r  \a-t  M-(ulc!iit»  tlial  had  sr«j«in  .jU 
He  lure  the  Il.ir'.h  !%»■  inad«' .    ihr  uu««ca 
I-  hut  iiiir  iiiij'.il^  eeuiclrr^. 
Kollnu  uruuiiu  iL»  ceitlrai.  ac-lrma 


**  O  patii'iit  M<Nin!  iM  riot  hrhinj  a 
Hut  lipii>n  til  niir  word<w     \Vr,  liol 
.\iii)  liiou ! — li.i*  \a<Mal  alar*  nhali  lad 
Thy  i]Ueeni\  \in-'v  o\rr  the  aiurr  fir^i 
('.liliiiu'  at  -uiwt.     The%   »hal.  faJr.     TV  E«1 
>h.ill  l>h>k.  :iii>i  !iti««  their  •wf^l.  fAjaahve«'% 
Aiiil  ertuii-hinu'  •::•*  U  iie^th  the  (rai  o^  Imi 
Then  fiiiiir  the  jlone*.  then  the  ii4ii4rT 
Tor  mIiu'Ii  tli*-  ( ir^i^  trjvjil'd  m 
Tlii>  iii\i*ti'r}  i>l.a  1  he  clear,  ih^ 
Aiiil  «nri-l\  r*  I'M  «!ii;'  Lif  ^-  whr  ti9*»«w    &  ■* 
Tr.iii*ti^nri  •!  i^r  fhe  pjn j«  :   «th«  ikiC  a  Htf 
<  M'  (III-  Willi-  Miii.tl  Uul  hji'i  a  ta>  ci  wa; 
\\  hy  ail  thi«  Si  'riitu*  uiii^erir  u  I^^^-v'S** 

"(ill.  Mii>>ii '   .i:.d  ttil  thr  ^Ciri^  adJ  irC  ^  ^a 
Iiiipjini.t  kI  !'.i   -.«••.  the  »lri'n^th  ^f  H-« 
W  hii  il>ii!i  •.•iiMiii  t<i  Jeat.*! ;   an.1  Iri.  iW  r..^** 
'i  hit  m«  ft  th\  lit  •criilui  «>e^  one  alWr  %'^ 
'J'hriiii.:h  jII  i!i>   I  liiM**  tif  the  lonevow  t^^t^ 
'J'hi*  p.it!.  »s  •<:   ri  i-iM*.  the  iuii;ht  of  I)^«:jt  " 

The  i.iicf  i!*  hu^li'd ;  the  tn^at  dU  waii  m  c2 
The  nil >t III.  like  one  m  tne%\itmU  ■.  wa^Jka 
)ii  hill  i  a  i'Imii  1.     Wtr.  ttio.  ha«v  ti 

\\'h>li-.  a-  J  -nil.  (■•Ill  lakr«  th«  »iat  ^  Tl 

All!  «.:iMi"«  t:.r  I  %  ranikl  iif  Kl 

rill   -h.t  i"M  !•  ii.;!iirn«  o%rr 

1>  'fi:.'  i  (  t  t:te  da/k  ruauaulrum  and 
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GREENWOOD  CEMETERY. 

Herk  are  the  hoages  of  the  dead.     Here  yonth 
And  age  and  manhood,  stricken  in  his  strength, 
Hold  solemn  state  and  awful  silence  keep, 
While  Earth  goes  murmuring  in  her  ancient  path, 
And  troubled  Ocean  tosses  to  and  fro 
Upon  his  mountainous  bed  impatiently, 
And  many  stars  make  worship  musical 
In  the  dim-aisled  abyss,  and  over  all 
The  Lord  of  Life,  in  meditation  sits 
Changeless,  alone,  beneath  the  large  white  dome 
Of  Immortality. 

I  pause  and  think 
Among  these  walks  lined  by  the  frequent  tomba; 
For  it  is  very  wonderful.     Afar 
The  j)opu'ous  city  lifts  its  tall,  bright  spires. 
And  snowy  sails  are  glancing  on  the  bay. 
As  if  in  merriment — but  here  all  sleep ; 
They  sleep,  these  calm,  pale  people  of  the  past: 
Spring  plants  her  rosy  feet  on  their  dim  homes — 
They  sleep ! — Sweet  Summer  comes  and  calls,  and 
With  all  lier  passionate  poetry  of  flowers     [calls 
W^ed  to  the  music  of  the  soft  south  wind — 
They  sleep  ! — The  lonely  Autumn  sits  and  sobs 
Between  the  cold  white  tomlw,  as  if  her  heart 
Would  break — they  sleep  I — Wild  Winter  comes 

and  chants 
Majestical  the  mournful  sagas  IcaniM 
Far  in  the  melancholy  North,  where  God 
Walks  forth  alone  upon  the  desolate  seas — 
They  slumber  still ! — Sleep  on,  O  passionless  dead ! 
Ye  make  our  world  sublime :  ye  have  a  power 
And  majesty  the  living  never  hold. 
Here  Avarice  shall  forget  his  den  of  gold  ! 
Here  Lust  his  beautiful  victim,  and  hot  Hate 
His  crouching  foe.     Ambition  here  shall  lean 
Against  Death's  shaft,  veiling  the  stern,  bright  eye 
That,  over-bohl,  would  take  the  height  of  gods, 
And  know  Fame's  nothingness,  'i'hesire  shall  come, 
The  matron  and  the  child,  through  many  years, 
To  this  fair  spot,  whether  the  plumed  hearse 
Moves  slowly  through  the  winding  walks,  or  Death 
For  a  brief  moment  jiauses :  all  shall  come 
To  feel  the  touching  eloquence  of  graves : 
And  therefore  it  was  well  for  us  to  clothe 
The  place  with  beauty.     No  dark  terror  here 
Shall  chill  the  generous  tropic  of  the  soul, 
But  Poetry  and  her  starred  comrade  Art 
Shall  make  the  sacred  country  of  the  dead 
Magnificent.     The  frajrrant  flowers  shall  smile 
Over  the  low,  green  graves ;  the  trees  shall  shake 
Their  soul-like  cadences  upon  the  tombs ; 
The  little  lake,  set  in  a  paradise 
Of  wood,  shall  be  a  mirror  to  the  moon 
What  lime  she  looks  from  her  imperial  tent 
In  long  delight  at  all  below ;  the  sea 
Shall  lift  some  stately  dirge  he  loves  to  breathe 
Over  dead  nations,  while  calm  sculptures  stand 
On  every  hill,  and  look  like  spirits  there 
I'hat  drink  the  harmony.     Oh,  it  is  well ! 
Why  should  a  darkness  scowl  on  any  spot 
Where  man  grasps  immortality  ?     Light,  light, 
And  art,  and  poetry,  and  eloquence. 
And  all  that  we  call  glorious,  are  its  dower. 
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Oh,  ye  whose  moaldering  frames  were  brought 
and  placed 
By  pious  hands  within  these  Bowery  slopes 
And  gentle  hills,  where  are  ye  dwelling  nowl 
For  roan  is  more  than  element     The  soul 
Lives  in  the  body  as  the  sunbeam  lives 
In  trees  or  flowers  that  were  but  clay  without 
Then  where  are  ye,  lost  sunbeams  of  the  mind  ? 
Are  ye  where  great  Orion  towers  and  holds 
Eternity  on  his  stupendous  front  ? 
Or  where  pale  Neptune  in  the  distant  space 
Shows  us  how  far,  in  His  creative  mood. 
With  pomp  of  silence  and  concentred  brows, 
Walk*d  forth  the  Almighty  1     Haply  ye  have  gone 
Where  other  matter  roundeth  into  shapes 
Of  bright  beatitude :  or  do  ye  know 
Aught  of  dull  space  or  time,  and  its  dark  load 
Of  aching  weariness  ? 

They  answer  not. 
But  He  whose  love  created  them  of  old. 
To  cheer  his  solitary  realm  and  reign. 
With  love  will  still  remember  them. 


HYMN  TO  THE  HUDSON  RIVER. 


Lose  not  a  memory  of  the  glorious  scenes, 
Mountains,  and  palisades,  and  leaning  rocks. 
Steep  white-waird  towns  and  ships  that  lie  l>eneath, 
By  which,  like  some  serene,  heroic  soul 
Revolving  noble  thoughts,  thou  calmly  cam'st, 
O  mighty  river  of  the  North !     'J'hy  lip 
Meets  Ocean  here,  and  in  deep  joy  he  lifts 
His  great  white  brow,  and  gives  his  stormy  voice 
A  milder  tone,  and  murmurs  pleasantly 
To  every  shore,  and  bids  the  insolent  blast 
To  touch  thee  very  gently ;  for  thy  banks 
Held  empires  broad  and  populous  as  the  leaves 
That  rustle  o*er  their  grave — republics  gone 
Long,  long  ago,  before  the  pale  men  came. 
Like  clouds  into  the  dim  and  dusty  past : 
But  there  is  dearer  reason  ;  for  the  rills 
That  feed  thee,  rise  among  the  storied  rocks 
Where  Freedom  built  her  battle-tower ;  and  blow 
Their  flutes  of  silver  by  the  poor  man's  door; 
And  innocent  childhood  in  the  ripple  dips 
Its  rosy  feet ;  and  from  the  round  blue  sky 
That  circles  all,  smiles  out  a  certain  Godhead. 

Oh,  lordly  river  !  thou  shalt  henceforth  be 
A  wanderer  of  the  deep ;  and  thou  shalt  hear 
The  sad,  wild  voices  of  the  solemn  North 
Utter  uncertain  words  in  cloudy  rhythm. 
But  full  of  terrible  meaning,  to  the  wave 
'i'hat  moans  by  Labrador ;  and  thou  shalt  pause 
To  pay  thy  worship  in  the  coral  temples. 
The  ancient  Meccas  of  the  reverent  sea ; 
And  thou  shalt  start  again  on  thy  blue  path 
To  kiss  the  southern  isles ;  and  thou  shalt  know 
What  beauty  thrones  the  blue  Symplegadet, 
What  glory  the  long  Dardanelles;  and  France 
Shall  listen  to  thy  calm,  deep  voice,  and  learn 
That  Freedom  must  be  calm  if  she  would  fix 
Her  mountain  moveless  in  a  heaving  world ; 
And  Greece  shall  hear  thee  chant  by  Marathon, 
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A nd  Italy  ahall  A«t  iby  traUUng  un  bPT  ■hnrr*.         Fm  Mm  i  iiii|iiiim«  til^      Tiw. tei*  v-  -i 
Wh^re  LibiTly  OIIM  taatf  Ukca  D|>  hrr  Iwirc  ;  On  r.  rtuin  MxrA;  HnU.     It  Ak.1  D«  ■- 

Anilwhvn  tliou  hiirrtm  lBak.fidlof  hiuh  theuin,       Fun-v.-i.     Ym!  ik*  faWJ  Aa  I  M  l^K. 
crry  clili;  And  Iibm;  Ivwo  •■(il*  M  iIm   anl '' 

f .  and  ulJ  ^^  fc«(M,  ri.n  •   b-11  In  lI  iV  tn»« 


iiiiitlily  Icullf 


A,,„u,u-  tUr  H.or.1  «r  il.  .„i,l,,i.h.  ....rmiw  CIIAXT  UK  A  iHlfl. 

And  .<r  il'  rivFrr  tiiii!»iiiii  tlir.iui{h  llic  |iii>».  

K..  U-n-j;.  tli^il  ll<n- Mi-Ill  niiitr  lu  iiira>iirr  Tiiiw ;  Mr  Tniith  iMiEmr-lhr  st-m.  Xtt»4rlrt 
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Blind  though  with  blood  ye  be, 

Your  tongues,  though  torn  with  pain,  I  know  are 

free. 
Then  speak,  all  ancient  masses!  speak 
From  patient  obelisk  to  idle  peak ! 
There  is  a  heaving  of  the  plains, 
A  trailing  of  a  shroud, 
A  clash  r^  bolts  and  chains — 
A  low,  sad  voice,  that  comes  upon  me  like  a  cloud, 

"  Oh,  misery  !  oh,  misery  !" — 
Thou  poor  old  Earth  !  no  more,  no  more 
Shall  I  draw  speech  from  thee. 
Nor  dare  ihy  crypts  of  legendary  lore:       [shore. 
Let  silence  learn  no  tongue ;  let  night  fold  every 

Yet  I  have  something  left — the  will. 
That  Mont  Blanc  of  the  soul,  is  towering  still. 
And  I  can  bear  the  pain, 
The  storm,  the  old  heroic  chain ; 
And  with  a  smile 

Pluck  wi«lom  from  my  torture,  and  give  bock 
A  love  to  Fate  from  this  my  mountain-rack. 
I  do  believe  the  sad  alone  are  wise ; 
I  do  believe  the  wrongM  alone  can  know 
Why  lives  the  world,  why  spread  the  burdened  skies. 
And  so  from  torture  into  godship  grow. 
Plainer  and  plainer  beams  this  truth,  the  more 
I  hear  the  slow,  dull  dripping  of  my  gore; 
And  now,  arising  from  yon  deep, 
'Tis  plain  as  a  white  statue  on  a  tall,  dark  steep. 

Oh,  suffering  bards !  oh,  spirits  black 
With  storm  on  many  a  mountain-rack ! 
Our  early  splendour's  gone. 
Like  stars  into  a  cloud  withdrawn — 
Like  music  laid  asleep 
In  dried-up  fountains — like  a  stricken  dawn 
Where  sudden  tempests  sweep. 
I  hear  the  bolts  around  us  falling, 
And  cloud  to  cloud  forever  calling: 
Yet  we  must  nor  despair  nor  weep. 
Did  WE  this  evil  bring? 
Or  from  our  fellows  did  the  torture  spring  ? 
Titans  !  forgive,  foi^ve  ! 
Oh,  know  ye  not 't  is  victory  but  to  live  1 
Therefore  I  say,  rejoice  with  harp  and  voice ! 
We  are  the  prophets  of  the  beautiful. 
And  thou,  O  Earth!  rejoice 
With  many  waters  rising  like  a  voice. 
Thou,  too,  art  full  of  beauty  :  thou  ! 
Though  thorns  are  piercing  thy  pale  brow. 
And  thy  deep,  awful  eyes  look  dull. 
Wherever  beauty  is,  is  hope; 
And  thou  for  His  great  sake  hadst  being: 
From  central  deep  to  starry  cope 
Beauty  is  the  all-seeing. 
Oh,  yet  thou  shalt  be  a  majestic  creature, 
Redeem'd  in  form  and  every  feature ; 
New  moons  on  high,  thy  plains  continuous  bowers, 
And  in  thy  snow-white  hand  another  Eden's  flowers. 

YOICES. 

**  Earth  shall  rejoice  :  we  do  rejoice. 
Each  with  his  harp  and  thorny  crown ; 
And  reverent  hear,  from  dreary  year  to  year, 
Without  a  frown  arnid  our  patient  fold 


Upon  the  rocks  betide  the  firosen  foantaiiu, 

The  avalanches  of  God's  judgments  roU'd 

With  stately  motion  and  hr  thunder  down 

Eternity's  old  mountains : 

We  hear,  and  calmly  smite 

Amid  the  mist  on  this  our  rocky  pile." 

Oh,  suffering  but  heroic  soals ! 
Your  voices  come  to  me  like  muffled  rolls 
Of  brave  but  mournful  thunders  at  their  goals : 
And,  gaining  strength,  once  more  I  cry  aloud 
From  mine  own  stormy  peak  and  clinging  shroud, 
**  Still,  still  rejoice,  with  harp  and  voice ! 
I  know  not  what  our  fate  may  be : 
I  only  know  that  he  who  hath  a  time 
Must  also  have  eternity : 
One  billow  proves  and  gives  a  whole  wide  sea. 
On  this  I  build  my  trust. 
And  not  on  mountain-dust, 
Or  murmuring  woods,  or  starlit  clime, 
Or  ocean  with  melodious  chime. 
Or  sunset  glories  in  the  western  sky : 
Enough,  I  etnit  and  shall  not  choose  to  die. 
No  matter  what  our  future  fate  may  be : 
To  live  is  in  itself  a  majesty  ! 
Oh  !  there  we. may  again  create 
Fair  worlds  as  in  our  youthful  state ; 
Or  Wo  may  build  for  us  a  fiery  tomb 
Like  Farixata's  in  the  nether  gloom: 
Even  then  we  will  not  lose  the  name  of  man 
By  idle  moan  or  coward  groan, 
But  say,  *  It  was  so  written  in  the  mighty  plan !'  ** 


THE  GODS  OF  OLD:   AN  ODE. 

Not  realmless  sit  the  ancient  gods 

Upon  their  misty  thrones. 

In  that  old  glorious  Ghrecian  heaven 

Of  regal  zones 

A  languor  on  their  awiiil  forms  may  lie. 

And  a  deep  grief  on  their  large  white  brows, 

King-dwellers  of  the  sky  ! 

But  still  they  show  the  might  of  god, 

In  rustless  panoply. 

They  cannot  fade,  though  other  creeds 

Came  burden'd  with  their  curse. 

And  onb'h  apotheosis  was 

A  darken'd  universe : 

No  tempest  heralded  the  orient  light ; 

No  fiery  portent  walk'd  the  solemn  night; 

No  conqueror's  blood-red  banner  was  unfurl'd ; 

No  volcan  shook  its  warning  torch  on  high ; 

No  earthquake  tore  the  pulses  of  the  world ; 

No  pale  suns  wander'd  through  the  swarthy  sky ; 

Only  the  silent  Spheres 

Amid  the  darkness  shed  some  joyous  tears ; 

And  then,  as  rainbows  come,  it  came 

With  morning's  lambent  flame. 

The  Stars  look'd  from  their  palaces,  whose  spires 

And  windows  caught  afar  the  prophet-glow, 

And  bade  their  choirs  sing  to  the  sweetest  lyres, 

M  Peace  and  good  will  unto  the  orb  below !" 

The  monarchs  shuddered  and  tum'd  sick  at  heart ; 

And  from  their  bright  hands  fell 
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CierninM  aceptre*  with  a  thunderoQM  sound 

Hc-fure  thp  miracle: 

Ah  !  hirk  at  m>u1 — hut  thoy.  the  Imnls, 

•Sliiitj'H  rsilrii  iiiiniurtaiH  in  the  eclipHe, 

Throiiu'ii  up  anJ  held  the  ncctar-cup 

To  tlii'ir  palo  lipx; 

Ami  r.irh,  with  an  cauer,  fond  louk,  tUiT'd 

('crtuin  iiii'liNiioiii»  wtrini^ii, 

Whih'  (ho  KturtltMl  tfuipt'rtt-hearing  hird, 

riiJMi'd  trniihliiiijly  hi«  wintrs: 

Then  inttier  ntiil  tlieir  hur|m  ri'w>unded. 

Ami  luudcr  yet  tlieir  vuIcch  roH'd 

Hrtwccii  the  arclii'H,  and  relH>unded 

Drcsttnily  t'.'oin  the  roof  of  K*>ld : 

••  V«'  <M  nil  I  it  U'aw  your  thron*  d  »]»here«» 
'J'fiiiuuh  faitli  iri  oVr, 
And  ti  niiifhtier  Onk  thnn  Jove  ap)ieara 
On  Karlirn  expectant  •«fion'  !" 
Slowly  the  diirimr  words  went  trampling  throu!;h 

the  hull}. — 
«•  Not  in  the  eiirlh,  nor  hell,  nor  nky, 
'J'he  iiniAL,  ()  ye  pnl* !  r;n»  evrr  die, 
Hut  to  the  mnil  of  man  inmiortui  callfl. 

'*Siill.  Jovi:,  Kuhlime.  nliall  wrap 
Ui-i  uwt'iil  torcheud  in  OUnipiun  Hlirouds, 
Or  t:ikt'  ailing  the  heavens*  liark  wiMiTiiew 
His  t!mii(lrr-i'hai<e  heliind  tlie  hunted  eloudi: 
And  tnorliil  eyes  up(urii<  d  Khali  behold 
Aroi.i.o's  rusllini;  rolv  of  i;tild 
Swi-ep  thri<ui:h  the  corridors  o(  the  ancient  wky 
'I'hat  kiiiillii]>r  MiM^aks  its  Ut'ity  : 
Ami  III.  (he  niler  of  the  Hunles:*  land 
Of  rotiitiK  ithoftii  »hail  fitl'ully  illume 
Witli  siiionlilerim;  lirei*  that  stir  in  eavem*d  even 
liivl'^i  hiuise  of  sliudderinii:  i;liH)m  : 
Stiil  the  ethiTeal  liuntreHH.  bk  of  old, 
Sti:dl  nt.tin  amid  the  sarrt-d  LatinoH  mountain!*. 
And  l:ivi'  hiT  virciii  limlM  in  waters  cold 
I'hiit  earth  hoiiN  np  for  her  in  marble  fountaiiii: 
A  nd  in  his  au:;ust  dri'ains  alohi*  the  Italian*  f«tri'arii!«. 
The  pOi>r  iilil  thri>ni>lrM«  i:ihI,  \«ith  am^ry  frown. 
WiM  ti  i'l«l\  c'-i^p  ili«'  air  tor  hih  !«».-t  crown — 
Then  niiirniiir  ^adly  luw  of  hi:«  i:reat  ovrrthri>w. 
Anil  wrappM  in  »M)unilin'j  nuil  mIuII  he  u]i{ieur, 
W.ir"''  i;i:tnl  charioteer ! — 
Anil  wImti*  t!ie  ciiiitlict  ri'i-U, 
1  r::«' thn iii::h  ihr  hw .i\ iin:  lini'Ahi«< rrashini;  whei'U: 
Or  |.iiu-i'  111  ii-.t  aniiil  ihi*  hi^rriMit  -ha.lr*. 
'I 'In-  d«'i'p.  hi  "arm*  cry  of  hattli '«  thirdly  Mades, 
I.i'-l  I'V  tin*  hunL;ry  ^[lear — 
'I'lli  iit  t'le  w«Mry  citiiilut':*  cli>!«e, 
rtii-\   c.i\(>  tlieir  pa^oiitiiaV  thanks 
\':iid  tlie  ji.intuit;  rank;*  of  eiMiiiii-TM  t'lM*^; 
'rtirii.  iliunki-n  \«ith  their  kiii.:'*^  red  uinr. 
(i\^  -AiK^mii.:  \o  re|K»«n'  urounil  hi;*  purjile  sl.rine. 

"  An.l  II f.  the  tridi'iit-wirlder  Ntd!  »hal!  M.-r 
T'  I'  a  '.->riiu  hilli>\\!>  kiierl  around  hii*  t'l-i'!, 
\\'!iili-.  :it  hit  ('all.  ll;e  wiiuU  in  niiiii^tr) 
]*•  :<-.'i'  till  ir  all.tr  ot'  the  ti'in|H''«t  nin-t : 
Or — li-.tnnjj  ^iiiily  o\t  the  IViphi.in  i-!e<, 
<Mi«i'rM  liy  ihr  inu-ir  nf  Kime  I'ritiur>  hi>n» — 
I. n't  up  tl.i-  >!tadowy  curtainii  of  the  iiialit 

*  ."'•Turn  UN*  liu.i.li.-ii  t>>  iTaly. 
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To  their  hid  window-tops  kbofc. 

And  liathr  thj  drowir  rjebda  «i&  ika  b(^ 

Vulnptuous  quern  of  k>«c! 

AntI  ihnu.  ah.  thou, 

liiirn  of  the  while  mm4bmm 

That  1 1  ream*  a-troubini  Mill  Arooad  ihv  b*'« 

Awakim;  from  thy  aluiiilirni,  iboa  tliah  f 

Th\  puwiunate  hpa  on  lib 

In  i«ome  MWrel,  lon«  ncrwm» 

Where  wattTn  niunniir  and  the 

And  _\uuni;  K^dtmio^ 

At  midiii;jht*H  I'B  liil  noon 

Shall  ^till  Ix'  ch.irm'd  finvin  his 

Dy  tlip  tifulioh,  KiVfiHck  Moon, 

Who  tlirilU  lo  find  hini  in  ■« 

lietorc  her  xiiver  lamp  tnmy  fmd  : 

And  }*\s  *\\»'A  pla_\  hia  pleaaajil 

liiiwn  in  thr  huidi'd  arratkv. 

And  fauUH  idiall  prank  the  awanl  a 

Thc!«Maha*ii  kunnv  »h«dr«. 

m 

"  Ni>r  alwent  hhk  whow*  ryea  of 
Truth*)*  ^uiihur.^t  on  the  world 
Si  ill  r.hnll  she  calmly  watch  the  r 
Circling  faM  the  beamy  »|iltrrea 
'J 'hat  trrnil>le  a«  whe  marrlM-«  thnmcb 
While  monifntly  roll«  nut  ■  •u'len 
Fniiii  Krror'«  hoar>-  niouiilains  lomMmc 
I  Irani  )i\  the  Titan,  whti  frum  Ilm  bifa 
Kili'd  with  inim«nfj|  (iain« 
That  his  iiiiiiional  Npint  «till  raa  mock. 
Kxull.iiit  M*eii — dl-^pllr  ike  M\tfMeumor\  e 
The  t'fiMt.  thi>  heat,  the  %u!turr.  and  lb* 
K.irth'n  aiii'ifiit  \a\v»  r<-juif*iiic  in 
Thrhon>f>9'.thelii%eiiufiiTrii — i2k«M 
'I'lt  iiiiiny  a  limuti-i'UM  fiirrit^ 
In  till-  urjild  i|ui«-t  vi  \\i*  hwd  fiTvml 
Ami  ii\fr  all.  liriiihr,  U-autafuL  acffvaa. 
Anil  rhaiiijririisi  in  thy  pnnir, 
'J*h<>n.  I'oii  III.,  i:l•lry-<-lrirtun^]  dka.'l  k» 
\\  hiojifrin;:  i>iv\tr  t!iJt  i>rie  word 
hiiwii  thrnuKh  the  |i«'op!«\l  callrrr  at  T. 
*  Ki  I  iiM  n  !' — in  uhiMr  Jrrail  rrcko 
Men  and  t!ii-ir  dt  itiCfi,  alike  oa 

I.ikt'  !'.ir-<itr  stars  that  dim 
I h'atit :••-•..  O  ctnix!  i^all  ve  iJla 
'l't»  \t'  llie  |Ki«-t-«iik-<*  will  rrr 
F.iiltifu!  a:noni;  the  taithleaa  fo 
••  Vi'  i:jii-!  iiitl  die !" 
I.iin^'  a'i  t^t'  dim  robea  of  the 
<  >*i-r  1^  '{■'•'"  "ttt'p  or  Trmpv's 
Vi*  .»'i-;//  Hi't  ilu- 1 
'l'!i->w.  .  U:iii'  anil  uttirm  yimr 
Ati!.  ri_'*jfl-. .  nifn  ttt  iHir  -O 
\  r  ui  :■■  she  i!iiiii;«  in  whlirh  the 
I:«  •i.irrkliin;  m^u^  of  iJritT 
T  <  >.:i.i.  oiill  Olympo*  rvTrrfflit 
And  Iil»i  !t'jns  lo  hear  Moani 
(■.•«!«  (if  the  pafti!  _\uiir  fthapco  aiv 
I  I'.iM  >>::r  (-!ime  \our  mt<hly 
Aiiii  C'lTi-tian  hearts  with  G 
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[Born,  1819.] 


«fn.  LowKLL  is  a  native  of  Boston,  where  his 
er  is  an  eminent  Congregational  clergyman. 
!ompleted  his  education  at  Harvard  College 
wL  '  ahout  twenty  years  of  age,  and  subsequently 
studied  the  law,  but  I  believe  with  no  intention  of 
entering  the  courts.  His  first  appearance  as  an 
author  was  in  1839,  when  he  printed  a  class  poem 
recited  at  Cambridge.  It  was  a  composition  in 
heroic  verse,  which,  though  it  betrayed  marks  of 
haste,  contained  many  strokes  of  vigorous  satire, 
much  sharp  wit,  and  occasional  bursts  of  feeling. 
Two  years  afterward  he  published  a  volume  of 
miscellaneous  poems,  under  the  title  of  "  A  Yearns 
Life."  This  bore  no  relationship  to  his  first  pro- 
duction. Tt  illustrated  entirely  different  thoughts, 
feelings,  and  habits.  It  not  only  evinced  a  change 
of  heart,  but  so  entire  a  revolution  in  his  mode  of 
thinking  as  to  seem  the  production  of  a  different 
mind.  The  staple  of  one  forms  the  satire  of  the 
other.  Not  more  unlike  are  Carltle's  *•  Life  of 
Schillkr"  and  his  "Sartor  Resartus."  Though 
"  A  Year*s  Life'*  was  by  no  means  deficient  in 
merit,  it  had  so  many  weak  points  as  to  be  easily 
accessible  to  satirical  criticism.  The  author's  lan- 
guage was  not  pure.  When  he  would  "wreak 
his  thoughts  upon  expression,"  in  the  absence  of 
allowable  words,  he  corrupted  such  as  came  near- 
est his  meaning  into  terms  which  had  an  intelli- 
gible sound,  but  would  not  bear  a  close  scrutiny. 
With  all  its  faults,  however,  the  book  had  gleams 
and  flashes  of  genius,  which  justified  warm  praises 
and  sanguine  expectations.  The  new  poet,  it  was 
evident,  had  an  observing  eye,  and  a  suggestive 
imagination ;  he  had  caught  the  tone  and  spirit 
of  the  new  and  mystical  philosophy ;  he  had  a 
large  heart ;  and  he  aimed,  not  altogether  unsuc- 
cessfully, to  make  Nature  the  representative  and 
minister  of  his  feelings  and  desires.  If  he  failed 
in  attempts  to  put  thin  abstractions  and  ever-fleet- 
ing shades  of  thought  and  emotion  into  palpable 
forms,  the  signs,  in  "  A  Year's  Life,"  of  the  strug- 
gling of  a  larger  nature  than  appeared  in  defined 
outlines,  made  for  the  author  a  watchful  and  hope- 
ful audience. 

In  1841  Mr.  TiO WELL  published  a  new  volume, 
evincing  very  decided  advancement  in  thought,  and 
feeling,  and  execution.  The  longest  of  its  contents, 
*'  A  Le;;ond  of  Brittany,"  is  without  any  of  the  stri- 
king faults  of  his  previous  compositions,  and  in 
imagination  and  artistic  finish  is  the  best  poem  he 
has  yet  printed.  A  knight  loves  and  betrays  a 
maiden,  and,  to  conceal  his  crime,  murders  her, 
and  places  her  corpse  for  temporary  concealment 
behind  the  altar  of  his  church,  whence  he  is  pre- 
vented by  a  mysterious  awe  from  removing  it 
Meanwhile  a  festival  is  held  there,  and  when  the 


people  are  all  assembled,  and  the  organ  sounds, 
the  templar  hears  the  voice  of  the  wronged  spirit, 
complaining  that  she  has  no  rest  in  heaven  be- 
cause of  the  state  of  the  nnbaptized  infant  in  her 
womb,  for  which  she  implores  the  sacrament.  Her 
prayer  is  granted,  and  the  repentant  lover  dies  of 
remorse.  The  illustration  of  this  story  gives  oc- 
casion for  the  finest  of  Mr.  Lowell's  exhibitions 
of  love,  and  the  poem  is  in  all  respects  beautiful 
and  complete.  In  the  same  volume  appeared  the 
author's  "  Prometheus,"  "  Rhoecus,"  and  some  of 
his  most  admired  shorter  pieces.  He  put  forth  in 
it  his  best  powers,  and  though  it  embraced  occa- 
sional redundancies,  and  he  was  sometimes  so  ill- 
satisfied  with  his  poem  as  to  give  in  its  conclusion 
a  versified  exposition  of  its  meaning  in  the  form 
of  a  moral,  it  secured  the  general  consent  to  his 
admission  into  the  company  of  men  of  genius. 

In  1845  appeared  his  "  Conversations  on  some 
of  the  Old  Poets,"  consisting  of  a  series  of  criticisms 
and  relevant  discussions  which  evince  careful  study, 
delicate  perception,  and  a  generous  catholicity  of 
taste ;  but  the  book  docs  not  contain  the  best  spe- 
cimens of  his  criticism  or  of  his  prose  diction. 

He  gave  to  the  public  a  third  collection  of  his 
poems  in  1848.  In  this  there  is  no  improvement 
of  versification,  no  finer  fancy,  or  braver  imagina- 
tion, than  in  the  preceding  volume ;  but  it  illus- 
trates a  deeper  interest  in  afifairs,  and  a  warm  par- 
tisanship for  the  philanthropists  and  progressists 
of  all  classes.  A  mong  his  subjects  are  "  The  Pres- 
ent Crisis,"  "Anti-Texas,"  "The  Capture  of  Fu- 
gitive Slaves,"  "  Hunger  and  Cold,"  "The  Land- 
lord," &c  He  gives  here  the  first  examples  of  a 
peculiar  humour,  which  he  has  since  cultivated 
with  success,  and  many  passages  of  finished  decla- 
mation and  powerful  invective.  He  had  been  mar- 
ried, in  1844,  to  Miss  Mabia  White,  whose  abili- 
ties are  shown  in  a  graceful  composition  included 
in  this  volume,  and  by  others  which  I  have  quoted 
in  the  "  Female  Poets  of  America." 

In  the  same  year  Mr.  Lowell  published  "  A 
Fable  for  Critics,  or  a  Glance  at  a  Few  of  our 
Literary  Progenies,"  a  rhymed  essay,  critical  and 
satirical,  upon  the  principal  living  writera  of  the 
country.  It  abounds  in  ingenious  turns  of  ex- 
pression, and  felicitous  sketches  of  character;  it 
is  witty  and  humorous,  and  for  the  most  part  in  a 
spirit  of  genial  appreciation ;  but  in  a  few  instan- 
ces the  judgments  indicate  too  narrow  a  range  of 
sympathies,  and  the  caustic  severity  of  othera  has 
been  attributed  to  desires  of  retaliation. 

The  "  Fable  for  Critics"  wa»  soon  followed  by 
<'  The  Biglow  Papera,"  a  collection  of  verses  in 
tlie  dialect  of  New  England,  with  an  introduction 
and  notes,  written  in  the  character  of  a  pedantic 
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but  Hharp-wittrd  and  patriiitir  country  parson. 
The  lH)uk  iri  a  ratirc  u|)on  the  defiMicfA  of  our  re- 
cent war  uusiinrtt  Mexico,  ami  it  rxliil)itM  in  variouH 
furnn  of  indii^enuuii  aiid  homely  huniour  the  in- 
di:;naiinn  with  which  the  contetrt  waa  ref^nlod  by 
tlie  Im-sI  Mrt  of  people  in  the  eaxtcrn  Atatrib  Tlie 
aectionul  )ioculiaritie<i  of  idiom  :ire  }>eriiapii  exag- 
gerated, l)ut  the  entire  work  haa  an  ap|ieiinince 
of  genuineneaa. 

About  the  aame  time  appeared  Mr.  LowBLL*a 
**  Viflion  of  Sir  Launfal,*'  a  poem  founded  upon 
the  ieuend  of  the  search  for  the  Holy  GraiL  (the 
cup  out  of  which  our  Lord  drank  with  hia  diaci- 


indocad  ky 


pies  at  the  last  aoppcr.)  Thk  m  t 
est  and  moat  beaaCiful  poena,  hot 
it  is  poetically  as  well  aa  mrtfihy 
tlie  actions  ol*  Sir  Lsanlal  m 
tioiis  of  duty  ralhrr  than  bj  aimplv 

Be»idea  theae  wnrka,  Mr.  Lav 
much    for   the   prriudicala.       He 
months  a  monthly  nisoellany 
ueer/*  and  he  is  now  an 
"  .Vnli-MaTcry  HtanJard."     Ha 
some  of  the  besC  papers  in  the  ■*  ? 
Heview/*  and   under  varioua  di 
tributor  to  other 


if  i 


-.^  ^  ..^■.*^-»"w^»^»-w«'^  Vrfiw^t'^vK.  >'^r<te^^i>«^^i«^>^^ 


II 


TO  THE  DANDELIOX. 

Drab  common  flower,  that  itrow*st  beside  the  way. 
Fringing  the  duxty  road  with  harm  lew  gold. 

First  pledge  of  b!ithesiinie  May, 
M'hich  children  p!uck,  ami,  fiiil  of  pride,  uphold, 

Hii^h-hcarted  buccaneem,  o*erji>yed  that  they 
An  EldDfjdo  in  the  grawi  have  found. 

Which  not  the  rich  earth's  ample  round 
Mar  match  in  wealth — ihou  art  more  dear  to  me 
Than  all  the  prouder  summer-bi<ioms  may  be. 

Gold  such  as  thine  neVr  drew  the  Spanish  prow 
Through  the  primeval  huiih  of  Indian  seas, 

Nor  wrinkled  the  lean  brow 
Of  age,  to  rob  the  loverV  heart  of  ea>ie ; 

*T  is  the  Spring's  largews  which  she  scatter*  now 
To  rich  and  poor  alike,  with  laviith  hand. 

Though  most  hearts  never  understand 
To  take  it  at  (ioii*s  value,  hut  pass  by 
The  oflfer'd  wealth  witli  unrewarded  eye. 

Thou  art  my  trophies  and  mine  Italy ; 
To  look  at  thee  unlocks  a  warmer  cliinc ; 

The  eyes  thou  givest  me 
Are  in  the  heart,  and  heed  not  spare  or  time ; 

Not  in  mid  June  the  golden-cuirassM  bee 
Feels  a  more  summer-like,  wiirm  ravishment 
In  the  white  lily's  bnM*zy  tint. 
His  conquerM  Sybarin.  than  I,  when  firKt 
From  the  dark  green  thy  yellow  circles  hurst 

'I'hen  think  I  of  deep  Hlmdows  on  the  grass — 
Of  ineadiiwd  where  in  nun  the  c-itttio  graze. 

Where,  ax  the  breezes  pass, 
Thr  eleainiiig  ru»hes  lean  a  thouxand  wiys — 

Of  leaver  that  slumU'r  in  a  elouily  niaitK, 
Or  Mhiirn  in  the  wind — of  waters  l*!ue 

Ttial  fnmi  the  di^tallcc  M|*arkli'  throuch 
SiMiie  woiHllund  gap — and  of  a  sky  aUiie,  [ni<)Vi>. 
Wliere  one  white  cloud  like  a  »lray  lamb  doth 

My  childhot^rs  earliest  thoughts  aie  linkM  with 
I'lii'M^htof  thee  call*  luck  the  robin's  song,    [ttu-e  ; 

Whii.  from  the  dark  old  tree 
Iti'-^i.le  th<-  do'>r.  sang  clearly  all  day  long. 

And  I.  MMMire  in  childish  piety. 
liJoti-nM  ni<  if  I  heanl  an  ancrl  ning 

With  newM  fnnu  heaven,  wliich  he  diil  brin:* 
Fre^h  eviTV  day  to  my  iiiituinteti  ear<, 
W  hen  birds  and  flowers  and  I  were  happy  pet*ri. 


How  like  a  prodigal  doCh  N 
When  thou,  for  all  ihy  icold,  ao 

l*hou  leacheat  me  lo 
More  sacredly  of  every  human 
Since  each  reflects  in  joy  its 
Of  heaven,  and  could  some  woodi 

Did  we  but  pay  the  love  wa 
And  with  a  child's  und«Mibaa|| 
On  all  these  living  pagea  of  G« 


TO  THE  MEMORV  OP  THOMAS  BOOl 


AivoTHFB  Star  'neath  Time's 
1\>  giearn  o'er  unknown  landa  and 

.Another  heart  that  beat  for  fiatdua 
What  mournful  worde  are  Ihaae! 


'L 


.1 
i 


I  Oh !  Love  diviiie.  thoa 

And  lullest  it  upen  thy 
I  Thou  knuwest  how  much  a  gentle 
To  leach  men  what  thou  aiL 

His  was  a  spirit  that  to  ail  thy 
Wus  kind  aa  slumber  aAer 

Why  u(ie  so  soon  thy  hea«en 
And  call  him  liocne  again  ! 

Freedom  neeils  all  her  poeta :  it  i 
Who  give  her  aspirationa 

.\nd  to  the  wiser  law  of  ms 
Her  wikJ  imagining!. 

Vet  thou  hast  cali'd  him.  nor  art 
Oh  I  liiive  divine,  far  *iia  thy 

That  gr.irious  natures  leave 
'J'o  work  fi>r  Freedom  ilill. 

]<et  InurellM  marblea  wci 

Let  anthems  |ieal  for 
KuNtliiitf  tiie  hsnner'd  depth  of 

With  their  ciulting 


Hi<«  epitaph  shall  mock  the 

Ni>  Ih'hen  Khali  its  linea 
He  need*  these  lew  and  oimpla  lioH 

'I'll  mark  his  rrsling-pUot :— 

"  Hrrr  lie«  a  poet :  ate  anger,  if  tn 

III'*  ciaitii  to  niemonr  be 
If  th'iu  would«t  Iram 

Oo.  ask  It  of  the  poor.' 
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SONNETS. 


I.      TO  ^— . 

Through  suffering  and  sorrow  thou  hast  pe8S*d 
To  show  US  what  a  woman  true  may  be : 
They  have  not  taken  sympathy  from  thee, 
Nor  made  thee  any  other  than  thou  wast ; 
Save  as  some  tree,  which,  in  a  sudden  blast, 
Sheddeth  those  blossoms,  that  are  weakly  grown, 
Upon  the  air,  but  kcepeth  every  one 
Whose  strength  gives  warrant  of  good  fruit  at  last ; 
So  thou  hast  shed  some  blooms  of  gayety. 
But  never  one  of  steadfast  cheerfulness; 
Nor  hath  thy  knowledge  of  adversity 
Robb*d  thee  of  any  faith  in  happineai, 
But  rather  clear'd  thine  inner  eyes  to  see 
How  many  simple  ways  there  are  to  bless. 


II.      THB  FIERY  TRIAL. 

Thk  hungry  flame  hath  never  yet  been  hot 
To  him  who  won  his  name  and  crown  of  fire ; 
But  it  doth  ask  a  stronger  soul  and  higher 
To  bear,  not  longing  for  a  prouder  lot, 
Thosie  martyrdoms  whereof  tlie  world  knows  not, — 
Hope  sneaped  with  frosty  scorn,  the  faith  of  youth 
Wasted  in  seeming  vain  defence  of  Truth, 
Greatness  o'crtopp'd  with  baseness,  and  fame  got 
Too  late : — Yet  this  most  bitter  task  was  meant 
For  those  right  worthy  in  such  c^iuse  to  plead, 
And  tlierefore  God  sent  poets,  men  content 
To  live  in  humbleness  and  body's  need, 
If  they  may  tread  the  path  where  Jesus  went, 
And  sow  one  grain  of  Love's  eternal  seed. 


in. 
I  ASK  not  for  those  thoughts,  that  sudden  leap 
From  being's  sea,  like  the  isle-seeming  Kraken, 
With  whose  great  rise  the  ocean  all  is  shaken 
And  a  heart-tremble  quivers  through  the  deep ; 
Give  me  that  growth  which  some  perchance  deem 
W^herewith  the  steadfast  coral-stems  uprise,  [sleep, 
Which,  by  the  toil  of  gathering  energies, 
Their  upward  way  into  clear  sunshine  keep. 
Until,  by  Heaven's  sweetest  influences, 
Slowly  and  slowly  spreads  a  speck  of  green 
Into  a  pleasant  island  in  the  seas, 
Where,  mid  tall  palms,  the  cane-roof  *d  homo  is  seen, 
And  wearied  men  shall  sit  at  sunset's  hour, 
Hearing  the  leaves  and  loving  God's  dear  power. 

IV.      TO  — ,  ON   HER  BIRTH-DAT. 

Maidett,  when  such  a  soul  as  thine  is  bom. 
The  morning-stars  their  ancient  music  make, 
And,  joyful,  once  again  their  song  awake, 
Long  silent  now  with  melancholy  scorn ; 
And  thou,  not  mindless  of  so  blest  a  mom. 
By  no  least  deed  its  harmony  shalt  break, 
But  shalt  to  that  high  chime  thy  footsteps  take. 
Through  life's  most  darksome  passes,  unforlom; 
Therefore  from  thy  pure  faith  thou  shalt  not  fall, 
Therefore  shalt  thou  be  ever  fair  and  free, 
And,  in  thine  every  motion,  musical 
As  summer  air,  majestic  as  the  sea, 
A  mystery  to  those  who  creep  and  crawl 
Thrvmi^  Time,  and  part  it  firom  Eternity. 


y.      TO  THE  SAME. 

Mt  Love,  I  have  no  fear  that  thou  shouldst  die ; 

Albeit  I  ask  no  fairer  life  than  this. 

Whose  numberin/^ock  is  still  thy  gentle  kiss. 

While  Time  and  Peace  with  hands  enlocked  fly^*- 

Yet  care  I  not  where  in  Eternity 

We  live  and  love,  well  knowing  that  there  ii 

No  backward  step  for  those  who  feel  the  bliss 

Of  Faith  as  their  most  lofty  yearnings  high : 

Love  hath  so  purified  my  heart's  strong  core, 

Meseems  I  scarcely  should  be  startled,  even. 

To  find,  some  mom,  that  thou  hadst  gone  before ; 

Since,  with  thy  love,  this  knowledge  too  was  giveai. 

Which  each  calm  day  doth  strengthes  more  and 

more. 
That  they  who  love  are  but  one  step  from  Heaven. 


IV.      TO  THE  SPIRIT  OF   KEATS. 

Grkat  soul  thou  sittest  with  me  in  my  room. 
Uplifting  me  with  thy  vast,  quiet  eyes. 
On  whose  full  orbs,  with  kindly  lustre,  lies 
The  twilight  warmth  of  ruddy  ember-gloom : 
Thy  clear,  strong  tones  will  ofl  bring  sudden  bloom 
Of  hope  secure,  to  him  who  lonely  cries, 
Wrestling  with  the  young  poet's  agonies. 
Neglect  and  scom,  which  seem  a  certain  doom ; 
Yes !  the  few  words  which,  like  great  thunder-drops. 
Thy  large  heart  down  to  earth  shook  doubtfully, 
Thrill'd  by  the  inward  lightning  of  its  might, 
Serene  and  pure,  Uke  gushing  joy  of  light, 
Shall  track  the  eternal  chords  of  Destiny, 
After  the  moon-led  pulse  of  ocean  stops. 


VII.     TO  — . 
Our  love  is  not  a  fading,  earthly  flower ; 
Its  wing'd  seed  dropp'd  down  from  Paradise, 
And,  nursed  by  day  and  night,  by  sun  and  ahower. 
Doth  momently  to  fresher  beauty  rise : 
To  us  the  leafless  autumn  is  not  bare. 
Nor  winter's  rattling  boughs  lack  lusty  green. 
Our  summer  hearts  make  summer's  fulness,  whcro 
No  leaf,  or  bud,  or  blossom  may  be  seen : 
For  nature's  life  in  love's  deep  life  doth  lie, 
Love, — whoso  forgetfulness  is  beauty's  death. 
Whose  mystic  keys  these  cells  of  Thou  and  I 
Into  the  infinite  freedom  openeth. 
And  makes  the  body's  dark  and  narrow  grate 
The  wide-flung  leaves  of  Heaven's  palaoe-gate. 


Tin.      IN    ABSBffCS. 

Thesb  nigged,  wintry  days  I  scarce  could  bear, 
Did  I  not  know,  that,  in  Uie  early  spring, 
When  wild  March  winds  upon  their  errands  ring. 
Thou  wouldst  retum,  bursting  on  this  still  mir. 
Like  those  same  winds,  when,  startled  from  their 
They  hunt  up  violets,  and  free  swift  brooks     [lair, 
From  icy  cares,  even  as  thy  clear  looks 
Bid  my  heart  bloom,  and  sing,  and  break  all  ctre : 
When  drops  with  welcome  rain  the  April  day. 
My  flowers  shall  find  their  April  in  thuie  eyei, 
Save  there  the  rain  in  dreamy  clouds  doth  itaj, 
As  loath  to  fall  out  of  those  happy  skies ; 
Yet  sure,  my  love,  thou  art  most  like  to  May, 
That  comes  with  steady  sun  when  April  diea. 
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'I 


THE  POET. 

lir  the  old  <1avi  of  awe  and  kren-ered  wonder. 

The  Port's  M>n(^  with  hlo^xl-warm  truth  was  rife ; 
He  WW  thr  rnvHtfrirK  whii*h  rirrlo  under 

Th(*  outwanl  Bholl  and  Kkin  of  daily  life. 
Nntliinq;  to  him  wore  flivtini^  tiinc  and  fashion, 

Hilt  M)ul  waA  hf  1  by  tlu*  rtrrnal  law ; 
Tlirro  was  in  him  no  hn|N*  (if  fanH*.  no  {iuiiiion, 

T)iit  with  calm.  i^fMllikr  rvoH,  h«'  onlv  paw. 
He  did  n«>t  Kii;h  oVr  1ut«m'h  iloail  and  hurirtl. 

(Miirf  niiiumrr  :it  ihr  (ruldrn  Ai:r'«  hramp. 
Nor  di'cni  t)i:it  jumlrtwhoniChurDn  i^rim  hail  ferried 

Alom^  wi'H'  fitiinix  thrnit'M  of  cpir  wnv: 
Ho  roiild  iN'licvc  thi'  proini'M*  of  ti»-inurn>w, 

And  fiTl  thr  wondroiiM  mranintr  of  to-day; 
H«*  ha'l  :i  dtN'iNT  f.iith  in  lioly  iM>rn.iw 

'Vh.iU  thi>  worlirn  mtMiiinu  losw  rould  take  awav. 

w 

To  know  thr  lirurt  of  all  tliin;^  wum  hiii  duty, 

All  thin'j:^  did  mih;  to  him  to  niuki*  him  wifte. 
And,  with  ii  Horntwrul  and  coniiucrini;  licuuty. 

Till'  Mini  of  :i!l  lookitl  Kriihliy  from  hiiioyi'ai 
Hi*  i^azttl  on  all  within  him  and  witliont  hiui. 

Ho  wuti'liM  th*'  Mowim;  «»f  Timi**!i  Htrady  tide, 
And  sh.i]>i'.4  i^f  clory  floatitl  all  aU>ut  him 

And  w)iis{H'rM  to  him,  and  he  iiniphf>i('d. 
Than  all  mon  ho  mon*  fi-.irli-i<s  wxh  uml  fnrr. 

And  all  his  hn'lhron  crit'l  with  one  uori)rd. — 
**  Hi  holil  tlio  holy  m.ui !     Hi'hoM  t!ii-  S(>4-r! 

Ifim  wliii  hath  Himkcn  \«ith  tin*  uti-Mfn  I  ord!" 
Ho  to  liis  Iii'art  with  lari;o  rmliraco  luul  takon 

Tho  universal  Norrow  <if  mankind. 
And.  iVoui  tliat  ro«it,  a  sholtor  novor  ^hako^, 

TIjo  tn'o  ni  wi-^ilom  irrow  with  j«tnrily  rind. 
Ih'  mnlil  iiitor|)rot  woll  tho  wondmus  vitiri'M 

Wliioli  to  tho  raim  and  silont  spirit  onmo; 
Ho  kni-w  that  tho  Ono  Soul  no  mon'  n-iijioi'^ 

III  till*  star's  anthom  tlian  tho  in^jivt's  hum. 
Ho  ill  hii«  hoirt  wa^  ovor  inook  an«l  huinhlo, 

And  yot  with  kiiuly  in)iii])  his  niiinfirs  ran. 
As  hi*  fiiro«>.i\v  how  all  thini^s  fal<<i*  should  orumlilu 

lioliin'  till'  froo,  iiplitloii  Miiil  of  man: 
And.  ulioii  ho  \«a'<  niado  full  to  o\ort1>»winiv 

Witli  all  tho  |ii\i-Iiiio<<<i  iif  hoavon  ami  o.irth. 
Out  rn>ihM  hi-4  s<inj.  liko  inoltt-n  iron  ulowimr. 

To  shinv  iliu]  xiitiii'T  tty  tho  hnmlilont  hoarlh. 
Witli  «'aImo-*t  oourau'^'  ho  *va"*  o\i-r  n-jilv 

To  toaoli  that  aotiitii  was  \]\r  truth  of  thnu::ht, 
.And.  wiih    stmn-^    arm    and    |>iiriio<«i*    firm    and 
Ktoaily, 

Tlio  anoliiir  of  tho  dridin'.;  worM  ho  wrought, 
S«>  dill  ho  niako  tho  moano^t  man  |<art.ikor 

t)t'  :i)!  his  I  Tilt  hiT-,*' Ills  unto  htm  '.ra^o; 
A!I  -111  Is  iliil  n'viTi*iii-r  him  anil  n  imo  him  M:ikor. 

And  ivhiMi  ho  dioil  h«- ijHil  tfin{ilos  on  lijs  irra^o. 
And  -til!  hi>  «|iMth)r">-«  wonl-i  of  liclit  an*  Mviininiiu: 

Si-n-iio  tlir.tirjli-nit  tho  t;roaI.  ili'op  infinite 
Of  htiiii  in  s^nil.  nnw  iiiiii:;  and  nridimminir. 

Tt>  rlioor  aiiil  ::uii!o  tlio  niarinor  at  niu'ht. 
HiiT  now  till-  PiH-t  is  :in  i'iii|ity  rli\  nior 

Willi  lies  with  idio  o|{h>w  on  the  irra«<, 
Aiiil  fit-i  lii*.  ^in:;inJ.  liko  a  ounninc  tiiiii-r. 

Til  a!l  inoii's  pnili'-  .iful  tanoioH  a*«  thoy  piiA«. 
\i»f  his  llir  «.iin-.'.  whioh.  in  it*  motrr  holy, 

ChimoH  with  tho  musir  nf  the  otemal  ularM, 
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Humhlinir  the  tyrmiit.  Hftiii|(  op  tltr  lowH. 

And  Hojidinff  nun  throuffa  the  aool'* 
Maker  no  more. — O,  no !  unmaker  nthrr. 

For  ho  unmakes  who  dodi  mA  all  p«i  for^ 
Tlio  iMtwrr  friven  by  our  \aruim  Fattwr 

Ttt  khow  the  hoily*a  dmai^  th»  w^tm'» 
Awake !  Kreat  fi|iiril  of  the  mgrm  oldea? 

Shivrr  the  mii4«  that  hide  thT  HarrT  hm. 
And  K't  man'i«  noul  be  yet  mm 

To  thoe  for  wins*  to  ainar  Ui  hr 
O.  propht*ity  no  mtfre  ttwrnnrmw's 

Bo  iin  more  diame-bred  to  ^irak  out  far  T?«i 
Lay  on  her  altar  all  the  vnahinc*  tradtr. 

Tho  ho|io.  ilu*  t'irr,  the  lovinc  frtfii  of  ymii' 
O,  prophecy  no  nmre  the  Makrr's 

Say  not  hiK  onward  fooUIrp*  ihon 
In  ttio  dim  \oiii.  like  to  the  awful  hi 

( )l'  tho  KToat  winea  of  MMne  nrw-Us^ln:  m^^z* 
O,  pn 'phony  no  morr.  hut  he  the  Pnrf ! 

Thirt  Ion;;inf;  wan  but  irrant^  ooId  thi« 
That,  when  all  Irauty  thou  coukha  frH  afti  Imw: 

Tliat  Iwauty  in  it*  liiisheMt  th(«i 
O,  t)ii>ii  who  mi^anrvt,  tort  with  aeahke 

\Vliii  ilimly  hearvKt  «oirr«  rail 
\VhtK4-  Miul  14  overfill'd  with  michtr 

Ot'  lo^e.  anil  foar,  aiid  ff1f»n'*ua 
Thou  of  tho  loil-«tnine  hariiia  and  imu 

Ami  soul  hy  Mother  Earth  with 
In  w  hi  nil  tlir  honviipnt  irl  mntinue^ 

Till-  olil  fw**  naliirv'  i«  n'lC  rhauiM  ur 
Arnii-H-!  1ft  thy  i^iul  hrruk  m  mnairH 

Iii-l  likw*  ihi'  iireari  that  i«  in  thfv 
Pour  forth  thy  hofir.  thy  firmr.  thy  h>«r.  ihy 

Ami  toll  thr  ao'  what  all  ifa 
Wlirro'rr  thy  wildt-rM  rr*»wi|  tif 

Whoro'or  there  lini*i*r«  l>ut  a  «hMlr  t£ 
Tlion*  otill  is  nrcd  of  marlxn  and 

Thon-  "•till  ar»'  lv\X*  fur  nrirr^lyn 
Frorii  a::o  tit  »::«■  tii.-tn's  <'.I1  aiqitnnc 

Find*  wi-lor  •rt»i»'  ind  •*-•  wtlh 
Ari'l  thi>u  in  I  irirrr  nn'irtirr  d^Mi  n 

Wliat  ni.ido  th«  cn-jt  ffnTunnrrv  fi«r  tni  w 
Sit  thoii  oirhr-iritil  whrrr  ihr  Part's 

At"  1^1*  till-  thiindf-r  litis  it«  »ilenl 
Aii>)  roll  tli\  <M ill zs  down  like 

Thai  .iM  nri\  dnnk  aiMl  tirnl  th«  nal  thn  v«C 
Siiiij !  thoro  -hall  Mionnr  sntw  in  > 

.\  ^ilt-;:i'o  of  dot-p  ame  ami  ma 
For.  Ii*!i  nin:;  clvlly.  l»ond  the 

To  lit-  ir  a  mortal  like  an  anp*l 


Amoiic  itif  loihworn  poor  my 

Fi*r  ono  III  hnmr  th<*  Maker's 
'!'•<  In-  tho  \oiif  i\t  ihst  almurhtT 

«  a 

Willi  h  t'\rr\-  Age  lirmand*  tado  tf 
Proprii-tios  our  ^kilkon  banU  ennioa  ; 

III-  \«ho  would  l«*  the  tiaicur  of 
Mn-t  >*triiij  hi4  h»rp  with  ehotda  of 

Ami  htriki  ii  with  a  tial-eaibRMni 
Oiir  \^ho  hath  dwelt  with  Nalufv 

Who  hath  It-ami  wiidoni  Irooi  her  mt' 
WliiiM  ■>  -III  w  'th  all  herrountirai  liiaa 

Si  that  all  U'Biily  awra 
\\'!i>i  n>it  Willi  fw^ly'a  waai 

Who  on  the  rlear  north 
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Who  walks  with  Form's  observances  anhamper*d, 

And  follows  the  One  Will  obediently; 
Whose  eyes,  like  windows  on  a  breezy  summit, 

Control  a  lovely  prospect  every  way ; 
Who  doth  not  sound  Good's  sea  with  eartiily  plununet, 

And  find  a  bottom  still  of  worthless  clay ; 
Who  heeds  not  how  the  lower  gusts  are  working, 

Knowing  that  one  sure  wind  blows  on  above, 
And  sees,  beneath  the  foulest  faces  lurking, 

One  God-built  shrine  of  reverence  and  love ; 
Who  sees  all  stars  that  wheel  their  shining  marches 

Around  the  centre  fix'd  of  Destiny, 
Where  the  encircling  soul  serene  overarches 

The  moving  globe  of  being,  like  a  sky ;    [nearer 
Who  feels  that  God  and  Heavcn^s  great  deeps  are 

Him  to  whose  heart  his  fellow.man  is  nigh, 
Who  doth  not  hold  his  soul's  own  freedom  dearer 

Than  that  of  all  his  brethren,  low  or  high ; 
Who  to  the  right  can  feel  himself  the  truer 

For  being  gently  patient  with  the  wrong, 
Who  sees  a  brother  in  the  evildoer, 

And  finds  in  Love  the  heart's  blood  of  his  song; — 
This,  this  is  he  for  whom  the  world  is  waiting 

To  sing  the  beatings  of  its  mighty  heart, 
Too  long  hath  it  been  patient  with  the  gmting 

Of  scrannel-pipes,  and  heard  it  misnamed  Art 
To  him  the  smiling  soul  of  man  shall  listen, 

Laying  awhile  its  crown  of  thorns  aside. 
And  once  again  in  every  eye  shall  glisten 

The  glory  of  a  nature  satisfied. 
His  verse  shall  have  a  great,  commanding  motion, 

Heaving  and  swelling  with  a  melody 
Learnt  of  the  sky,  the  river,  and  the  ocean. 

And  all  the  pure,  majestic  things  that  be. 
Awake,  then,  thou !  we  pine  for  thy  great  presence 

To  make  us  feel  the  soul  once  more  sublime, 
We  are  of  far  too  infinite  an  essence 

To  rest  contented  with  the  lies  of  Time. 
Speak  out !  and,  lo !  a  hush  of  deepest  wonder 

Shall  sink  o'er  all  his  many-voiced  scene. 
As  when  a  sudden  burst  of  rattling  thunder 

Shatters  the  bluencss  of  a  sky  serene. 


EXTRACT  FROM  A  LEGEND  OF  BRIT- 
TANY. 

TuT.y  Rwell'd  the  organ :  up  through  choir  and  nave 
The  music  trembled  with  an  inward  thrill 

Of  blisjs  at  its  own  grandeur:  wave  on  wave 
Its  flood  of  mellow  thunder  rose,  until 

The  hush'd  air  shiver'd  with  the  throb  it  gave, 
Then,  poising  for  a  moment,  it  stood  still. 

And  sank  and  rose  again,  to  burst  in  spray 

That  wander'd  into  silence  far  away. 

Like  to  a  mighty  heart  the  music  seem'd. 
That  yearns  with  melodies  it  cannot  speak. 

Until,  in  grand  despair  of  what  it  dream'd, 
In  the  agony  of  eflTort  it  doth  break. 

Yet  triumphs  breaking ;  on  it  rush'd  and  stream'd 
And  wanton'd  in  its  might,  as  when  a  lake, 

Long  pent  among  the  mountains,  bursts  its  walls 

And  in  one  crowding  gush  leaps  forth  and  fklls. 
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Deeper  and  deeper  shudders  shook  the  air, 
As  the  huge  bass  kept  gathering  heavily, 

Like  thunder  when  it  rouses  in  its  lair. 

And  with  its  hoarse  growl  shakes  the  low>biing 

It  grew  up  like  a  darkness  everywhere,  ["ky: 

Filling  the  vast  cathedral ; — suddenly. 

From  the  dense  mass  a  boy's  dear  treble  brdce 

Like  lightning,  and  the  fbU-ioned  chour  awoke. 

Through  gorgeous  windows  shone  the  sun  aslant. 
Brimming  the  church  with  gold  and  purple  mist. 

Meet  atmosphere  to  bosom  that  rich  chant. 
Where  fifly  voices  in  one  strand  did  twist 

Their  varicoloured  tones,  and  left  no  want 
To  the  delighted  soul,  which  sank  abyss'd 

In  the  warm  music-cloud,  while,  &r  below, 

The  organ  heaved  its  surges  to  and  fro. 

As  if  a  lark  should  suddenly  drop  dead 

While  the  blue  air  yet  trembled  with  its  song. 

So  snapped  at  once  that  music's  golden  thread. 
Struck  by  a  nameless  fear  that  leapt  along 

From  heart  to  heart,  and  like  a  shadow  spread 
With  instantaneous  shiver  through  the  throng, 

So  that  some  glanced  behind,  as  half  aware 

A  hideous  shape  of  dread  were  standing  there. 

As,  when  a  crowd  of  pale  men  gather  round, 
Watching  an  eddy  in  the  leaden  deep, 

From  which  they  deem'd  the  body  of  one  drown'd 
Will  be  cast  forth,  from  face  to  face  doth  creep 

An  eager  dread  that  holds  all  tongues  fast  bound. 
Until  the  horror,  with  a  ghastly  leap, 

Starts  up,  its  dead  blue  arms  stretchM  aimlessly. 

Heaved  with  the  swinging  of  the  careless  Bea,-^ 

So  in  the  faces  of  all  these  there  grew, 
As  by  one  impulse,  a  dark,  fireezing  awe. 

Which  with  a  fearful  fiisdnation  drew 
All  eyes  toward  the  altar ;  damp  and  raw 

The  air  grew  suddenly,  and  no  man  knew 
Whether  perchance  his  silent  neighbour  saw 

The  dreadful  thing,  which  all  were  sure  would  rise 

To  scare  the  strained  lids  wider  from  their  eyes. 

The  incense  trembled  as  it  upward  sent 

Its  slow,  uncertain  thread  of  wandering  Uue, 

As  't  were  the  only  living  element 
In  all  the  church,  so  deep  the  stillness  grew; 

It  seemed  one  might  have  heard  it,  as  it  went, 
Give  out  an  audible  rustle,  curling  through 

The  midnight  silence  of  that  awe-struck  air. 

More  hushed  than  death,  though  so  much  life  was 
there. 


THE  SYRENS. 


Thk  sea  is  lonely,  the  sea  is  dreary, 
The  sea  is  restless  and  uneasy ; 
Thou  seekest  quiet,  thou  art  weary. 
Wandering  thou  knowest  not  whither;^ 
Our  little  isle  is  green  and  breezy. 
Come  and  rest  thee!  O  come  hither  I 
Come  to  this  peaceful  home  of  our% 

Where  evermore 
The  low  west-wind  creeps  panting  up  die  flhore 
To  be  at  rest  among  the  flowers; 
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Full  of  rest,  the  gn^een  man  MAm, 
As  the  dark  waves  of  the  sea 
Draw  in  and  out  of  rocky  ntiM, 

(]!alling  solemnly  to  thee 
With  voices  deep  and  hollow,^ 
*•  To  the  shore 
Follow !  O  follow ! 
To  be  at  rest  for  evermore ! 
For  evermore ! 

Look  how  the  fljay,  old  Ocean 
From  the  depth  of  his  heart  rejmcei^ 
Heaving^  with  a  gentle  motion. 
When  he  hears  our  rcHtful  voice* ; 
List  how  he  sings  in  an  undertone, 
Chiming  with  our  melody  ; 
And  all  sweet  sounds  of  earth  and  air 
Melt  into  one  low  voice  alone, 
That  murmurs  over  the  wean'  sea,^ 
And  seeiiitf  to  sinij  from  evfrj'where.^ 
"  Here  mayeitt  tliou  harhoiir  |N*accfuny« 
Here  inuyest  thou  rest  fn)in  the  aching  oar ; 

Turn  thy  curved  pn)w  ashore. 
And  in  nur  grei'ii  inU'  rest  for  evermore ! 

For  evi»rmi»n' !" 
And  Echo  hidf  wakes  in  the  woodnl  hill. 
And.  to  her  heart  ho  calm  and  do'p, 
MurinurM  over  in  her  »<li'c|i. 
Doubtfully  puusiiiK  and  nmrmuring  still, 
•*  Evermore  !'* 

Tlius,  on  Life's  weary  sea, 
lleareth  the  marinere 
VoieeM  fn;^'«'et,  from  far  and  near, 
Ever  singing  low  and  clear. 
Ever  singing  longingly. 

Is  it  not  Iietter  here  to  l«. 
Than  to  l)e  toiliiur  late  and  soon? 
In  the  drearj'  niijht  to  see 
Nothinir  hut  the  blood-red  moon 
Go  up  and  down  into  the  sea; 
Or.  in  tlie  loneliness  of  tlay. 

To  pee  the  Htill  seals  onlr 
SoleiiHiIv  \\\\  their  faci*s  grav, 

Makini;  it  yet  more  lonely  ! 
Is  it  not  U'tter,  than  to  hear 
Only  the  hlidini^  of  the  wave 
Ueneath  the  plank,  and  ftrl  so  near 
A  cold  anil  lonely  grave, 
A  restlfM  crave,  where  thou  shult  lie 
E\en  in  death  unquiet ly  ! 
Loiik  down  U'neath  thy  wavt^-wom  Imrk, 

Iiean  over  the  xiile  anil  st-e 
The  Ir.iden  eye  of  the  ^de-long  Nhork 

I.'pturned  patiently. 
Ever  wailiin;  then-  tVir  thi*e : 
Litaik  down  and  sec  thiwi*  shapeless  linms, 

Whirl)  ever  keep  their  dreamlcM  sleep 

Far  down  within  the  gloomy  'ieep. 
And  only  stir  themsi^lvrs  in  stiirms, 
HiHini;  like  islands  from  beneath, 
And  snurtini?  tlinmidi  the  angry  spray, 
As  the  frail  veMel  (lerishelh 
in  the  whirls  of  their  unwieldy  play; 

i«ook  down  !  Li>«>k  down ! 
VjNin  the  Mi'ttweed,  slimy  and  dark. 
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That  waves  iu  amia  ao  huk 

Beckoning  for  iher! 
Look  ilown  iMieaih  thy  wai 
Into  the  cold  drpch  at  the  bm! 
Look  down !  Look  doim ! 

Thus,  on  LMra  IomIt  i^ 
Hrarrth  the  awiacrs 
Voicca  tail,  fioa  iar  amd  m 
E\er  sin^inn  loll  of  fc«. 
Ever  aingiDf  JutfcBy, 

Here  all  is  pleaaani  as  a  drtwni: 

T^e  wind  scarce  shaketh  down  ibe  drw. 

The  green  inass  floweth  hke  a 
Into  the  ocean's  Miie: 
Listen !  O  listen ! 

Here  is  a  gush  of  many 
A  sons  of  many  liinla. 

And  every  wii4i  aih!  l»n;nng 

LuU'd  to  a  iiunilN*r*d  flttw  nf  irnnfs. 
LisU'rr!  O  li«ten? 

Hen*  ever  hum  the  ei.M>*n  tires 

riiderneath  full-Mits^-oiiri]  tn^r*^ 

At  oniv  w  ith  ulow  ine  fruit  mzn^  fl^vwi 

The  sand  is  so  iimiMtlh.  ihr  vrRtwr 

That  thy  kivl  w  ill  not  gntf.  x*  it 

All  around,  with  a  *i!u:nf«*r>iiis 

The  sificiiii;  wj«rtf  sli.lr  up  thr 

And  there,  where  the  MRntiiCh,  wrC  prMIn  W. 

The  wateri  iriiriilr  liwi^insly. 

As  if  they  fain  wiMild  ««*<<k  the 

To  lie  at  re*st  fn^n  the  i^m^rlris 

To  In?  at  n-^t  fi>r  e^ennorv,^ 
For  rvermoir. 
Thus,  on  Lilt-'s 
Heairth  the  mannrre 
Voices  vwrrt.  fn»a  te  and 
E«er  sinjnrus  in  hia 
<*  Here  is  rral  and 
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Hk  s|N>ke  of  Dunis:  im^n  rude 
I*reM»M  round  to  bear  thr  prawr 
WliiM-  heart  was  made  1/  nioiilT. 
As  humespuii  as  their  own. 


And.  when  he  rriMl.  thrr  d 
Drinkini!.  with  thii^ty  lirarta 
His  brook-like  sones  whom  ciorr 
From  humble  souies  and  lrar& 

Sjim-ly  there  errw  a  Irmlrr  ■«»«■« 
Siifi-hke.  o'er  faov  hniwn  and  hard. 
As  if  in  him  wh-t  rrail  thrr  frh  ^ad  m 
S1111U*  pn*<M'nce  of  the  hard. 

It  was  a  siixht  for  sin  and 
And  ^l.iti'ih  tyranny  to 
A  sitflil  ti>  make  our  bith 
In  hiith  humanitT. 

1  thiiuchi.  the^e  men  will 
}*rom|iiinir*  their  fbnnrr  Ufr 
And  sofnethinc  of  a  finer  rr 

For  U-auiy,  tniih,  and  lai«u 
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God  Katten  lore  on  every  tide. 
Freely  among  his  children  all, 
And  always  hearts  are  lying  open  wide^ 
Wherein  some  grains  may  falL 

There  is  no  wind  bat  soweth  seeds 
Of  a  more  true  and  open  life, 
Which  burst,  unlook*d-for,  into  high-soul'd  deeds 
With  wayside  beauty  rife. 

We  find  within  these  souls  of  ours 
Some  wild  germs  of  a  higher  birth, 
Which  in  the  poet's  tropic  heart  bear  flowen 
Whose  fragrance  fills  the  earth. 

Within  the  hearts  of  all  men  lie 
These  promises  of  wider  bliss. 
Which  blossom  into  hopes  that  cannot  die, 
In  sunny  hours  like  this. 

All  that  hath  been  majestical 
In  life  or  death,  since  time  began, 
Is  native  in  the  simple  heart  of  all. 
The  angel  heart  of  man. 

And  thus,  among  the  untaught  poor, 
Great  deeds  and  feelings  find  a  home, 
That  cast  in  shadow  all  the  golden  lore 
Of  classic  Greece  and  Rome. 

O  mighty  brothernsoul  of  man. 
Where'er  thou  art,  in  low  or  high. 
Thy  skyey  arches  with  exulting  span 
O'cr-roof  infinity ! 

All  thoughts  that  mould  the  age  begin 
Deep  down  within  the  primitive  soul, 
And  from  the  many  slowly  upward  win 
To  one  who  grasps  the  whole : 

In  his  broad  breast  the  feeling  deep 
That  struggled  on  the  many's  tongue. 
Swells  to  a  tide  of  thought,  whose  surges  leap 
O'er  the  weak  thrones  of  wrong. 

All  thought  begins  in  feeling, — ^wide 
In  the  great  mass  its  base  is  hid. 
And,  narrowing  up  to  thought,  stands  glorified, 
A  moveless  pyramid. 

Nor  is  he  far  astray  who  deems 
That  every  hope,  which  rises  and  grows  broad 
In  the  world's  heart,  by  ordcr'd  impulse  streams 
Fiom  the  great  heart  of  God. 

Go^  wills,  man  hopes :  in  common  souls 
Hope  is  but  vague  and  undefined, 
Till  from  the  poet's  tongue  the  message  rolls 
A  blessing  to  his  kind. 

Never  did  Poesy  appear 
So  full  of  heaven  to  me,  as  when 
I  saw  how  it  would  pierce  through  pride  and  fear 
To  the  Uves  of  coarsest  men. 

It  may  be  glorious  to  write 
Thoughts  that  shall  glad  the  two  or  three 
High  souls,  like  those  far  stars  that  come  in  sight 
Once  in  a  century ; — 


But  better  far  it  is  to  speak 
One  simple  word,  which  now  and  then 
Shall  waken  their  free  nature  in  the  weak 
And  firiendJew  sons  of  men ; 

To  write  some  earnest  verae  or  Uod, 
Which,  seeking  not  the  praise  of  art, 
Shall  make  a  clearer  faith  and  manhood  ahine 
In  the  untutor'd  heart 

He  who  doth  this,  in  verse  or  prose. 
May  be  forgotten  in  his  day. 
But  surely  shall  be  crown'd  at  last  with  those 
Who  live  and  speak  for  aye. 


THE  HERITAGE. 

Ths  rich  man's  son  inherits  lands, 

And  piles  of  brick,  and  stone,  and  gold, 

And  he  inherits  soft,  white  hands, 
And  tender  flesh  that  fears  the  cold. 
Nor  dares  to  wear  a  garment  old; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

The  rich  man's  son  mhents  cares ; 
The  bank  may  break,  the  fectorj  bom, 

A  breath  may  burst  his  bubble  shaies, 
And  soft,  white  hands  could  hardly  eaxn 
A  living  that  would  serve  his  turn; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  wants, 
His  stomach  craves  for  dainty  fiure ; 

With  sated  heart,  he  hears  the  pants 
Of  toiling  hinds  with  brown  arms  bare, 
And  wearies  in  his  easy  chair; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit  t 
Stout  muscles  and  a  sinewy  hear^ 

A  hardy  firame,  a  hardier  spirit; 
King  of  two  hands,  he  does  hb  peit 
In  every  useful  toil  and  art; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inheritt 
Wishes  o'eijoy'd  with  humble  thing% 

A  rank  adjudged  by  toil-won  merit. 
Content  that  from  employment  wpnagft, 
A  heart  that  in  his  labour  sings; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inheriti 
A  patience  leam'd  by  being  poor. 

Courage,  if  sorrow  come,  to  bear  it, 
A  fellow-feeling  that  is  sure 
To  make  the  outcast  bless  his  door« 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 
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Mr.  Leo  arc  is  of  Charleston,  South  Carolina, 
and  is  of  the  family  of  the  late  eminent  scholar 
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Boston,  in  1848,  ♦•  Orta  Undis,  and  other  Poems," 
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ted to  the  literary  miscellanies  many  compositions 


of  various  but  progressive  excellence.  His  favour- 
ite themes  are  of  love  and  nature,  and  his  writings 
are  often  pervaded  by  a  religious  feeling.  His  taste 
is  elegant,  and  his  tone  chivalrous  and  manly. 
His  verse  is  occasionally  abrupt  and  harsh — per- 
haps from  attempted  condensation. 


THANATOKALLOS. 


I  THINK  wc  faint  and  weep  more  than  is  manly ; 
I  think  we  more  mistrust  than  Christians  should. 
Because  the  earth  we  cling  to  interposes 
And  hides  the  lower  orbit  of  the  sun, 
We  have  no  faith  to  know  the  circle  perfect, 
And  that  a  day  will  follow  on  the  night: 
Nay,  more,  that  when  the  sun  we  see,  is  setting, 
He  is  but  rising  on  another  people. 
And  not  his  face  but  ours  veil'd  in  darkness. 
We  are  less  wise  than  were  the  ancient  heathen 
Who  teraper'd  feasting  with  a  grisly  moral. 

With  higher  hope,  we  shrink  from  thoughts  of 
dying, 
And  dare  not  read,  while  yet  of  death  unbidden, 
As  gipsien  in  the  palm,  those  seams,  and  circles. 
And  time-worn  lineaments,  which  kings  in  purple 
Have  trembled  to  behold,  but  holy  men. 
Interpreting  ari;»ht,  like  martyr'd  Stbfhejt, 
In  singleness  of  heart  have  sunk  to  sleep ; 
God's  children  weary  with  an  evening  ramble. 
Unthinking  custom  from  our  very  cradle 
Makes  us  most  cowards  where  we  should  be  bold. 
'J'he  house  is  closed  and  hush'd ;  a  gloom  funereal 
Pervades  the  rooms  once  cheerful  with  the  light; 
Sobs  and  outcries  from  those  we  love  infect  us 
Wiih  strange  disquiet,  making  play  unsought 
Before  they  take  us  on  the  knee  aitd  tell  us 
We  must  no  more  be  joyful,  for  a  dread 
And  terrible  calamity  has  smitten  one. 

Ami  then,  poor  innocents,  with  frighted  hearts 
Within  the  awful  chamber  are  we  led 
To  look  on  death  ;  the  hard,  impassive  face, 
The  formal  shroud,  which  the  stiff  feet  erect 
Into  the  semblance  of  a  second  forehead. 
Swathed  and  conceal'd ;  the  tumbler  whence  he 

drank 
Who  ne'er  shall  drink  again  ;  the  various  adjuncts 
Of  a  sick  room  ;  the  useless  vialo 
Ililf  emptied  only,  on  the  hearth  the  lamp. 
Even  the  6y  that  buzzes  round  and  settles 
Upon  the  dead  man's  mouth,  and  walking  thence 
Into  his  nostril,  starts  him  not  from  slumber. 
All  portions  of  the  dreary,  changeless  scene 


In  the  last  drama,  with  unwholesome  still n< 
Succeeding  to  the  weepings  and  complaints 
Of  Heaven's  own  justice,  and  loud  cries  for  succour 
That  fill  the  dying  ear  not  wholly  dead, 
Distract  the  Buttering  spirit,  and  invest 
A  death-bed  with  a  horror  not  its  own. 
I  thought  of  these  things  sadly,  and  I  wonder'd 
If  in  this  thanatopsis,  soul  as  clay 
Took  part  and  sorrow'd.     While  I  this  debated, 
I  knew  my  soul  was  loosing  from  my  hold. 
And  that  the  pines  around,  assuming  shape 
Of  mournful  draperies,  shut  out  the  day. 
Then  I  lost  sight  and  memory  for  a  moment, 
Then  stood  erect  beside  my  usual  coudi. 
And  saw  my  longwhile  tenement,  •  pallid 
And  helpless  symbol  of  my  former  self. 
The  hands  laid  heavily  across  the  breast, 
The  eyelids  down,  the  mouth  with  final  oonrage 
That  aim'd  a  smile  for  sake  of  her  who  watdi'd, 
But  lapsed  into  a  pang  and  so  congeal'd. 
Half  sweet,  half  suffering :  Aria  to  Caednna. 
Poor  sinful  clod,  erewhile  the  spirit's  master 
Not  less  than  servant,  with  desire  keen 
Alloying  love,  and  oft  with  wants  and  afihings 
Leading  the  mind  astray  from  noblest  deeds 
To  sell  its  birthright  for  an  Esau's  portion. 
I  all  forgave,  for  I  was  all  forgiven. 
Phosphor  had  brought  a  day  too  broad  for  twilight 
Or  mist  upon  its  confines.    All  the  old 
Sad  mysterie^that  raise  gigantic  shadows 
Betwixt  our  mortal  fiices  and  God's  throne. 
Had  fainted  in  its  splendour ;  pride  and  sin. 
Sorrow  and  pain,  and  every  mortal  ill. 
In  the  deserted  tenement  remain'd, 
A  palace  outwardly,  a  vault  within. 
And  so,  because  she  thought  it  still  a  palace 
And  not  a  prison  with  the  prisoner  fied, 
She  stood  before  the  gates  aocustom'd.    Weeping, 
Laid  her  moist  cheek  upon  its  breast,  and  cried, 
^  My  lord !  my  life  I"  to  what  had  ceased  from  living, 
And  could  no  more  command  with  word  or  eyes. 
It  moved  my  pity  sorely,  for  these  fingen. 
Now  lock'd  in  agonizing  prayer,  once  tum'd 
Gently  the  pages  of  his  tifo  who  slumber'd ; 
And  this  brave  mouth,  with  words  of  faith  and  cheer 
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StrpwM  flowen  in  the  prith  he  nee<lM  must  tread  ; 
I'iwit  B!«  a  conqueror  and  not  a  raptive, 
I)rji!fL'*d  at  the  honvy  chariot- wheel*  of  Tim^, 
And  throui;h  an  nn'h  triumphul.  where  for  othcn 
A  narrow  |M>rtiiI  o|>ens  in  the  nod. 
Silent,  and  Rud,  nnd  void  of  outlet,  he 
The  kinifdom  of  hiM  l«oKn  rni^ht  enter  in. 
I'hus  nhi*  m.idc  dvinfr  Kwi>rt  nnd  full  of  h«*auty 
A*  lifr  itsW'If.     Thi'ro  Wii.i  no  h:ir!*h  trannition  ; 
He  that  nlopt  twofold,  woke  a  single  nature 
BLalifii>d  ami  |i:hid.     Out  she  wlio  KtayM, 
Poor  little  Roman  heart,  no  ioniror  hrave 
Now  that  the  cnc!*  were  shut  forovermore. 
Which  made  all  virluo>«  Jiwei'ter  for  their  praise, 
Saw  not  the  joy  and  greatness  of  the  change. 
And  I  drew  nrur  hi'r,  a?«  a  spirit  may 
Not  to  the  mort;iI  e:ir.  hut  that  the  wonis 
SennM  trarhin^H  of  her  l)ruiKi'd  and  lowlj  toul : 
♦•Is  this*  the  pK'l  of  thy  xumrner  days. 
The  thouirhtfui  hushand  of  maturer  yeara? 
Arc  thcM*  the  li|»s  w1iimi>  kindly  wnnia could  reach 
The  deepncftt  of  thy  nature  ?     If  they  l»e. 
Let  them  resume  their  own.  nor  tarrv.     N.iv, 
Thou  kwiwesf  all  that  thou  didst  eTer  love 
Ik  lifted  out,  and  all  that  thou  didst  hate 
Lived  in  the  (1<>hh,  and  with  the  tlitih  remain*. 
What  inatt(>rH  it  to  thee  if  this  decay n. 
And  min'^'ini;  with  the  m-nI.  in  tratitpleil  on 
Of  clownish  feet,  hy  glemiiiiiir  fhar«>  nptMrn*d, 
(^r  feeds  a  roae,  or  rottts  a  noisiime  weed  ? 
How  can«t  thuu  h.ilve  thy  heart,  half  to  the  grave. 
Half  to  high  Heaven  yield  ?     Thank  (inn  inaload. 
That  he  who  was  so  dear  to  thee.  n'lea><«il 
From  sin  and  care,  at  length  haii  found  great  peace." 
While  8he  thus  niuiHrd,  heriiilent  tears  were  stayM. 
And  kneeling  down,  with  her  nweet,  patient  face 
Lifted  toward  heaven,  itiielf  aulficient  prayer — 
**  Loan  (iui)  !**  she  cried,  **  thou  kuowcM  bent  how 

weak 
And  frail  I  am.  and  fjithlesn;  give  me  strength 
To  take  the  rinl  thi»u  iM*nde!<t  for  a  Ktatf, 
And  falter  never  mi^re  in  (his  lone  ji>uniey  !'* 
Then  she  went  forth  and  gather'd  freshi'Nt  fli»wers. 
And  ^trew'd  theiri  on  the  de:«d :  youii:;  violets 
I'lion  the  breast.  verU'iia  ri)uiMl  the  temples. 
l.'iiK^e  ri^iH--le:iveM  n'er  the  mouth,  ti)  hide  the  panu. 
And  in  his  hand  a  lily  newly  iiiumiM. 
In  tt>ken  of  her  faitli  and  his  tr.insitii>n. 
\iii!  in  her  eyes  (lie:e  n-ijoM  -lu'li  ijiiietude. 
Tli.it  those  will)  s;iw  her.  sjid.  ■■  An  an:;el  furcly 
M.is  spiiken  with  her.  i>r  her  reasiin's  ni>ived 
li\  -iitVeririLis  i>ro|iin::'d."      liul  ni>ne  niuht  tav 
Si,i>  liiviil  hilt  luhily,  «>r  with  U'^iU 
l«oiik'd  t.irwaid  to  the  common  Kil  of  ii!!. 


MAIZR  1\  TASSKL. 

Tiir  l>i.iili-s  iif  III  li/e  :ire  briMd  and  .rrt'rn. 
The  t.uiir-iiiot  MMri*eiy  nSi>w<*  ItetMi-^ii 
Tiie  lull.:  aiiil  -•i((  \-rii«T!tiij  rifws 
ThriMi^li  \ihi«h  the  firmer  h  «>ni'Wj'd  c-'fA. 
The  hliii-  -  hi.ke  ivjr!  ii,:  t!ir>ii^h  the  Irn*. 
i  :ii'  I'liil.iii  II  I'ltiini  till  ^T  III  .tli>-r'«  k'letS, 
lie  ■«!  •  «.  :iii.|  l-..ii.k-<  till  •  w-ii  I-  Ik-  «iN>^ 


He  h>  tills  one  in  hi«  rturily  hani!i 

A 'lift,  when  at  ihr  thrr«t:>dj  tfi&it 

(None  notiit-i!  whenrr^  a  •rran^rr.     -  IKt-t  * 

Tlie  stranger  aaiJ.  •«  half  witn  sha^w 

Me  made  ref|Uf«l ;  ••  a«lriy  and  psor. 

Hy  hunger  guMlnl  l«)  ynur  (|<>or. 

I"--"  Hu-h.**  i*he  answer'a,  -  mt  bo  »»^  " 

The  farmer  «el  fSe  priitlrr  J'^wn 

(S.,ft  he.irt.  a'|}:i»ujh  hi«  S^nds  ^rrr  ^^-' 

With  wiirds  i»f  wrlri^QM*  br^'u^hl  aai  ^  w  i 

('o.»l  watiT  fniin  t*ie  ikf>nn2  :  ihc  Sua-^ 

The  wife  srl  out      What  iDe'L^w  \t£A 

Made  the  iiiean  hnTel\  vialU  ac  vSi:« 

Ah  rtiiKW  !  how  swerl  iheir  bread  sLsi  ^  c" 

I<nii.{  while  their  huruUe  lot  had  b««« 

'I'll  dwi-li  with  |hivertv  :    iviweva 

IMiein  a'l  one  pilUt  .irid  a  S-J 

Were  ^ha^t■d.      Hut  f.i  the  Uitrr  'ej. 

'J'tie  •!ue!*t  III  |H*aiffii:  rlunit^.-r  ijv. 

While,  with  what  hrnke'i  *iecp  they  sur 

'I'he  dame  ami  h.»*t  aw^il  i:ir  ii«i. 

.^o  pass'd  the  nijhl.     A I  len,:lh  the  4a«a 

Arrivifl,  ami  s'mw'd  the  mtr*n^t  ^jim. 

'I'll  niMie  hill  eVr  lr*-n  i*|.a«r«i  tbetr  .l^« 

W  i.i»  afk'd  for  a'm«;  ]irl  n.iii*  briar* 

H.iil  s«i  much  lack'd  in  n*urtr*T. 

•"<■•  o^hike  the  wile.      Her  hii^»and.  btf 

.^.it  musing  bv  nii»l  ariii.>u*T 

Ol  >terr.er  fienl.      A  dmn^i  thai  vnr 
Pre^ail'd.  and  thi>ijgh  the  nvn  lo  car 
Hi  .Tin  ti>  swell,  must  piTi*h  all 
lu'e-is  a  kind  y  rain  kh<iiild  £a!L 
(fiiii  send  it  strHi.;ht ' — or  tul  fr^tm  bv^ 
To  e^r.  the  hoani  nf  huneal  eota, 
.\y,  !i».id  Itself.  Were  l.tM  aiid  gone 
Such  tli'iughts  now  hrins  him  to  fS§ 
]*i--i'li  iiiee  ibitiir  rfnuJ  «.iiU  up  h 
Till-  iiMirning  hriTjae.     .N.n 
M;-  eyes  r\p*<>nr  the  blue  o^ain 
\\'ith  -i^'h-*  !•»  I'arlh  rrliirns  ht« 
ll.i !  wh:it  is  her«* ' — i.i  (£«»»  br 
St  r.  M^e  the  iilail  dr'»p>  on  ihr 

.\i  itii^i  h.iil  dimiiiM  t.'ir  mi*hL  and  vtt 
Till-  f»irri»ws  .ill  liy  •.»?>  a  li  wrl. 
A-  if  with  frnpient  •h   wera;  nsT. 
More — jII  M  iiin  ih  it  •hun*  lK«  Jav. 
Aiiil  t.ix-i  I  r.ill.  anil  ear  ar-.J  K'acir. ' 
Wil.'i  hiMv\  ilr  •p4  were  •I'^wnwar^ 
And  a  swift  «tre.iin  the  pathway  («vv*-i. 

L>>n.:  w!-.i.e  nu.;ht  I  pr.d<>iic  ih» 
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[Born.l82S.] 


Mr.  Keai>  was  bom  in  Chester  county,  Pcnn- 
BVlvania,  on  the  twelfth  of  March.  1822.  His 
fanjily  having  separated,  in  consequence  of  the 
dealh  of  his  father,  he  in  1839  went  to  Cincin- 
nati, where  he  was  employed  in  the  studio  of 
Cletexoer  the  sculptor,  and  there  his  attention 
was  first  directed  to  painting,  which  he  chose  for 
his  profession,  and  soon  practised  with  such  skill 
as  to  arrest  the  favourable  notice  of  some  of  the 
most  eminent  persons  of  the  city  and  adjoining 
country,  several  of  whom,  including  the  late  Presi- 
dent HARRisoTf  sat  to  him  for  portraits,  which  he 
carried  as  specimens  of  his  abilities  to  New  York, 
when  he  settled  in  that  city,  in  1841,  while  he  was 
still  under  twenty  years  of  ag;e.  After  a  few  months 
he  removed  to  Boston,  whore  he  remained  until 
1816,  when  he  went  to  Philadelphia,  where  be  has 
since  resided. 

Mr.  Keab's  earliest  poems  were  a  series  of  lyr- 
ics published  in  the  "  Boston  Courier"  in  1843 
and  1844.  In  1847  his  first  volume  appeared  in 
Boston,  under  the  title  of  "  Poems,"  and  in  1 848 
he  printed  in  Philadelphia  a  second  collection,  un- 
der the  name  of  "  Lays  and  Ballads." 

Mr.  Read's  distinguishing  characteristic  is  a 
delicate  and  varied  play  of  fancy.  His  more  ambi- 
tious productions  display  its  loftier  exercise,  rather 
than  that  of  a  distinct  and  creative  imagination ; 
he  is  a  lark  flickering  aloft  in  the  pure  air  of  song, 
not  an  eagle,  courting  its  storms  and  undazzled  by 
its  meridian  splendour.  And.  to  extend  the  com- 
parison, his  muse  most  delights  in  common  and 
humble  subjects.  The  flowers  that  spring  by  the 
dusty  wayside,  the  cheerful  murmur  of  the  mead- 
ow brook,  the  village  tavern  and  rustic  mill,  and 
all  quiet  and  tender  impulses  and  affections,  are 
his  most  favourite  sources  of  inspiration.  He  ex- 
cels in  homely  description,  marked  frequently  by 
a  quaintness  of  epithet  and  a  quiet  and  natural 
pathos.  Many  of  his  lyrics  on  simple  and  com- 
mon themes  have  become  widely  popular. 

His  verse,  though  sometimes  irregular,  is  al- 
ways musical.  Indeed,  in  the  easy  flow  of  his 
stanzas  and  in  the  melody  of  their  cadences,  he 
seems  to  follow  some  chime  of  sound  within  his 
brain.  This  is  the  pervading  expression  of  his 
poems,  most  of  which  might  more  properly  be 
called  songs.  Though  he  has  written  in  the  dra- 
matic form  with  freedom  and  unaffected  feeling, 
his  province  is  evidently  the  lyrical.  8ome  of  the 
brief  songs  in  his  last  volume,  among  which  "  The 
Nameless,"  «  Bring  me  the  Juice  of  the  Honey 
Fruit,"  and  "  The  Light  of  our  Home,"  may  be 
cited,  are  fine  specimens  of  the  school  in  which 
Barrt  Cornwall  attained  his  poetical  fame. 

Mr.  Read's  familiarity  with  the  rural  life  of  this 
country  gives  a  peculiar  fireahness  to  his  descrip- 


tions of  rural  scenery  and  objecti.  His  early  re- 
collections are  of  the  country,  and  of  the  habits 
of  the  primitive  Pennsylvania  farmers,  in  many  re- 
spects the  most  picturesque  and  truly  pastoral  to 
be  found  in  these  active  and  practical  times.  A 
school  of  .American  pastoral  poetry  is  yet  to  be 
established.  The  firesh  and  luxuriant  beauty  of 
our  inland  scenery  has  been  sung  in  noble  verse 
by  Bryant  and  Whittier,  and  with  less  power 
in  the  sweet  and  plaintive  strains  of  Carlos  Wil- 
cox, and  the  striking  productions  of  Street  and 
Gallagher  ;  but  the  life  of  an  American  farmer 
has  not  yet  received  a  just  degree  of  attention  from 
our  poets.  Mr.  Read  has  touched  on  this  ground 
very  successfully  in  his  "Stranger  on  the  Sill," 
"  The  Deserted  Road,"  and  other  illustrations  of 
country  life.  Their  graphic  truth  and  healthful 
sentiment  will  be  recognised  by  readers  familiar 
with  their  subjects.  Like  most  of  our  poets,  bow- 
ever,  in  his  eariier  poems  Mr.  Read  wrote  from 
the  inspiration  of  foreign  song  and  story,  and  he 
seems  but  lately  to  have  perceived  that  the  most  ap- 
propriate field  for  the  exercise  of  his  fancy  is  to  be 
found  at  home.  In  one  of  the  finest  of  his  pieces, 
in  which  he  inscribes  his  last  volume  to  a  fnend, 
he  discloses  the  range  of  his  truest  sympathies : 

Come  thou,  my  friend  I — ^the  cool  autumnal  eras 

About  the  hearth  have  drawn  their  magic  rings; 
There,  while  his  long  of  peace  the  cricket  weavei^ 

The  ftimroering  hickory  tinga 

The  leaflesB  branches  chafe  the  roof  all  night. 

And  through  the  house  the  troubled  noises  go, 
While,  like  a  ghostly  presence,  thin  and  whiles 

The  frost  foretells  the  snow. 
The  muffled  owl  within  the  swaying  elm 

Thrills  all  the  air  with  sadness  as  he  twinfs, 
mi  Sorrow  seems  to  spread  her  shadowy  rsilm 

About  all  outward  things. 
Come,  then,  my  friend,  and  this  shall  seem  no  more- 
Come  when  October  walks  his  red  domain, 
Or  when  November  from  his  windy  floor 

Winnuws  the  snow  and  rain. 
And  when  old  Winter  through  his  flogers  nmnb 

Blows  till  his  breathings  on  die  windows  gleam ; 
And  when  the  mill-wheel,  spiked  widi  ice,  is  dumb 

Within  the  neighbouring  stream. 
Then  come,  for  nights  like  these  have  power  to  waks 

'Hie  calm  delight  no  others  may  impart. 
When  round  the  fire  true  souls  communing  make 

A  tumrocr  in  the  heart 
And  1  will  weave  athwart  the  mystic  gloom, 

With  hand  grown  weird  in  strange  romance,  for  Uies 
Bright  webs  of  fancy  from  the  golden  loom 

Of  charmed  Poesy  I 
And  let  no  censure  iu  thy  looks  be  shown. 
That  I,  with  hands  adventurous  and  bold. 
Should  grasp  the  enchanted  shuttle  which  was  thrown 
Through  mightier  warps  of  old  f 

Mr.  Read  is  never  more  suoceasful  than  when 
his  poems  reflect  his  own  obaenration  and  emotion. 
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O  thou,  whose  life  was  stolen  from  me  here, 
Stand  not  to  thwart  mc  in  this  great  revenge ; 
But  rather  come  with  large,  propitious  eyes. 
Smiling  encouragement  with  bygone  looks! 
Ye  sages,  whose  pale,  melancholy  orbs 
Gaze  through  the  darkness  of  a  thousand  years, 
Oh,  pierce  the  solid  blackness  of  to-day, 
And  fire  anew  this  crucible  of  thought. 
Until  my  soul  flames  up  to  the  result ! 

(}It  tnteri,  ond  th*  door  dotu.) 

SccNK  II. — Annther  apartment  in  the  Al'-hemUCM  house. — 
Enter  Rosalia  and  Heknardo. 

Rosalia,  You  tell  me  he  has  not  been  seen  to-day? 

Bernardo,  Save  by  your  trusty  servant  here,  who 
savs 
He  saw  his  master,  from  without,  unclose 
The  shutters  of  his  laboratory  while 
The  sun  was  yet  unrisen.     It  is  well ; 
This  turning  to  the  past  pursuits  of  youth 
Argues  how  much  the  aspect  of  to-day 
Hath  driven  the  ancient  darkness  from  his  brain. 
And  now,  my  dear  Rosalia,  let  thy  face. 
And  thoughts,  and  speech,  be  drcssM  in  summer 

smiles. 
And  naught  shall  make  a  winter  in  our  house. 

Ros,  Ah,  sir,  I  think  that  I  am  happy  ! 

Ber,  Happy  1 
Why  so,  indeed,  dear  love,  I  trust  thou  art ! 
But  thou  dost  sigh,  and  look  along  the  floor 
So  vaguely,  that  thy  happiness  seems  rather 
The  constant  sense  of  duty  than  true  joy. 

Rns,  Nay,  chide  me  not,  good  sir;  the  world  to  me 
A  riddle  is  at  best:  my  hoart  has  had 
No  tutor.     From  my  childhood  until  now 
My  thoughts  have  bt^on  on  simple,  honest  things. 

Ber,  On  honest  things  1     Then  let  them  dwell 
henceforth 
On  love,  for  nothing  is  more  honest  than 
True  love. 

Ros,  I  hope  so,  sir — it  must  be  so ! 
And  if  to  wear  thy  happiness  at  heart 
With  constant  watchfulness,  and  if  to  breathe 
Thy  welfare  in  my  orisons,  be  love. 
Thou  never  shait  have  cause  to  question  mine. 
To-day  I  feel,  and  yet  I  know  not  why,- 
A  sadness  which  I  never  knew  before ; 
A  puzzling  shadow  swims  upon  my  brain, 
Of  something  which  has  been  or  is  to  be. 
My  mother  coming  to  me  in  my  dream, 
My  fatiicr  taking  to  that  room  again. 
Have  somehow  thrilTd  me  with  mvsterious  awe. 

Ber.  Nay,  let  not  that  o'ercast  thy  gentle  mind : 
For  dreams  are  but  as  floating  gossamer. 
And  should  not  Mind  or  bar  the  steady  reason ; 
And  alchemy  is  innocent  enough. 
Save  when  it  feeds  too  greedily  on  gold, 
A  crime  the  world  not  easily  forgives. 
But  if  Rosalia  likes  not  the  pursuit 
Her  sire  engages  in,  my  plan  shall  Ikj 
To  lead  him  quietly  to  other  things. 
But  see — the  door  uncloses,  and  he  comes. 

Enter  GIACOMO  in  l<>otegoic»  and  Jiihevtlled  hair. 

Gia,  (not  perceiving  thern).  Ha,  precious  vil- 
lains, ye  are  caught  at  last ! 
Both,  Good-morrow,  father 
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Cria,  Ah,  my  pretty  doves ! 

Ber,  Come,  father,  we  are  jealous  of  the  art 
Which  hath  deprived  us  all  the  day  of  thee. 

Gi€U  Are  ye  indeed  1  (And!?.)  How  smoothly  to 
the  air 
Slides  that  word  father  from  his  slippery  tongue ! 
Come  hither,  daughter — let  me  gaze  on  thee ; 
For  I  have  dreamM  that  thou  wert  beautiful — 
So  beautiful,  our  very  duke  did  stop 
To  smile  upon  thy  brightness.     What  sayst  thou, 
Berivardo,  didst  thou  ever  dream  such  things  1 

Ber,  That  she  is  beautiful  I  had  no  cause  to  dream: 
Mine  eyes  have  known  the  fisict  for  many  a  day. 
What  villains  didst  thou  speak  of  even  now  ? 

Gia,  Two  precious  villains.  Carbon  and  Azote : 
They  have  perplex'd  me  heretofore ;  but  now 
The  tiling  is  plain  enough.     This  morning,  ero 
I  left  my  chamber,  all  the  mystery  stood 
Asudden  in  an  awful  revelation ! 

Ber.  I  *m  glad  success  has  crown*d  thy  task  to- 
day; 
But  do  not  overtoil  thy  brain.     These  themes 
Are  dangerous  things,  and  they  who  master*d  most 
Have  fallen  at  last  but  victims  to  their  slaves. 

Gia,  It  is  a  glorious  thing  to  fall  and  die 
The  victim  of  a  noble  cause. 

Ber,  Ay,  true. 
The  man  who  battles  for  his  country's  right 
Hath  compensation  in  the  world*8  applause ; 
The  victor  when  returning  from  the  field 
Is  crown'd  with  laurel,  and  his  shining  way 
Is  full  of  shouts  and  roses.     If  he  fall. 
His  nation  builds  bis  monument  of  glory. 
But  mark  the  alchemist  who  walks  the  streets: 
His  look  is  down,  his  step  infirm,  bis  hair 
And  cheeks  are  burn'd  to  ashes  by  his  thought; 
The  volumes  he  consumes,  consume  in  torn ; 
They  are  but  fuel  to  his  fiery  brain. 
Which,  being  fed,  requires  the  more  to  feed  oiu 
The  people  gaze  on  him  with  curious  looks, 
And  step  aside  to  let  him  pass  untouchM, 
Believing  Satan  hath  him  arm-in-arm. 

Gia,  Are  there  no  wrongs  but  what  a  nadoQ 
feels ! 
No  heroes  but  among  the  martial  throng  ? 
Nay,  there  are  patriot  souls  who  never  grasp'd 
A  sword,  or  heard  the  crowd  applaud  their  names; 
Who  lived  and  labour'd,  died  and  were  forgot. 
And  after  whom  the  world  came  out  and  reap*d 
The  field,  and  never  question'd  who  had  sown. 

Ber,  I  did  not  think  of  that 

Gia,  Now  mark  ye  well, 
T  am  not  one  to  follow  phantom  themes. 
To  waste  my  time  in  seeking  for  the  stone, 
Or  crystallizing  carbon  to  o'erflood 
The  world  witli  riches  which  would  keep  it  poor ; 
Nor  do  i  seek  the  elixir  that  would  make 
Not  life  alone,  but  misery,  immortal ; 
But  something  far  more  glorious  than  these. 

Ber.  Pray  what  is  that? 

Gia.  A  cure,  sir,  for  the  heart-ache. 
Come,  thou  shalt  see.    The  day  is  on  the  wane : 
Mark  bow  the  moon,  as  by  some  unseen  arm, 
Is  thrust  toward  heaven  like  a  bloody  shield ! 
On  such  an  hour  the  experiment  mast  begin. 
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Coma,  thon  riull  Tw  thf  tan  to  wilnr*  ifaU 
Mnt  inBr*ellau>  ilivoTMj.     And  thon, 
My  prcltj  one.  brliike  ihfe  lo  thj  bowrr, 
And  I  kUI  Jmm  Ihon'rt  lovelier  Ihan  btct. 
Comp,  follow  .„.■,  {T<.  Bii'..iino.) 

Ka».  Kaj,  father,  ruj;  I'm  nira 
Thou  irl  not  w>11    thina  e;M  trv  MnniiBly  lit ; 
Th*  twk.    fi»r  ]iu  overwork'd  thj  hnin. 

Oia.  DiamlRoiiiL  1,  irhM  Wtn  ejM  or  bnln 
Oampaml  i*itb  li;ini>hmcn(  of  nnw  !     Coma. 

Ber.  {atidr  to  Roijl    ).  I  will  tndn^  BKbUe 


AJii'i 


I    ham< 


A|i[iTiiTnl  in  hnvrn.  prrchanrr,  but  Dot  till  then 

On;  Wh*i,  ■'not  lill  theni" 

fila.  »hall  h>  be  »orIh.r  Jrcrn'J 
To  walk.  ■■  thou  hart  said'  Iho  prople  tbougbl, 
I.ink'J  with  thi*  miifhly-MMii'd  |^ik)w>plin: 
And  yrt  Ihr  prnpir  ■kiim'tinien  ire  quite  right — 
The  ilevil't  at  our  elliow  oftrner  than 
\Vc  know. 


But  come,  thoaH  wwy  ^  *!■  t 
Let  lu  depart. 

Btr.  .Not  far  the  wrMi  af  mmt 

(Ua.  Nay,  but  Ikv  brii*  bwmh 

Brr.  Go  to  hn 
And  «j  I  ihall  ba  Am  mnm. 

Gia.  I  oill. 
(ilw'rff.)  Now  while  h 
riltoRmii 


Btr.  {ttinnr.'i  Tbcaa  ^GcaM  Ma  ^m  wrf 
liom  the  6elda 
Of  .wne  rvtmial  wirU.      I  mm  abaa— 
Tlirn  wherrfbrc  not  inhale  ihal  ^vper  *a^ 
That  a<r«-t  nepenthe  which  ihim  a*re  iw« 
When  hurnini,  ibalJ  dirpi  i—  '      Twae  ^^ 

And  I  will  do  It  ■ 
:   Now,  Sir  Atrbemial, 
!  "^l-  ■'■■ irrrhere.     Ol 


HiK 


vliai 


rr  lha[i 


Oh.  Mircly,  'tin  a  feariiil  traJn  ttial  erowdi 
The  work  of  jMrt  into  i  ma^)t  day ! 
It  nia>  hp  that  the  nilTK-o  wMrh  t  wear 
lliith  clnlhrd  him  in  !■■  I'vi  ■^■'■r-yi-,r  hue. 
Tlw  terj  Minihiiip  of  thi*  rlouJlp«  mnm 
!<ii-m'd  but  a  >'  drnolation : 

Whih-  in  my  rar.  bclla 

Ki,.J.M  their  Ion;, ,     .i.!,.In:  chim 

Uul  hark !  a  lou.lrr  an.)  a  liotirr  loll, 
slivildini;  ita  briirJirtion  on  the  air. 
I'locluima  the  Tcajicr  hour — .4ce  .Ulna  / 

SiEVa  III.— fiiArcmo  uul  IlKaNtRou  JUiira'f.f  in 

(ilii.  What  aayil  t!iou  now.  Bi«iiinna! 
Brr.  I>rt  niP  live 
<'>r  ilir  ill  driwin;;  Ihiii  diliriou*  lirrath  ; 

Itia,  (d'tifrl.  Mark,  hon  with  wonilering  e; 


Hem 

Ai  if  to  Jrinh  t! 


li'iiii;  ta|iOUC  with 
balm  lliou  iipak'ot  ufl 


Itch  Aal  kmi— 


ihwtinttialwhich  ■  k.  ...^-  ..-  rvwa 
Tlir  duke '.  the  duke !  and  bicvdi^  al  te  M« 
^MiOH  da,'|er  atmck  die  blow  • 

Cia,  Mine. 


Wha 


nttM-MkerlMd 


Iiii|>alirnt  do/.  th.>u  rheal'at  ■■  to  Ite  ^' 
1  Blioiil.1  hare  dnnr  the  ikej— aad  ^  >■  wd 

/It.  Ha!  it  it  ao!     Tbea  Ulsw  Aaaf     . 


A  tw  brtwren  ua  C>r  •  liu)e  wUat 
0-r.  (ro//v'''Uf).  Come,  ■■<•  k  w- 


\VI,..„. ,!i.U  ti,..u  lejni  lh..«e.rrt  an.l (t  <m  wh  im  ' 

Th.r.'  i.  t!ie  )<roken  tiaL 

■J'lie  i,rt-.l  ..r  it  «4.  |^tft-.it  M  the  Ih  -u.-'it.    [..ut ' 

T..  ^..'  me  fr»m  lU  .lya.? 

And  take  Ihia  cura.>d  rwari  irf  Ay  fb^ 

Th.ii  nliin  Ihv  'i'11-v  it  l>inr>l  up  to  ihe  ]-iriC. 
ftUy  thru  he  find.  a..d  »lieii  Hum  breall.'.l  ihcir 

Aii.1  it  ahall  nin  LW  apc«dj  mtrmm  » 

Nr|>enlhe  •Jrtprt  ii  •hnll  »cem  than  that 

Wliirh  HaLia  e^te  the  eue>la  at  Ma^iiLti-a. 
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The  very  best  of  earth,  lie  where  it  may. 

My  mantle  must  conceal  the  thing  from  sight; 

For  soon  Rosalia,  as  I  bade  her,  shall 

Be  here.    O  Heaven !  vouchsafe  to  me  the  power 

To  do  this  last  stern  act  of  justice.    Thou 

Who  call'dst  the  child  of  Jairus  from  the  dead, 

Assist  a  stricken  father  now  to  raise 

His  sinless  daughter  from  the  bier  of  shame 

And  may  her  soul,  unconscious  of  the  deed, 

Forever  walk  the  azure  fields  of  heaven ! 

Enter  ROSALIA,  drtued  in  timtple  tpfkite,  bemring m  iwutU  gUdtn  em- 

eifix  in  her  ktmd. 

Eos.  Dear  father,  in  obedience,  I  have  come — 
But  where 's  Bkricardo? 

Gia,  Gone  to  watch  the  stars; 
To  see  old  solitary  Saturn  whirl 
Like  poor  Ixio^r  on  his  burning  wheel — 
He  is  our  patron  orb  to-night,  my  child. 

Ros,  I  do  not  know  what  strange  experiment 
Thou  'dst  have  me  see,  but  in  my  heart  I  feel 
That  He,  in  whose  remembrance  this  was  made, 

(Looking  at  tke  ero$t.) 

Should  be  chief  patron  of  our  thoughts  and  acts. 
Since  vesper  time — I  know  not  how  it  was — 
I  could  do  naught  but  kneel  and  tell  my  prayers. 
Guu  Ye  blessed  angels,  hymn  the  word  to  heav*n. 
Come,  daughter,  let  me  hold  thy  hand  in  mine, 
And  gaze  upon  the  emblem  which  thou  bearest 

(He  look$  upon  the  en»e{fix  a  while,  and  preuee  il  $o  hie  /tfM.J 

Roa.  Pray,  tell  me,  father,  what  is  in  the  air  1 

Gia.  Seest  thou  the  crucibles,  my  child  ?    Now 
VU  drop  a  simple  essence  into  each.        [mark — 

Eos,  My  sense  is  flooded  with  perfume ! 

Gia.  Again. 

Eos.  My  soul,  asudden,  thrills  with  such  delight. 
It  seems  as  it  had  won  a  birth  of  wings ! 

Gicu  Behold,  now  when  I  throw  these  jewels  in. 
The  glories  of  our  art ! 

Eos.  A  cloud  of  hues 
As  beautiful  as  morning  fills  the  air; 
And  every  breath  I  draw  comes  freighted  with 
Elysian  sweets!     An  iris-tinted  mist. 
In  perfumed  wreaths,  is  rolling  round  the  room. 
The  very  walls  are  melting  from  my  sight. 
And  surely,  father,  there  *s  the  sky  o'erhead ! 
And  on  that  gentle  breeze  did  we  not  hear 
The  song  of  birds  and  silvery  waterfalls  1 
And  walk  we  not  on  green  and  flowery  ground? 
F^rrara,  father,  hath  no  ground  like  this: 
The  ducal  gardens  are  not  half  so  fair ! 
Oh,  if  this  be  the  golden  land  of  dreams, 
Let  us  forever  make  our  dwelling  here. 
Not  lovelier  in  my  earliest  visions  seem'd 
The  paradise  of  our  first  parents,  filPd 
With  countless  anu^els  whose  celestial  light 
Thrill'd  the  sweet  foliage  like  a  gush  of  song. 
Look  how  the  long  and  level  landscape  gleams, 
And  with  a  gradual  pace  goes  mellowing  up 
Into  the  blue !     The  very  ground  we  tread 
Seems  flooded  with  the  tender  hue  of  heaven ; 
An  azure  lawn  is  all  about  our  feet. 
And  sprinkled  with  a  thousand  gleaming  flowers. 

Gia,  Nay,  dear  Rosalia,  cast  thy  angel  ken 
Far  down  the  shining  pathway  we  have  trod, 
And  see  behind  us  those  enormous  gates 


To  which  the  world  has  given  the  name  of  death ; 
And  note  the  least  among  yon  knot  of  lig^tn^ 
And  recogniae  your  native  orbi^  the  earth ! 
For  we  are  spirits  threading  fields  of  apace. 
Whose  gleaming  flowera  are  but  the  countless  stars. 
But  now,  dear  love,  adieu  I — a  flaah  firom  heaven, 
A  sudden  glory  in  the  silent  air — 
A  rustle  as  of  wings,  proclaims  the  approach 
Of  holier  guidea  to  take  thee  into  keep. 
Behold  them  gliding  down  the  azure  hill. 
Making  the  blue  ambrosial  with  their  light ! 
Our  paths  are  here  divided.     I  roust  go 
Through  other  ways,  by  other  forma  attended ! 


THE  REALM  OF  DREAMS. 


"  Tb*  iMueleM  f«brte  of  a  Ttaion.* 


Oft  have  I  wander*d  through  the  realm  of  dreams, 
By  shadowy  mountains  and  clear  running  streams. 
Catching  at  times  strange,  transitory  gleams 
Of  Eden-vistas,  glimmering  through  a  haze 
Of  floral  splendour,  where  the  birds,  ablaze 
With  colour,  streak'd  the  air  like  flying  stara. 
With  momentary  bars ; 
And  heard  low  music  breathe  above,  around. 
As  if  the  air  within  itself  made  aound — 
As  if  the  soul  of  Melody  were  pent 
Within  some  unseen  instrument, 
Hung  in  a  viewless  tower  of  air, 
And  with  enchanted  pipes  beguiled  its  own  despair. 
But  stranger  than  all  other  dreams  which  led, 
Asleep  or  waking,  my  adventurous  tread, 
Were  these  which  came  of  late  to  me 
Through  fields  of  slumber,  and  did  seem  to  be 
Wrapped  in  an  awful  robe  of  prophecy,    [boughs 
I  walkM  the  woods  of  Marcii,  and  through  the 
The  earliest  bird  waa  calling  to  his  spouae ; 
And  in  the  sheltered  nooka 
Lay  spots  of  snow. 
Or  with  a  noiseless  flow 
Stole  down  into  the  brooks ; 
And  where  the  springtime  sun  had  longest  ahone 
The  violet  look'd  up  and  found  itself  alone. 
Anon  I  came  unto  a  n<M8y  river. 
And  felt  the  bridge  beneath  me  sway  and  quiver ; 
Below,  the  hungry  waters  howPd  and  hiss*d, 
And  upward  blew  a  blinding  cloud  of  mist; 
But  there  the  friendly  Iris  built  its  arch. 
And  I  in  safety  took  my  onward  march. 
Now  coming  to  a  mighty  hill. 
Along  the  sheivy  pathway  of  a  rill 
Which  danced  itself  to  foam  and  spray, 
I  clomb  my  steady  way. 
It  may  be  that  the  music  of  the  brook 
Gave  me  new  strength — it  may  be  that  I  took 
Fresh  vigour  from  the  mountain  air 
Which  coolM  my  cheek  and  ^nn'd  my  hair; 
Or  was  it  that  adown  the  breeze 
Came  sounds  of  wondrous  melodies — 
Strange  sounds  as  of  a  maiden's  voice 
Making  her  mountain-home  rejoice  t 
Following  that  sweet  strain,  I  mounted  still 
And  gained  the  highest  hemlocks  of  the  hill. 
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OM  Kuardians  of  a  little  lake,  wliirh  wnt 
A  down  tlio  i)roi>k  itii  rryalal  inerrinient, 
Hlrssiii|r  the  vulloy  wIiltp  the  ])Iniiti>r  wont    [li'.nt. 
Sowint;  tlio  Airrow'd  mould  and  whist  I  in  i?  hiit  con- 
'riiniu'^lt  undorwoixl  of  laurel,  and  acrusa 
A  littlr  luwn  Hlu)e-i]c«>|»  with  awiN'ti'Nt  imMa, 
I  i<;is!iM,  iitid  found  the  lake,  wiiirh.  Hkc  a  shield 
*<  I TH'  iriant  lonij  had  rruH»*d  to  wir'd, 
Tj:iy  witli  its  (^dirra  Kunk  in  Hand  and  stoni\ 
^Vith  nnrirnt  root«  and  citinhcs  ovcrijjrown; 
I  flit  tar  more  l>enutifui  and  ram 
'I'lnin  :iny  strange  device  that  e'er 
(ilittrrM  u|)on  the  azure  fi«-l(i 
(M"  ancient  warrior's  pitli>«h*d  *(hi«*ld, 
^^':ls  tht>  fair  vision  which  did  lie 
K.'iiixHs'd  upon  the  liurnisliM  like. 
And  in  itK  Hweef  repose  diti  make 
A  S4'('i>nd  M'lf  that  t>:in<;  to  the  inverti-d  ►ky. 
Nut  f:he  who  lay  on  lunkc  of  thornleiw  tlowcra 
Kre  filole  the  seqn'nt  into  Kdeii's  |M>wer!(; 
Not  she  who  rose  from  Neptuno'if  ileeji  atNMlea 
'i'lie  wonder  of  Olyinpinn  vrt»iU; 
N'T  ail  the  fid)l(Hl  nymph!*  of  woi-»i1  or  Ktrciuu 
\Vliii-h  hiess'd  the  Areitdiaii'M  dreanu 
<'iiiild  with  thai  Hoiitin^  furni  ci>nip:irr, 
L\irii;  \^ith  her  fsolden  harp  ainl  h:iir 
Miiulit  as  a  cloud  in  the  KUiiMi't  air. 
ir«T  tresses*  tileaniM  with  nianv  st.ir-*, 
Ai:d  on  her  fi)rehead  one,  like  Murs 
A  l-\ely  crown  of  li^ht  di»pread 
Ari'Uiul  her  shining  head. 
A] III  now  she  touch'd  her  har|),  and  sung 
Str:in:;e  f*on::s  in  a  furi^iitten  ton::ue; 
Ami  as  niy  spirit  heani,  it  sceinM 
To  t'et-l  what  it  had  livi-d  «)r  ilreani'd 
In  other  world;*  lieyond  our  skicj^ — 
III  ancient  spheres  of  iMnidiws 
And  as  I  Ljazeii  U{)oii  her  fac«'. 
Ft  seeinM  that  I  could  dimly  truce 
i)>Mr  lineaments  loni;  lost  of  yoro 
1  piMi  some  uiirememlMT'd  shore, 
l>c\ond  an  old  and  inriiiile  sea. 
Ill  the  realm  of  an  uiikiioun  ci'ntnry. 
Fur  very  joy  I  clapp*d  my  hands, 
Aiiil  leap'd  u|M>ii  the  nearer  s.ind<<!— 
A  moment,  and  lh«*  maiden  uiaiiciil 
I  poll  me  Inhere  I  stiMhi  enlrjiicrd  : 
'i'heii  noiM-lessiy  us  inittinsliiiie  falU 
Adown  tiie  (K'ean*N  crystal  wal's. 
And  with  no  stir  or  \>.i\e  atleiiiied, 
>!iiwly  lIiroii.;Ii  the  lake  de-*cendid  ; 
':'i'.\  from  hrr  hidden  ftriii  Itrlow 
'I'lii*  uatci-*  look  a  1:0!. len  i;l'iw. 
\<>  if  liie  star  wlncli  made  her  torehea.I  iiri.'lit 
IKi'i  l)urst  aiiil  till'd  the  lake  with  lijlit ! 
L  m:u  Niandint;  tlien*  I  wjtch'd  in  ^ain — 
'i'lie  vi-ii»n  woultl  not  ri»e  a^ain. 

A ^. till,  in  hleep.  I  ualk'd  hy  Minhm:  streams, 
Xnd  il  \\a'<  May-ilay  in  my  n-aliii  t^t  «in-a:ns: 
riie  lloweriiii;  p.istun-H  and  the  treeit 
Witt-  full  of  niii«.y  liird*  and  liees: 
And  »i\\iijmnLr  roM's.  like  s'^eel  ivnseni,  went 
'1  he  vi'|.i.:e  chililren  niakiiii;  iiirrriniriit, 
I  I'llow  d  hy  oMiT  pi'op'e  ;   u*.  ihev  paM*d, 
Une  UckouM,  ami  I  j.iin'd  the  lasU 


We  CTo*iM  the  mesAlnw.  iiuv'J  ibe 
And  ihn^ush  the  wntetl  w^iudlaiid  look 
(hir  happy  wa>.  until  we  found 
An  n|irii  space  (if  Ternal  sriHifki ; 
And  t!ier«*  around  the  flowrnr  \ntVe 
I  jiiin'd  the  jo\oualhr^inKaiHl«aii/«is!kaI  s'  •i 
liiil  when  the  lillle  one* had  cTtumnl  l^e^r  .-v« 
An-l  danrcii  i:n  ir  niaxe*  \u  tSe  «<iod«<J  wbkz* 
To  hunt  ilie  li<ini*y«uck'e«,  an  J  carooat 
Iriiir  the  <*pire-wiN»i|  Unish^" 
I  turn'd.  anil  siw  with  «an«lenfif  e«« 
A  inniilen  In  a  Imwer  near  hv. 
\\'ri-alhi*il  witli  unknown  hiiwMwim^  vor^  b»    *i«^ 
In  iirieiit  ii-Ie-*  with  Wi»nderful  t^yfo'**- 
Aini  *hi-  wn-*  \ery  l«eaiitxful  ath!  V*ir*i*; 
And  in  her  l*icf  was  much  of  that  acnr-xv    £" 
\\  hichon  the  mnuiiiain  Uke  hail  (4e«'i  c*  *^j 
Her  s|H-ech  was  like  t!ie  echo  of  ir.al  »«^ 
Which  on  the  hilUide  made  nie  «Kri«i<. 
Mi>w  witii  a  Mreaih.  iii>w  with  a  n^a  ^tf  :  ■>*  - 
Pursuiu'.;  a  mo.  t  mar^f^lli'U*  trad«^~ 
Hiiviii,:  the  !i\i-«  wf  tnun.;  and  K>'i. 
Si  line  with  tame,  and  minie  with  t*^d  * 
Aiiil  there  with  Irrnthiiii^  »tt'|«i  I  caae. 
lint  ere  I  a^kM  fi>r  eolil  or  fjint*. 
liefiire  I  ciMilil  anni^unce  my  r.acne. 
The  wreath  tfdl  wilherM  fMm  hrr  hew', 
A I  III  tVuiii  tier  face  the  mask  waa  ihcvi  . 
Her  maiilte  droppM — and  lo !   the  n^vmiac  'vi 
Li>iikM  nil  me  tliriiUiih  a  natiir'eaa  akrlrkc  ' 
A. Mill  I  -lisi«i  within  thr  realm  »t  ^rrtsi^ 
At  iiiiilni^hu  on  a  huje  anil  *h»I«WT 
A  in!  from  the  ea»t  the  tuh  iih«mi  *hrd 
Ali'l  I'miii  the  ^ky  a  wild  lurtr^ific 
>tjrtied  the  darkiieM;  and  t'le  nichi 
Was  fu  1  uf  oiiiiiiiiun  Ti>ir«'«  and  tCraBf*  iv^ 
Like  to  a  nia«Iinan*N  hrain;  Srlow 
IViipSetic  litiicues  pr«iciaiaun^  wo 
l«<-li-i'd  the  siilii-n  rojr 
(>t  I  Ire.iii  nil  (he  nri:;hS«-trin2  ahofr ; 
And  III  t!ie  we-*t  a  f»jre«t  caught  the 
Aiiil  Uire  It  1.1  its  utniiM  l«»unJ. 
A  fill  llieii.  fur  hi>ur«.  all  «t»XAl  aa  U> 
^iiine  ureal  r\eiit  liy  miifhty  arrra 
And  all  the  uhile  l!ie  ni>Hin  ahove  ihe  aea 
(inw  straii;;el\  ljr.;r  and  rej-^.«nj 
Kniinw'd  hv  a  iii\nad  utam. 
Swum;  at  i»ne  sweep  into  the 
Ami.  Mideiiin;;  with  a  iiH'aiirholT 
Uf-ilke  ti>  a  liundred  lljiiiina  Uara^ 
tiraliii:;  the  iie.ivriis  aic  witii  a  dmfiva  ^^X 
'J'hen  t<i  i!ul  hurniiit:  sale 
A  raiii.inl  «,iir:i  c.iine.  anil  thrmch  iha  frai* 
Sillied  til!  1  knew  t!ie  aii^eL.  Fate? 
Ai.d  111  It-*  hand  a  i;olden  ker  it  I 
'I'll  ii|ifn  li.jt  celestial  dtitir. 
Sure,  I  !■•  iield  that  an^rl  thricr; 
'I'm ice  iiM-l  tin  earth,  it  niock'J  na 
I!ul  now  U-hiiiil  llitwe  bar*  il  Keam'd 
.**tich  li«e  as  1  had  never  lirram'dL 
S.i  1.1114  m\  priMiiiM  aoul  lo  ^ 
With  e>es  that  proiuiiwd  quick 
.\nd  liKik«  thus  a^iake  to  I 

were  dunih, 
••  UehoiJ,  beliolJ  tha  hoar  i 
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THE  BRICKMAKER. 


Lf.t  the  blinded  horse  go  round 
Till  the  yellow  clay  be  ground, 
And  no  weary  arms  be  folded 
Till  the  mass  to  brick  be  moulded. 

In  no  stately  structures  skillM, 
What  the  temple  we  would  build  1 
Now  the  massive  kiln  is  risen — 
Call  it  palace — call  it  prison  : 
View  it  well :  from  end  to  end 
Narrow  corridors  extend — 
Lona:,  and  ilark,  and  sniother'd  aisles : 
Choke  its  earthy  vaults  with  piles 

Of  the  resinous  yellow  pine; 
Now  thrust  in  the  felter'd  Fire — 
Hearken  !  how  he  stamps  with  ire, 

Treading  out  the  pitchy  wine ; 
Wrought  anon  to  wilder  spells, 

Hear  him  shout  his  loud  alarms ; 

8ce  him  thrust  his  glowing  arms 
Through  the  whidows  of  his  cells. 

But  his  chains  at  last  shall  sever; 
Slavery  lives  not  forever ; 
And  the  thickest  prison  wall 
Into  ruin  yet  must  fall. 
Whatsoever  falls  away 
Springeth  up  again,  they  say ; 
Then,  when  this  shall  break  asunder, 
And  the  fire  be  freed  from  under, 
Tell  us  what  imperial  thing 
From  the  ruin  shall  upspringi 

There  shall  grow  a  stately  building — 
Airy  dome  and  columnM  walls; 

Mottoes  writ  in  richest  gilding 
Blazing  through  its  pillar'd  hails. 

In  those  chambers,  stern  and  dreaded, 
They,  the  mighty  ones,  shall  stand ; 

There  shall  sit  the  hoary-headed 
Old  defenders  of  the  land. 

There  shall  mighty  words  be  spoken. 
Which  shall  thrill  a  wondering  world; 

Then  shall  ancient  bonds  l>e  broken, 
And  new  banners  be  unfurfd. 

But  anon  those  glorious  uses 
In  these  chaml>ers  shall  lie  dead, 

And  the  world's  antique  abuses, 
Hvdra-headed,  rise  instead. 

But  this  wrong  not  long  shall  linger — 

The  old  capitol  must  fall ; 
For.  behold  !   the  fiery  finger 

Flames  along  the  fated  wall. 

II. 

Let  the  blinded  horse  go  round 
Till  the  yellow  clay  be  ground. 
And  no  weary  arms  be  folded 
Till  the  mass  to  brick  be  moulded — 
Till  the  heavy  walls  be  risen, 
And  the  fire  is  in  his  prison : 


But  when  break  the  walls  asunder, 
And  the  fire  is  freed  from  under, 
Say  again  what  stately  thing 
From  the  ruin  shall  opspring? 

There  shall  grow  a  church  whose  steeple 

To  the  heavens  shall  aspire ; 
And  shall  come  the  mighty  people 

To  the  music  of  the  choir. 

On  the  infant,  robed  in  whiteness, 

Shall  baptismal  waters  fall, 
While  the  child's  angelic  brightness 

Sheds  a  halo  over  all. 

Tliere  shall  stand  enwreathed  in  marriage 
Forms  that  tremble — hearts  that  thrill — 

To  the  door  Death's  sable  carriage 

Shall  bring  forms  and  hearts  grown  still ! 

Deck'd  in  garments  richly  glistening, 
Rustling  wealth  shall  walk  the  aisle; 

And  the  poor  without  stand  listening, 
Praying  in  their  hearts  the  while. 

There  the  veteran  shall  come  weekly 
With  his  cane,  oppressed  and  poor. 

Mid  the  horses  standing  meekly. 
Gazing  through  the  open  door. 

But  these  wrongs  not  long  shall  linger — 
'i'he  presumptuous  pile  must  fall ; 

For,  behold !  the  fiery  finger 
Flames  along  the  fated  walL 

III. 

Let  the  blinded  horse  go  round 
Till  the  yellow  clay  be  ground ; 
And  no  weary  arms  be  folded 
Till  the  mass  to  brick  bo  moulded : 
Say  again  what  stately  thing 
From  the  ruin  shall  upspringi 

Not  the  hall  with  columnM  chambers, 

Starr'd  with  words  of  liberty. 
Where  the  freedom-canting  members 

Feel  no  impulse  of  the  free : 

Not  the  pile  where  souls  in  error 
Hear  the  words,  "  Go,  sin  no  more !" 

But  a  dusky  thing  of  terror. 
With  its  cells  and  grated  door. 

To  its  inmates  each  to-morrow 

Shall  bring  in  no  tide  of  joy. 
Born  in  darkness  and  in  sorrow, 

There  shall  stand  the  &ted  boy. 

With  a  grief  too  loud  to  smother,     , 
With  a  throbbing,  burning  head, 

There  shall  groan  some  desperate  mother, 
Nor  deny  the  stolen  bread  ! 

There  the  veteran,  a  poor  debtor, 

MurkM  with  honourable  scars. 
Listening  to  some  clanking  fetter. 

Shall  gaze  idly  through  the  ban : 

Shall  gaze  idly,  not  demurring, 

Though  with  thick  oppression  bow'd ; 
While  the  many,  doubly  erring, 

Shall  walk  honour'd  through  the  carowd. 
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GEORGE   H.   BOKER. 


[Born.  1823.] 


GtoROK  HEffRT  Borer  was  bom  in  Philadel- 
phia in  18*23,  and  Wiis  graduated  bachelor  of  arts 
at  Na.«sau  Hall,  Princetun,  when  nineteen  years 
of  sijLC.  After  travellin:^  some  time  in  Europe,  and 
milking  himself  famiiiiir  with  contemporaneous  lit- 
eratures among  their  creators,  lit;  settled  in  his  na- 
tive city,  to  devote  a  life  of  opulent  leisure  to  the 
cultivation  of  letters  and  to  the  enjoyment  of  the 
liberal  arts  and  of  society. 

His  first  appearance  as  an  author  was  in  a  small 
volume  published  in  1 847,  under  the  title  of  "  The 
LeK:»on  of  Life,  and  other  Poems."  In  this  were 
indications  of  a  manly  temper  and  a  cultivated 
taste,  but  it  had  the  customary  faults  of  youthful 
compt>sitions  in  occasional  feebleness  of  epithet,  in- 
distinctness, diffiisenejss,  and  a  certain  kind  of  ro- 
manticism that  betrays  a  want  of  experience  of  the 
world.  Its  reccpliou  however  by  judicious  critics, 
wiio  saw  amid  its  fau'ts  the  signs  of  a  fine  under- 
standing, justified  new  efforts;  and  turning  his 
attention  to  the  drama,  he  produced  in  the  follow- 
ing year"  Calaynos,  a  Tragedy,"  which  gave  bim 
large  increaHe  of  reputation  in  the  best  audience 
of  this  country.  The  plot  of  this  play  illustrates 
the  hatred  of  the  Moors  by  the  Castilians.  Cii- 
LAYNus,  a  nobleman  of  a  sincere  and  generous 
nature,  whose  youth  has  been  passed  in  the  study 
of  philosophy  and  in  acts  of  kindness,  and  whose 
Saracen  taii.t  of  blood  is  concealed  from  bis  wife. 
Donna  Alda,  until  made  known  in  the  progress  of 
the  hitjtory,  proposes  to  leave  his  retirement  for  a 
journey  to  Seville.  There  is  a  superstition  among 
the  neighbouring  peasants  that  a  visit  to  Seville  is 
dangerous  to  the  race  of  CALAT>'os,and  OliteRi 
his  secretary,  whose  practical  sagacity  alone  is  ne- 
cessary to  the  perfection  of  the  master's  character, 
has  also  a  presentiment  of  evil  on  this  occasion, 
and  endeavours  to  dissuade  him  from  his  purpose ; 
upon  which  Calatxos  discloses  that  the  principal 
object  of  his  journey  is  to  see  an  early  friend,  Don 
Liis,  who  has  become  involved  in  difficulties  and 
whose  estates  will  be  sacrificed  unless  he  receives 
by  a  certain  day  considerable  assistance  in  money. 
Arriving  in  Seville  with  Oliver,  Calatkos  dis- 
charges the  obligations  of  Don  Luis,  who  so  wins 
upon  his  affection  that  he  persuades  him  to  become 
his  guest.  The  party  in  the  next  act  are  at  the 
castle  of  Calatxos,  where  Don  Luis  discovers 
that  Calatnos  is  of  Moorish  origin,  and  having 
fallen  in  love  with  the  wife  of  his  benefactor,  in  a 
secret  interview  he  informs  her  of  her  disgrace. 
It  is  difficult  to  appreciate  the  intensity  of  the  pre- 
judice which  made  this  revelation  so  important; 
and  it  is  an  objection  to  the  play  for  acting  pur- 
poses, that  out  of  Spain  and  Portugal  few  audi- 
ences could  sympathize  with  it,  though  the  histori- 
cal student  will  perceive  that  Mr.  Buksr  has  not 


at  all  exaggerated  it  Donna  Alda,  struggling 
between  love  and  pride,  calls  upon  her  husband, 
faints,  and  is  borne  from  the  scene  in  the  arms  of 
Don  Luis  ;  and  the  act  closes  with  Calat5os*s 
discovery  of  his  friend's  ingratitude  and  bis  wife's 
perfidy.  In  the  month  which  passes  before  the 
opening  of  the  last  act,  Calatnos  has  become 
old  through  grief.  His  secretary,  returned  from 
a  pursuit  of  the  fugitives,  informs  him  that  Donna 
Alda  had  fled  from  tlie  residence  of  her  seducer; 
she  is  discovered,  seeking  shelter  from  a  storm  un- 
der the  walls  of  the  castle,  brought  in,  recognised, 
and  dies,  referring  to  a  written  exposure  of  the  vil- 
lanyof  Don  Luis.  Calatnos,  convinced  of  her 
innocence,  hastens  to  Seville,  and  slays  the  de- 
stroyer of  his  happiness  in  the  midst  of  his  de- 
baucheries. This  simple  story  is  managetl  with 
much  skill,  and  so  as  to  produce  a  cumulative  in- 
terest to  its  close.  The  characters,  besides  those 
already  referred  to,  are  some  half  d«izen  gentlemen 
to  make  side  speeches  and  care  about  the  details 
of  the  plot  They  are  distinctly  drawn,  in  most 
cases  with  finely  contrasted  idiosyncracies  (though 
the  hero  and  heroine  converse  somewhat  too  much 
in  the  same  style),  and  they  are  all  excellently  sus- 
tained. The  action  is  less  dramatic  than  the  dia- 
logue, which  in  some  parts  evinces  great  power, 
and,  more  frequently,  those  happy  turns  of  expres- 
sion which  disclose  a  chief  element  of  the  dramatic 
faculty. 

**  Calaynos"  was  first  enacted  at  the  Saddlers' 
Wells  Theatre  in  London,  in  May,  1849,  with  very 
decided  success,  and  its  merits,  both  as  a  play 
and  as  a  poem,  were  generally  recognised  by  the 
English  critics. 

The  next  production  of  Mr.  Boker  was  '*  Anne 
Boleyn,  a  Tragedy,"  which  in  many  respects  sur- 
passes <'  Calaynos,"  evincing  more  skill  in  the  use 
of  language,  more  force  in  the  display  of  passion, 
and  a  finer  vein  of  poetical  feeling,  with  the  same 
admirable  contrasts  of  character,  and  unity  and  di- 
rectness of  conduct. 

Mr.  Bokkr  has  been  an  occasional  writer  for 
the  periodical  miscellanies,  and  in  **  The  Song  of 
the  Earth"  and  in  «  The  Spirit  of  Poetry,"  which 
are  quoted  in  the  following  pages,  he  has  dis- 
played a  richness  of  invention,  a  copiousness  of 
illustration,  and  a  vigour  and  finish  of  style,  that 
amply  vindicate  his  right  to  be  classed  among  the 
small  number  of  our  writera  of  verses  who  are  po- 
ets. The  attraction  of  these  pieces,  like  that  ot 
his  more  ambitious  performances,  consists  more  in 
their  general  cast  than  in  the  strength  or  grace  of 
particular  ideas,  or  a  fit  elegance  of  phrase.  It  la 
a  fault  indeed,  less  conspicuous  in  his  minor  poems 
than  in  his  tragedies,  that  modelling  himself  after 

some  of  the  older  masten  of  EngUsh  Terse,  thera 
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'I 


is  an  occasional  w«nt  of  ease  in  the  iilnjrCorc  of  hifi 
SiMitoiicciS  and  in  h'w  BoUvtion  of  wunln  an  inxoii- 
viMlity  to  the  more  drlirutf  chaniis  (if  lan^ua^r : 
a  futi!!  th:it  {•«  iiitt  likely  to  outl»«l  ihe  full  lievel- 
ojiiTieiit  of  his  ifi'iiiu^f.  It  wiiiiM  W  on<iy  to  |ioint 
out  in  "  Vii\n\  ikosi"  many  pasxa^OM  which  are  ii|iijiiei] 


hv  invrrnionii  altoerlhtr  unae€f9^ar  to  ^  r**'^^ 
(ion  uf  tlie  rhythni,  or  br  other  drpvrcm  *-.« 
tlir  rule  i>f  naiurp,  which  are  rraoJu  <tf  d  -x>- 
l('«:«ikesi«.  hut  eviJently  of  an  rm>n«ua«  mimi  *  ^  \. 
In-  ho)K-il  very  tranMrni  fancr  io  rv^BrJ  :^  "^  f» 
feet  of  a  coli«>i|uial  aiinplicilv  la 


M 
II 


II 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  EAliTH. 

}\  IRK  to  our  voices,  O  mother  of  nationa! 
^\  iiv  uit  ttiou  (Urn  when  thv  HiMtem  are  radiant? 

m 

Why  vcil'st  lliy  f.in*  in  a  mantle  of  va|N»ur, 
(Hiiiiii.'  uhxcure  through  the  depthii  of  the  ni^ht? 
\\'iikc  I'roiii  thv  letluri^v.     Hear'nt  thou  our  niUKlc, 
n:ircnoMii)ii'<.  that  reaches  the  confines  of  a{»acc  ? 
J-iin  ill  our  ciiorus.  j«iin  in  our  juhilee, 
M.ike  the  (liiy  pine  with  thy  far-|iierei:iiv  melody — 
Pine  tii:it  liiii  kiritfdoin  o(  iiiue  ^ky  and  Hunahine 
NevtT  nM'choes  »»uch  niar\ell<iU'*  toneii. 
Nil.  thou  art  silent.  ()  inxHtical  siiiter. 
Silent  and  pro  ml  that  tlnm  iNMr'M  on  thy  Niaom 
The  wtindertul  freight  of  the  (iinl-Ii^hted  houI. 
We  hear  thce»  we  hear  thee,  Iwneath  thy  thick 

mantle, 
'J'lie  war  of  the  winds  tlirt>U!!h  thy  leaf-laden  forcKtn, 
And  round  ti\*W*  o(  thy  pillar'd  and  hilUpiercini; 
<'averiis  stintirouii;  hear  the  dri'ad  avaium-he 
'i'orii  I'nuii  its  quiverim;  iiiountaiimus  ttuiiniiit. 
Kihh.  d  with  m,t«sy  rocks,  crested  witli  pine-treoa, 
Thuiiih-riim  enornious  u|hiii  thy  fair  valleys; 
Ilt>:ir  the  dull  roar  of  thy  nnst-s|ii*utinL;  cataracta; 
llt':ir  the  faint  pl:i<ih  ot'  t!ty  nalt.  Keethim;  hd'nws, 
liiitiii'^  their  he.id^  multitudiiniu!*,  or  hhoreward 
riicii[>iii<:  the  rlitV-*  that  overhang;  them  with  treni- 

h.ini:. 
Ai:d  tiKsjii^r  their  spray  in  exultant  detiaiico 
Over  tlie  wced-UMnled  cuardiiiUH  of  iMvan. 
Sister,  we  Ii'»tfu  ;   thy  Ktrain<t  are  enlinkini;. 
MeItHlitius!\  lilriidini:  tn  ravi^hinj  harm-my  ; 
( "nu'!s  are  depart! ri'j.  we  see  tliee,  we  \e:irii  to  thee, 
Noh.('»t  of  pl.iiirtH.  creiitioirri  toll  i;i«)r_\  ! 
liciidiiii:  we  hearken,  thon  uiitther  of  natiom*, 
II. irk  ti)  t!ie  hkv-rendini;  vi>it'e  of  huiuanitv. 

•iiM.  Ill    THf    I  %lirH. 

('•h  vex  me  n»»t.  \i-  ever-!'nrnin;;  |)laiiets; 
Nm  s'-tiT  ea!l  me.  ve  whii  ui*'  alllu-t. 
1  ji.i  uu'ike  \e:  w  may  revrlliiiL;  Hn-*, 
r:iM-ii  ^^  and   jiivful.  roamiuL'  «unlit  i-iIkt. 
Irjcd  w;tli  luit  one  emfttinii.  ch.iiitin-j  oti!| 
'I  Is    *{\J:  I,ii".i;:^  time  tin-  pur|H'*i-  uf  _\imi.-  liirt!i, 
l!   I  ik  wir.  a  M'\er.d  pax-ioii ;  hi|t  tii  iiii* 
At  i..i\'d  r:iiiiti<>M<.  \.i««t  extreme"  of  f-  eliii:: — 
Niiw   \iiil.oil  i:i  tlir  frniltul  sntili*  of  HeaviMi, 
>i..\\  \\i.?.-  a!ii!  hl.ii'keii'd  in  the  mmwI  of  1  It'll. 
Vi'  k!ji'W  Kie  n-'t.  nur  imu  _\e  Kvuipatliizp 
^^  i:'i  oMt'  'ikr  i:ie,  ti«r  \\i'>«)iiin  if  n^t  \oupi 
^  •'  M'lj  t  ir  iii\  :  hut  wiodiim  s]'»wlv  c«>me« 
I':.'!!!  till*  r'u-f  MliiN|M>rs  of  n'erhurden'd  ]iain. 
I  am  aI'Mir  in  all  the  uiiiviTse  ! 
To  nil'  Is  {Mill;  I  ran  ih«lnii:ui<ih  Mn; 
\U\\  \r  witli  eiiiistuut  thi>u^h  unweeting  glance 


«  « 


Rain  coikl  or  ill.  and  amile  mlike  at 
Nor  understand  the  mTaterv  of  Vt^or  na? 
To  mt'  ix  wisdom-— wisdom  hou^t  wrfh  «jl 
Almm  on  auert  past,  when  fir«t  I  stray 'd. 
\\  ilh  liaushty  senni  and  i»}f^rrliant  }v«W. 
From  purity  and  (Sud.      Ki>r  ancr,  likr  i  «. 
f  lod  s{Mtke  me  face  to  fare,  toe  mhiIW-»  mi 
From  iitv  to  Juv ;  vet  he  wa*  mvflCiraJ'— 
Too  ohviouM  for  thoui^ht — I  knew  hi*B  Del 
Hut  now.  thruuch  sin.  I  undrrvtand  hkr  h.'a 
The  heart  of  ihiuf:*— the  ctewp  iktahto  ^  rz. 
And  the  hinh  pinnacle*  of  heaveD-lil  virtar 
Dend  down,  ye  rtart.  hend  fr^m  i  nar  ajver  fL". 
Ve  jiiyful  wanderrm  of  rlher  bri^shl ; 
For  I.  •mul-liearer  of  the  uni vrne. 
Would  tearh  your  iirnorance  niih  th«  lipaa^aTvi 

O  Mcrrurv',  h«it  planet,  hurkini;  deep 
Thy  fon*hcad  in  the  aunlisht,  lut  to  mv '. 
I  ur.ian  U'neath  thy  influence.     Thou  doac 
The  mxrjjd  liamls  of  Labnur,  and  wtth  iJt^ 
\h*-X  mar  my  fciturvs;  day  by  day  d«y4  •(*■& 
Thy  sti-ady  rh.in_'c*«  on  mine  anririit  ^v. 
Till  all  the  hi«»t  of  hea«en  h!ank  wonder  1x4. 
N<ir  know  the  fresh.  pnmeTaI-nj>*uLM 
That  like  tlie  A]'hrijilite,  n**r  fh>ni 
Siuilini;  thmu.'h  dews  ui^iin  the  fir«l 
The  leafKTown'd  mountain**  browi 

diiwii 
Into  the  du-ty  valley,  and  di«t  atil! 
The  t'rc<\  wild  Mnijiiii;  of  the  cl 
To  niurmur<i  dxint;  lazilv  within 
Thf  knotted  n^iis  nf  iMMil-en^ndcT'd  TiTna. 
That  slu:;::i'*h  nifl  alh>\e  the  s'lmr  daa^ 
All  i!ay  the  a\r  I  hear  rending  ihrau^h  trsaka 
M«>-«-i:r!iW!i  and  reverend,  uf  c!oaler*d 
A!!  il-iy  tl.i*  r:rr!iii;;  ^'\the  awerpa  oit 
Tilt'  rn>My  h'i>itrM  of  iain'aii|>inn{(  6eld^ 
4"ip|  in^  111  «tiilih|r4  iirun  the  vernal 
'I'll i Ml  |"iriii)!ii'«t  my  nieaditwai,  and 
K.R'h  fruit  til  I  olo{ii*  a  i^t-ii  for  tweal 
Thoi;  ti-are«:  np  my  NiS(.i;ii ;  far  witbm 
My  coldeii  ^i-Mis  the  isnni'd  miner's  park 
Start  i-s  the  iMhfiiim;  echoes.     .\ficaeBt 
.M\  li.i'i!\  I'ltni-s.  are  rei.t  with  rufroQa  6fv. 
T>i  ri  .i:  lliy  :i.arl4.  t«i  lind.;!-  t.Se  tea|ai^ 
M.-  I.I  ii-iirp  tlie  iicejir»  nlJcn  rifht, 
'i  h.it  •>«  l!'.<»h  l.-jde  ma\  dry-^hihi  walk  to 
Tlie  \t  r\  in-i-jii.  i;riiu.  imptjra!4e. 
Thou  ItMi!!-.!  with  tlie  whitowinf*d  fcati  af  a^ 

rill  r»-r. 
f>ii!>oii ..'.  like  whee'.inc  Mnla.  each  olhrr'a  traci* 
1  iitil  ihi'  l>i:rden'i]  eiant,  r 
lloijiiii^  tii>i..  hiR  •let p.  and  in  the 
N ••.!<>  his  white  head,  while  aplinlae'd 
To  •^•■atli'r'd  fragmenta  in  hia  avllaa  Awdt? 
.Maiijjiiunt  alar,  I  §eel  thjr  w 
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Ay  children*8  busy  thoughts  are  full  of  thee: 
Phou'st  chilPd  the  loving  spirit  in  their  hearts, 
\nd  on  their  lips  hast  placed  the  selfish  finger — 
Phey  dare  not  know  each  other.     All  that  is, 
\11  that  God  bless'd  my  teeming  bosom  with, 
[»  priced  and  bartered ;  ay,  the  very  worth 
3f  man  himself  is  weighM  with  senseless  gold — 
Therefore  I  hate  thee,  bright-brow'd  wanderer ! 
Daughter  of  the  sober  twilight, 
Lustrous  planet,  ever  hanging 
In  the  mottled  mists  that  welcome 
Coming  morning,  or  at  evening 
Peepinc  through  the  ruddy  banners 
Of  the  clouds  tliat  wave  a  parting, 
From  their  high  aerial  summits, 
To  the  blazing  god  of  day — 
'Tis  for  thee  I  raise  my  piean, 
Steady-beaming  Venus!  kindler, 
In  the  stubborn  hearts  of  mortals, 
Of  the  sole  surviving  passion 
That  enlinks  a  lost  existence 
With  the  dull  and  ruthless  present. 
Far  adown  the  brightening  future. 
Prophetess,  1  see  thee  glancing — 
See  thee  still  amid  the  twilight 
Of  the  ages  rolling  onward, 
Promising  to  heart-sick  mortals 
Triumph  of  thy  gracious  kingdom ; 
\\  hen  the  hand  of  power  shall  weaken. 
And  the  wronger  right  the  wronged, 
And  the  pure,  primeval  Eden  \ 

Shall  again  o'erspread  with  blossoms 
Sunny  hill  and  shady  valley. 
'Tis  to  thee  my  piny  mountains 
Wave  aloft  their  rustling  branches, 
'Tis  to  thee  my  opening  flowerets 
Send  on  high  their  luscious  odours, 
"J'  is  to  thee  my  leaping  fountains 
Prattle  through  their  misty  breathings. 
And  the  bass  of  solemn  ocean 
Chimes  accordant  in  the  chorus. 
Every  fireside  is  thy  altar, 
Streaming  up  its  holy  incense ; 
Ever\'  mated  pair  of  mortals, 
Happily  link'd,  are  priest  and  priestess. 
Pouring  to  thee  full  libations 
From  their  overbrimming  spirits. 
Clash  the  loud-resounding  cymbals, 
Lii^ht  the  rosy  torch  of  Hymen ; 
Baiulf*  of  white-robed  youths  and  maidens 
Whirl  aloft  the  votive  myrtle ! 
Raise  the  choral  hymn  to  Venus — 
Young-eyed  Venus,  ever  youthful. 
Ever  on  true  hearts  bestowing 
Pleasures  new  that  never  pall ! 
Briiihtest  link  'tween  man  and  Heaven, 
Soul  of  virtue,  life  of  goodness. 
Cheering  light  in  pain  and  sorrow, 
Pole-star  to  the  struggling  voyager 
Wreck'd  on  life's  relentless  billows, 
Fair  reward  of  trampled  sainthood, 
Beaming  from  the  throne  Eternal 
Lonely  hope  to  sinful  mankind — 
Still  among  the  mists  of  morning, 
Still  among  the  clouds  of  evening, 
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While  the  yean  drive  ever  onward, 
Hang  thj  crescent  lamp  of  promiae, 
Venus,  blazing  star  of  Love ! 

0  Mars,  wide  heaven  b  shuddering  'neath  the  stride 
Of  thy  mail'd  foot,  most  terrible  of  planets ; 

1  see  thee  struggling  with  thy  brazen  firont 
To  look  a  glory  from  amid  the  crust 

Of  guilty  blood  that  dims  thj  haughty  face : 
The  curse  of  crime  is  on  thee^ — Look,  behold ! 

See  where  thy  frenzied  votaries  march ; 
Hark  to  the  brazen  blare  of  the  bugle, 
Hark  to  the  rattling  clatter  of  the  drums. 
The  measured  tread  of  the  steel-clad  footmen ! 
Hark  to  the  labouring  horses'  breath, 
Painfully  tugging  the  hamess'd  cannon ; 
The  shrill,  sharp  clank  of  the  warriors'  swords, 
As  their  chargers  bound  when  the  trumpets  sound 
Their  alarums  through  the  echoing  mountains ! 
See  the  flashing  of  pennons,  and  scarfs. 
Shaming  the  gorgeous  blazon  of  evening. 
Rising  and  falling  mid  snowy  plumes 
That  dance  like  foam  on  the  crested  billows ! 
Bright  is  the  glitter  of  bumish'd  steel. 
Stirring  the  clamour  of  martial  music ; 
The  clank  of  arms  has  a  witchery 
That  wakes  the  blood  in  a  youthful  bosom ; 
And  who  could  tell  from  thu  pleasant  show. 
That  flaunts  in  the  sun  like  a  May-day  festal, 
For  what  horrid  rites  are  the  silken  flags, 
For  what  horrid  use  are  the  gleaming  sabres. 
What  change  shall  mar,  when  the  battles  join, 
This  marshalled  pageant  of  shallow  glory  1 
For  then  the  gilded  flags  shall  be  rent. 
The  sabres  rust  with  the  blood  of  foemen, 
And  the  courteous  knight  shall  howl  like  a  wol^ 
When  he  scents  the  gory  steam  of  battle. 

The  orphan's  curse  is  on  thee,  and  the  tears 
Of  widow'd  matrons  plead  a  fearful  cause. 
Each  thing  my  bosom  bears,  that  thoa  hast  touch'd, 
Is  loud  against  thee.    Flowers  and  trampled  grassy 
And  the  long  line  of  waste  and  barren  fields, 
Erewhile  o'erflowing  with  a  aea  of  sweets^ 
Look  up  all  helpless  to  the  pitying  heavens, 
Showing  thy  bloody  footprints  in  their  wounds. 
And  shrieking  through  their  gaunt  and  leafless  tree% 
That  stand  with  imprecating  arms  outspread— 
They  fiercely  curse  thee  with  their  desolation ; 
Each  cheerless  hearthstone  in  the  home  of  man, 
Where  Ruin  grins,  and  rubs  his  bony  palms, 
Demands  its  lost  possessor.    Thou  hast  hurl'd 
Man's  placid  reason  from  its  rightful  throne, 
And  in  its  place  rear'd  savage  force,  to  clip 
Debate  and  doubt  with  murder.    Therefore,  Man, 
I  sicken  in  thy  angry  glance,  and  loathe 
The  dull  red  glitter  of  thy  bloody  spear! 

I  know  thy  look,  majestic  Jupiter ! 
I  see  thee  moving  mid  the  stars  of  heaven, 
Girt  with  thy  train  of  ministering  satellites. 
Proud  planet,  I  confess  thy  influence : 
My  heart  grows  big  with  gazing  in  thy  face ; 
Unwonted  power  pervades  my  eager  frame ; 
My  bulk  asfiiring  towers  above  itself, 
And  restless  pants  to  rush  on  acts  sublime, 
At  which  the  wondering  stars  might  stand  agaie^ 
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And  the  whole  univene  frnin  end  to  end, 

Consciom  of  me,  ihould  tremble  to  ita  core ! 

8pirit  heroical,  imperious  pa«iion. 

That  sharplj  eeta  the  pliant  face  of  youth. 

That  blinds  the  shrinking  eyes  of  pallid  frar. 

And  plants  the  lion*s  heart  in  modest  breasts — 

I  know  that  thou  hast  led,  with  regal  port, 

The  potent  spirits  of  humanity 

Before  the  van  of  nicKB^l  Time,  and  borne. 

With  KtndcB  nigantic,  man*H  advancing  race 

From  power  to  power ;  till,  like  a  host  of  goda, 

ThoY  mock  my  elements,  and  drag  the  secrets 

Of  my  myMterious  forces  up  to  li^ht, 

(living  them  buunds  determinate  and  strait. 

And  of  their  natures,  multiform  and  huge. 

Talking  to  children  in  familiar  way. 

The  hero's  sword,  the  poet's  enldrn  airing, 

The  tome-illuming  ta|)er  of  tlie  saf;e, 

P*luKh  'ncath  thy  influence ;  from  thee  a!one, 

Anibiiioufl  planet,  conies  the  marvellous  power 

Tliut  in  a  cherub*a  i{Iowin!;  form  cun  veil 

A  heart  as  cold  as  Icrlund.  and  exalt 

To  di'ity  the  demon  S«>'fiHhn('iM. 

0  ]ilan<rt.  minxle  with  thy  chilling  rays, 
That  stream  inspiriiiff  to  ihe  hero's  soul. 
One  Iwam  of  love  for  vaxt  humanity. 
And  thou  art  eixllike.     Munt  it  ever  lie, 
'J'h:it  lirii;htcAt  flowers  of  action  and  idea 
Sprint;  fnim  the  same  dark  miil  of  seiflsh  lust ! 
MuMt  man  receive  the  calculated  i;ifls 

or  shrewd  Ambition's  S(*lf-«*x siting  hand, 
And  blindly  glorify  an  act  at  which 
The  host  of  heaven  crow  re«I  with  tiiouishtful  shame  ? 
Shall  Knowledt^e  hasten  with  her  sunny  face, 
And  weeping  Virtue  lag  upon  the  path ! 
Shull  man  exuhant  Itoast  ailvance  of  power, 
Nor  wu'  arise,  at  every  onward  stride. 
New  formi*  uf  sin  to  hlindow  every  truth  1 
Roll  on.  roll  on,  in  se!t-Kiipi>orted  pride, 
Prodiuiouri  influence  of  the  hero's  soul ; 

1  feel  tliy  strength,  and  tremble  in  thy  glare ! 

O  mnny-ringt  d  Saturn,  turn  away 
The  eliilling  terrors  of  ihv  Kdeful  itUnce ! 
'J'liy  gliwmy  loi>k  is  piereing  to  my  heart — 
I  wither  'neath  thy  |>i>wer !     My  springn  dry  up. 
And  shrink  in  horn'tr  to  tlieir  nKky  l>eils; 
The  brooks  thnt  whi-«i»erM  to  the  li'y-bells 
All  dny  the  dor}'  of  their  mount.iin  homes. 
And  ki«s'(l  the  dimple*  of  the  wanton  rose. 
At  the  deed  blushim;  to  their  jtebbly  strands, 
( \'UM'  their  sweet  merriment,  and  cliile  afraid 
Drnejth  the  ithetter  of  the  twisted  sedge. 
The  o|M-iiirig  hud  shrinki>  back  U}Km  its  shell. 
As  if  the  North  had  putfd  his  frozen  bri'sth 
Full  in  itK  f;ice.     The  billowing  grain  and  grass, 
Ri)i|ilini!  with  windy  furrows,  stand  beeaim'd; 
Nor  *mong  their  roots,  nor  in  their  tiny  veins, 
Destirs  the  fruitful  su|>.     The  very  trees, 
Hroad,  hartly  stms  of  crags  and  sterile  plaina, 
Th;it  roar'tl  defiance  to  the  Winter's  shout. 
And  battled  sternly  through  his  cutting  sleet. 
Droop  ill  their  myrijd  leaves;  while  ni^jhlU  birds, 
'I'lial  |*i|ied  their  fcbrillim;  treble  to  the  miMin, 
Hang  hileiU  from  tlie  boughs,  and  peer  around. 
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Awed  by  mystrrioiM  synipalhT.    F 
From  thee,  dull  planet,  conw  ibia 
That  numbs  in  mid  career  meek  2C 
And  stills  the  prattle  of  her  pl«^r4 
O  icy  Aaium.  proud  ia  ignorani 
Father  of  sloth,  dark,  deadcviia 
That  dims  the  eve  to  all  that's 

■ 

And  twists  the  haughty  lip  with 
Fur  luve  and  holiniss     fiuiii  ihe« 
Springs  the  cold,  crushing  prntcr  thai 
The  infinite  in  man.     Proa  tb««,  dall 
The  cautious  frar  that  ebrrka  tb» 
With  sympathetic  love  worU-sriA 
And  aends  it  |iantinc  bark  apon  i 
To  murmur  in  its  narrow  hcriBil 
The  boldest  hero  stacsrra  in  thy 
And  dro|is  his  half-form*d  projrcts  al 
The  poet  shrinks  before  thy  phantoM 
Ere  the  first  echo  grreu  his  timid  aon^ 
The  startled  sage  amid  the  eiubeia  b 
The  gather'd  nisdum  of  a  fhjirful 
Oh,  who  may  know  from  what  bright 
The  mounting  soul  miehl  look 
Had  all  the  marvelloos  thoucbia  of 
H  lasted  to  nothingneaa  liy  thy  ct>U 
Durst  thruuiih  the  bud  and  Moaaooi'd 
Renumbine  planet,  on  our  syslrc 
Whirl  from  thy  fphere,  and  round 
Wiihin  whow  lisht  no  smiU  tbrir 
Circle  and  fmwn  amid  thv  fmam 
For  I  am  t>ick  uf  thee,  and  statrlv 
^>hrinks  to  a  pigmy  in  thy  frarfaJ 

ri»ii.B-CHnRui  or  tTAsa. 
Heir  of  Eteniiiy.  mother  of  aooK 
Let  not  th\  knowleilge  betray  thr«  lo 
Knowledge  is  pmud.  aelf-sufficirot.  aa 
Trustinv.  uncuiiled.  its  steps  hi  tha 
Thine  is  the  learning  that  oiankaBd 
(ilean'd  in  the  (lathway  betwrm  joy 
Ours  is  the  wisdom  that  hallowa  tha 
Fn>Hh  from  the  touch  of  his  awfai  C 
I)ri>pp*d,  like  a  Mar,  on  thy 
Falliin;  in  sjtiendour,  but 
Oum  ii«  the  simple  religion  €ii  Caiiha 
The  wiMlom  of  trust  in  CSoa  who  o* 
Thine  is  the  complex  misgiHnca  of 
Wrenti^l  to  form  by  impaiioiis 
We  are  forever  pursuing  the  liich 
I'hou  art  forever  astraT  in  tha 
Kni>wleili;e  is  restless,  imperiect*  an 
Faith  is  Herrne.  and  completed,  and 
Cliiile  not  the  planets  that  mla  o*«r  i^ 
They  are (miii'«  creatures;  nor.praoda  Ay 
Vaunt  that  thou  knowest  hia  rowMali  aad 
Monger,  though  sitting  in  midst  af  iW 
Thou  couldot  not  fathom  tha  leaaiaf  Ma 
How  ill  buinility,  bow  thy 
Circle  thy  form  in  a  manlla  of 
Hide  from  the  glittering  eohocta  of 
\^' heeling  in  purity,  singinf  m  A 
Howl  in  the  depths  of  thy 
Ke^tlesHly  niitan  on  the  dsaarti  of 
Wail  t>'e'r  thv  fall  in  tha 
I«ost  star  of  paradise,  aInyMig  ^mmI 


1  T 


GEORGE   H.   BOKER. 


607 


THE  SPIRIT  OF  POESY. 


All  the  shatterM  links  of  thought  wore  knit 

In  one  long  chain  where  each  part  seemM  deaignM 
To  bind  together  the  harmonious  whole. 
And  thus — not  dreaming  of  an  alien  ear — 
Rang  through  the  wood  the  poet*s  lofty  long : 

Spirit  of  beauty  and  harmonious  power, 
Who  next  th*  Eternars  throne,  with  folded  wings, 
Didst  sit  while  chaos  wrappM  this  universe, 
And  muse  on  things  to  be !    Thou,  at  the  Word, 
Didst  (spring  on  outspread  wings,  co-mate  of  Love, 
And  from  thy  glittering  plumes  shookst  golden  dew 
Upon  the  rising  forms  that  woke  from  slumber, 
And  o'er  the  globe  their  wondrous  fretwork  threw; 
Thou  who  didst  harmonize  and  hleat  oar  earth. 
And  add  a  glory  to  its  meanest  shape. 
So  that  Hk  smiled  who  gave  thy  mission  power, 
And  seal'd  thy  mandates  with  his  awful  voice; 
Thou  who  above  this  ever-changing  world 
Still  rufst  supreme,  with  undiminished  love. 
Preserving  still,  by  reproductive  power. 
Its  forms  as  fresh  as  at  creation's  dawn — 
Perennial  youth,  whence  shall  I  summon  thee» 
W^hcnce  call  thy  wings,  thou  all-pcrvading  spirit  1 
Each  tiling  is  full  of  thee ;  thou  *rt  everywhere. 
I  ^ee  thee  heralding  the  morning  sun ; 
Thou  rid'st  in  splendour  on  the  thronging  mists, 
That  with  a  royal  pomp,  strew  golden  dust 
Along  the  pathway  of  their  coming  king. 
I  sec  thee  poised  upon  the  lowest  6ower, 
Shaking  thy  beauty  from  its  nodding  cup. 
I  hear  thy  footstep  in  the  faint-voiced  brook ; 
And  now  thou'rt  trampling  down  the  cataract, 
Shouting  thy  song  above  the  water's  roar. 
Mid  songs  of  birds,  and  sounds  of  insects'  wingf, 
I  hear  another  tone,  and  it  is  thine 
The  thunder  booms,  the  split  and  riven  oak 
Crumbles  to  splinters  'neath  the  burning  bolt — 
Still  art  thou  there.     The  rent  and  quivering  earth 
Foams  like  a  billow,  and  the  smoking  land 
Staggers  and  sobs  beneath  the  earthquake's  shock ; 
Great  cities,  with  their  fanes  and  monuments, 
Tlieir  battled  walls,  and  their  deep-founded  towers. 
Are  ground  to  powder;  while  mad  Terror  reigns. 
And  with  her  doubtful  words  the  burghers  calls. 
Now  here,  now  there,  where  ruin  thickest  showers. 
And  red-eyed  Death  their  frenzied  souls  dismays ! 
Above,  in  ecstasy,  I  hear  thy  wing. 
Beating  the  trembling  air ;  for  change  thou  lov'st, 
And  reproduction  is  thy  endless  task. 
With  noiseless  night  thou  com'st :  the  banded  stars. 
And  the  great  planets,  and  the  (H'erless  moon. 
But  swell  thy  pageantry  and  crowd  thy  train. 
Bewildering  spirit,  from  the  viewless  mind, 
Fi  I'd  with  its  apprehensions  of  thy  wortli. 
Shall  I  invoke  thee  1      for  I  feel  thee  there. 
Floating  serene  amid  the  God-breathed  essence 
That  from  destruction  saves  our  intellect 
Come !  for  no  deed  of  mine  shall  e'er  distain 
The  pure  translucence  of  thy  rainbow  wings; 
I  will  iM)t  use  the  might  which  thou  bestow'st. 
Save  to  unfold  thy  wondrous  l)eautiet:  more  ; 
No  earth-born  thought  shall  mingle  with  tliy  voice : 
Oh !  long  ago  did  I  forget  myself. 


And  lose  distinctive  being,  guird  in 

In  love  for  thee— in  a  deep,  burning  love. 

Which  purifies,  like  fire,  when  thou  art  near. 

I  feel  that  thou  art  present    Thou  art  she 
Who, 'fore  the  Chian's  inward  eyea,  didst  rank 
The  battled  linea  that  leaguered  ancient  Troy— - 
The  Grecian  heroes,  gods  and  demigods. 
Threatening  old  PaiAx's  towera  with  bruen  front 
Trojan  and  Greek  thou  mingledst  in  the  fray. 
And  ahookst  the  smoky  field  when  Hbgtob  led 
His  glittering  squadrons  full  upon  the  foe. 
While  o'er  the  plain  his  icy  the-arm'd  chariots  swept, 
Scattering  destruction  from  their  bloody  wheels. 
And  thou  didst  mourn  with  Priam,  when  a&r 
He  saw  the  fiery  steeds  Achillis  yoked. 
Tear  up  the  valley  with  their  blood-wet  hoofr, 
As  close  behind  the  car  his  Hbctor's  locks 
Swept  the  base  dust,  and  left  a  gory  trail 
That  three  times  circled  wailing  Ilium's  walla! 
And  thou  the  royal  sage  of  Ithaca 
Didst  lead  undaunted  o'er  the  sterile  sea. 
While  his  chaste  bride  her  endless  web  still  wove. 
And  stain'd  its  colours  with  her  joyless  tears. 
Oh,    thou  art  she  who  over  Shaksperi  bent. 
And  laugh'd,  and  wept,  and  wonder'd  at  thyself; 
Thou,  from  the  misty  realm  of  vague-  ideas. 
Didst  summon  shapes  which  awed  thee  when  they 

came. 
And  gav'st  to  them  an  immortality 
That  shames  the  fabled  fire  Promethean. 
Thou,  through  the  inner  mysteries  of  heaven. 
Nearer  to  God  than  mortal  ever  drew. 
Didst  lead  great  Miltoit  blindfold ;  thou  didst  fly 
Close  by  bis  side,  to  guide  his  dixzy  coum 
Through  all  the  printless  ways  of  upper  air. 
When,  with  thy  spirit  burning  in  his  breast. 
His  haughty  wing  essay'd  the  deep  serene. 
Thou  didst  in  mercy  seal  his  earthly  orbs, 
But  fit  for  earth,  whose  feeble  sense  had  qnail*d. 
And  wither'd  into  naught,  before  the  gloiy 
That  from  the  Throne  outleape  like  myriad  suna. 
What  mortal  eye  might  see  the  cherubim 
Clash  their  eternal  arms  in  angry  fight. 
When,  from  the  comers  of  tumultuous  heaven, 
The  shining  band,  with  all  their  glory  on, 
Rush'd  'gainst  the  swarthy  fiend,  as  Morning  buris 
Its  glittering  lances  on  the  shield  of  Night ! 
What  mortal  eye  might  pierce  the  black  profound. 
Where  fell  the  routed  rebels,  host  on  host. 
Rolling  with  batter'd  arms  and  sullied  plumes 
Upon  a  slough  whose  fumes  benumb'd  like  death ! 

Come,  mighty  spirit !  point  for  me  a  path : 
My  mind  is  pausing,  like  a  restless  bird. 
With  outspread  wings,  and  eager  for  the  flight. 
Yet  doubtful  hangs  nor  knows  whatoourse  to  choose. 
Come,  Poesy  !  I  '11  woo  thee  like  a  lover ; 
I  ask  not  fame ;  hut  thee  alone  I  seek ; 
Thou  art  thy  own  reward,  exceeding  price. 
With  thee  I  '11  sit  and  amile  at  Envy's  sneei^— 
Smile  St  the  galling  love  of  pitying  fiiend% 
And  kiss  the  wrinkled  brow  of  Jealousy, 
So  thou  wilt  bless  me.    I  have  loved  thee  long ; 
My  memory  holds  no  niche  where  thou  art  nol^ 
Crown'd  with  perennial  laurel  by  my  hand. 
I  seek  thy  glory ;  let  me  Aide  and 
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Ay,    Irt  me  wither  like  a  riven  branch, 

So  thou  art  lifted,  thou  art  mafoiified, 

A  fill  thy  pure  beautiea  valued  at  their  worth. 

Tlu'n.  w  I  hear  thy  ever-iuneful  voice 

Hnll  to  the  future  in  a  (rathorini^  Hurse, 

Ktfiplentlont  danciiit;  on  the  van  of  time, 

I  'II  iihout  thy  praine  in  loud-ton  cued  jubilee, 

]Vor  ]Hiy  thee  half  I  owe.     In  thee  alone — 

In  thee  alone  I  live,  rrfininc  spirit ! 

For  thou  the  droopini;  nouI  of  droM  canat  purge, 

And  lift  the  bnrd  aliove  the  common  herd 

'J'hat  toil  and  trsiffic,  till  their  mental  eye 

(iroWA  dull  or  hiind,  for  want  of  hri(;hter  ok. 

Oh,  livini;  trifli'm!  while  the  ronrinix  waves 

Of  Hcafl  eternal  thunder  in  your  ear*. 

And  nhake  Time'ii  Khiftin?  ranilH  lieneath  your  feel, 

Kisini;  to  Rulf  ye — fKiune  nniid  your  gains! 

LiM^k  up  to  heaven,  and  dure  to  tell  your  loult 

'J'hirt  irt  the  deHtiny  which  (ton  onlainM. 

Oh,  frenzy  dire!  that  man  Hhould  liow  hit  mind 

To  lick  the  du«t,  and  connciouM  jiride  thence  gain. 

Dare  ye,  ye  {letty  thinffii,  ye  m>lemn  foolt. 
Who  shine,  like  i;|i>w-worniK.  when  all  clfie  ia  dark, 
Dut  fade  to  reptiles  when  the  nii>rn  ap|)ear^~ 
Dure  ye  the  i>oet  worn,  or  !iy  him  pan. 
As  he  were  noteleiw  mid  your  brother  wormal 
Dare  ye  unfold  his  Umk  with  lisitleM  handa, 
And  trifle  o'er  the  pa^t*.  to  wile  an  hour? 
Oh,  dare  ye  dim  the  link*  of  that  hricht  chain 
WluMe  hishertt  term  hut  endx  in  (ion  hitnaetf ! 
And,  worse  than  all.  diire  ve.  the  cifled  few 
I)y  nature  pure,  turn  faithlew.  and  drai;  down 
Your  furli'd  plumen,  to  trail  them  in  the  mire — 
I>t'h;i>=e  your  calling — more  than  all  conduce 
'J'o  hrinij  reproach  upon  your  mystery  ! 
Ve  pricHts  i>f  Time,  ye  f  leaven-anointed  barda, 
Summoned  on  earth  to  luns  to  urve.  to  drive 
Ki-lnctunt  man  aloni;  the  narrow  ]),tth — 
<  )h.  can  ye  miimle  with  the  inenner  throng, 
And  waKte  your  clory  in  nei*Iecl  f  or,  wune. 
Can  \e  add  lustre  to  the  tempiiiit;  'ina 
'J'li:it.  like  a  wantiurs  uriiis.  enijinl  our  race— 
(iiMiiiK  the  Mliniy  jmmiU  of  nU'lh  and  i;uill 
With  brialitness  f^tT  u  nuMer  u^e  lie»towM ! 
Ve  sin  in  knowiedire.  tint]  ye  kni>w  the  diKim; 
Ve  need  no  tutor.     Hell,  witli  ImIIhw  j.iws, 
Oa|H>s  witle  l»«'fi>re  you  ,  niK-n-eyeil  ye  plunise— 
Knowinc  the  iH'tter  puth.  \e  rltiHiM*  the  wur»t. 

Hii'jht  ]Wi«y  !  *tis  nut  a'^nc  tli\  ta->k 
T<i  s;uictifv  the  fornis  thiit  di-rk  our  ejrth; 
Ti)  leiiti  a  Miul  tt>  thinnH  nil  iifele<'>i  eli<4> ; 
Or  til  interpret  for  mankind  tlie  sijiix 
.**5w!i!iiilic.  yet  unMie:iiiini:  luit  fur  thee — 
The  (iiNl-urit  hieniu'lx  ph-*,  lh;it  leltiT  e;irth 
In  evrry  shii|H'  whit-h  eh  am:  in-;  N. it  ore  Likes, 
Aiiil  \\.i\v  si-.'niJiiMMi-i'.  in*lruitmi:  thii!«r 
On  x\honi  thv  ruite  ihiti.itur}'  till^. 
!S'i».  iiDl  a'«»ne  aiisid  ihe  word  of  -mm]-^ 
^<^Ill)u!dst  tliiiU  Vii|ui:tuou4  pick  thy  dainty  wav : 
The  wiii<;i-d  one,  whi»M*  l^irt'iri'^lit  i<  the  -k* , 
Mn'^t  ii>)t  I'lifi'ViT  ciill  the  HWi-eti  of  carlh. 
There  is*  a  re:i!in  win* re  e.enrtMii  eye*  ne*i»r  irare, 
t'lrrled  with  S4uuiilrt  whieh  M'ii«ti.i]  rarx  ne'er  hear, 
IVopled    with    ftirniii    th.it    i<!innk    from    fiiie«»t 
Couih — 


I 


I 
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Realm  of  idea,  of  mind,  of 

Toward  which  we  ever 

More  ml  than  all  we 

Of  the  mere  ahowv  whirh  fill  this 

Pre-«lei>tiird  man  Bhall  dwell  vImwiiT. 

Material  life  is  short,  tboagh  ■Crrtch'd  %»  dora 

Hut  the  loHK  mom  of  hft  afiifiliul 

Knds  but  with  (inn.     O  9ptrit ! 

Thv  vouthful  winea;  for  lo  IhT 

All  mental  |K>wrni, all  plaatir  Ihou^fai 

Marikind  and  matter  to  created  iarmm. 

Are  manifest.     If  *ti8  perminad.  fhitfafff 

Thy  votnrk-  bear;  for  I  am  one 

Haa  nst  the  dust  of  earth  from  e0t  ito  fi 

Nor  in  thi^  worUI  have  wish  to  eompmm 

Save  thee  to  cherish  and  eialt  far  bma. 

Ah  no!  u|)on  the  future  rrsC  mine  eyes; 

And  shadowy  hopes,  beyond  the  niyalir 

Heck  on  and  smile,  and  lure  me  irnlly  oc . 

Ami  }ioint  to  thoughts  unreal im]  on 

To  veaminsra  dim.  but  aeen  br  Faith's 

Ti>  vast  iileas,  the  eaitle  brood  of  mind, 

'I'hat  lieat  their  sensual  harm,  and  ftcrrv^ 

As  there  existent,  with  full  power  and 

To  act  their  parts,  unvex'd  by  8lamhba«  trsj 

That  dull-eyed  airent  of  the  pcMoa'd  an«L 

*Tis  not  fi>r  naught  we  sufler  what  we  irr 
'Tis  not  fir  nnuisht  we  battle.  «lav  hw  dav. 
Willi  f^lM-hiNHlsi  wliose  f.^ul  lourh 
'T  ii*  not  for  naueht  that  in  this  empiv  nkew. 
This  mummery  of  life,  wp  fricn  a  par^ 
Or  lH>ar  the  snecra  and  sen  A  nf  he»dh^  mm 

0  hnither  hanls !     This  earth  is  Dot  t 
And  all  the  loud  acrlaims  of  listeainy 
Hut  move  the  blood,  or  please  the 
Not  sjitisfy  the  soul,    whose  rushiac  lads^ 
At  the  t'lrst  swelhnc  into  nothinnneas 
Swre|Ni  the  faint  vr«tiirps  of  those  wha 
I'lM.n  the  lirink.  and  wondered  at  iia 
The  world  of  spirits  ia  the  poet's 
There  may  his  nsture  first  he  u 
Veo.  Iiy  the  souls  who  now  no 
('i.iim  or  cimfesn.     Or  haply,  if  tha 
Like  a  contiision.  cling  them  e'en  ■ 
And  dim  their  eyes;  yet  are  there 
Let  me  not  doubt  it ! — who  may  eirrle  ■& 
And.  with  comrenial  thoughts 
The  thiri*tmi;  \<nd  of  love  wiihm  as  ftiL 

The  |MH't  cea«ed  ;  and  down  the 

1  hiMfii  his  fi^iitfall  faint  and  fainli 
I  turn'.!  nie  home ;  yet  all  the  waj.  thai 

\ni!  In-olranjesong  |ierp'ei'd  my 
I  pii*tiireil  hiin  a  home,  and  rank,  and 
A  ::i'iii!e,  loiinit  wife,  and  rhildren 
K.ii.ie.  and  all  elsr  whirh  man  on 
A  If]  o^er  llieiH*  I  tprrad  the  nirae  of 
A :  i!  1%  ilher'd  them  lo  naiuht !     What 
Wh.it  nM'kne^-  |iast  al! cure,  what 
'J*i..it  i-oriie,  like  )«rffi!ar«  pale,  rrbaf 
At  the  ell  Med  {Mirtals  of  elemify, 
Miiot  l.e  en>h]re  who  framed  that 
'I'll,  n  th.inkM  I  Heaven. and  bteaa'd 

0%K 

^^'h••.  Ml  my  keeping,  gave 
o  ohii'.d  friHn  jealuua  Time  mj 
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THE  NEW  ARGONAUTS. 


To-DAT  the  good  ship  sails, 

Across  the  sparkling  sea — 
To-<lay  the  northern  gales 

Are  blowing  swift  and  free ; 
Speed,  speed  her  distant  way, 

To  that  far  land  of  gold : 
A  richer  prize  we  seek  than  they, 

The  Argonauts  of  old  ! 

Who  goes  with  us  ?  who  quits  the  tiresome  shore, 

And  sails  where  Fortune  beckons  him  away; 
Where  in  that  marvellous  land,  in  virgin  ore, 

The  wealth  of  years  is  galhcr'd  in  a  day  1 
Here,  toil  and  trouble  are  our  ()ortion  still. 

And  still  with  want  our  weary  work  is  paid ; 
Slowly  the  shillings  drop  into  the  till, 

Small  are  the  profits  of  our  tedious  trade ; 
There,  Nature  proffers  with  unstinted  hands. 

The  countless  wealth  the  wide  domain  confines, 
Sprinkles  the  mountain-streams  with  golden  sands. 

And  calls  the  adventurer  to  exhaustless  mines. 
Come,  then,  with  us !  what  are  the  charms  of  home. 

What  are  the  ties  of  friends  or  kindred  worth  1 
Thither,  oh  thither,  let  our  footsteps  roam — 

There  is  the  Eden  of  our  fallen  earth ! 

Well  do  we  hold  the  fee  of  those  broad  lands 
Wrested  from  feebler  hands, 

I3y  our  own  sword  and  spear ; 
Well  may  the  weeping  widow  be  consoled. 
And  orphan*d  hearts  their  ceaseless  grief  withhold ; 

Well  have  our  brothers  shed  their  life-blood  here. 

Say,  could  we  purchase  at  a  price  too  dear, 
These  boundless  acres  of  uncounted  gold  ? 

Come,  then  !  it  is  to-day, 

To-day  the  go<x]  ship  sails. 
And  swifl  upon  her  way 

Blow  out  the  northern  gales. 
A  twelvemonth  more,  and  we 

Our  homeward  course  shall  hold. 
With  richer  freight  within  tlian  theirs, 

The  Argonauts  of  old  ! 

Alas !  for  honest  labour  from  honest  ends  averted ; 
Alas !  for  firesides  left,  and  happy  homes  deserted. 


The  principal  literary  compositioni  of  Mr.  But- 
ler are  a  class-puem  entitled  "  The  Future,"  pub- 
lished in  1846  ;  and  occasional  contributions  to  the 
•»  Democratic  Review"  and  the  "  Literary  World." 
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a  lively  fancy,  and  a  style  natural  and  flexible, 
abounding  in  felicities  of  expression.  In  general 
he  writes  hastily,  and  finishes  a  piece  at  a  sit- 
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Brightly  the  bubble  glitters ;  bright  in  the  distance 

The  land  of  promise  gleams ; 
But  ah,  the  phantom  fortunes  of  existence 
Live  but  in  d  reams ! 
Behold  the  end  afar : 

Beyond  the  bright,  deceptive  cloud, 
Beneath  what  dim,  malignant  star, 

Sails  on  the  eager  crowd ! 
Some  in  mid-ocean  lie — 

Some  gain  the  wish'd-for  shore. 
And  grasp  the  golden  ore,  [die ! 

But  sicken  as  they  grasp,  and  where  they  sicken. 
There  have  they  found  beside  the  mountain  streams. 
On  desolate  crags  where  the  wild  eagle  screams, 
In  dark  ravines  where  western  forests  wave- 
Gold,  and  a  grave ! 
Some  for  the  spendthrift's  eager  touch, 

Some  for  the  miser's  hoarded  store. 
Some  for  the  robber's  grasp,  the  murderer's  dutch, 
Heap  up  the  precious  ore,      [wither'd  core ! 
Dear  bought  with  life's  lost  strength,  and  the  heart's 

Oh,  cursed  love  of  gold ! 
Age  follows  age. 
And  still  the  world's  slow  records  are  unrull'd, 
Page  after  page ; 
And  the  same  tale  is  told — 
The  same  unholy  deeds,  the  same  sad  scenes  unfold ! 
Where  the  assassin's  knife  is  sharpen'd. 

In  the  dark ; 
Where  lies  the  murder'd  man  in  the  midnight, 

Cold  and  stark ; 
Where  the  slave  groans  and  quivers  onder 

The  driver's  lash ; 
Where  the  keen-eyed  son  of  trade  is  bartering 

Honour  for  cash ; 
Where  the  sons  wish  the  fathers  dead,  of  their  wealth 

To  be  partakers ; 
Where  the  maiden  of  sixteen  weds  the  old  man 

For  his  acres ; 
Where  the  gambler  stakes  his  all  on  the  last  throw 

Of  the  dice ; 
Where  the  statesman  for  his  country  and  its  glory 
*    Sets  a  price  I 
There  are  thy  altars  rear*d,  thy  trophies  told. 
Oh,  cursed  love  of  gold ! 
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THE  INCOGNITA  OF  RAPHAEL.' 


Oh.  fit « 

I  Ph.  htpfij  « 
Thr  ri|4urf  itM  Aa  ftimtm-wm^t^ 

The  kiiHlied  npluiT  of  lb*  b«aM  T 


A  llily  in  hir  joulUill  blooin. 
Fain-r  fur  thu !  no  ^adowi  cut 

Their  blight  upon  her  perfecl  lol; 
Whatr'et  her  future,  or  her  pB>l. 

Ill  Uiii  bright  Taoment  matten  not. 
No  rerrmt  of  her  ha^h  dencen 


Thrr 


"«  colon™  blent 
drithteaa  hma ! 


Enouiih  thil  Jlirij 

To  giTO  her  fcatu 
T<*H  hia  inoi tiling liuu)  Ihml  let 

The  crown  of  brant;  Ott  her  hrow; 
Slill  live*  it!  eirlter  Tadionre  jrrt, 

Ti»  not  Ihe  «»t«.y  thai  Elowa 

In  all  Ihe  raiit  UiriiiiV  H^ce; 
Kof  yel  the  holy,  calm  re^Kwc, 

He  jiaiuted  an  the  Vir^in'a  face. 
Le«  -of  ihe  liMTeiu,  and  mm  -of  wtt^ 

I'hcre  lurk  witliin  ihi'ne  e«rne«t  ryea, 
Thr  punioni  ihnt  have  liail  their  birth. 

And  gMWIk  beneath  llRlian  aliiH. 
What  mortal  thought*,  and  carre.  and  dreama, 

What  itopte,  anil  feura.  and  lonitii'g*  fU 
Where  tkllf  tlir  fuldeJ  veil,  or  glraina 

The  golden  necUaco  on  her  breiut. 
U'hat  mockery  oC  the  puintpd  glow 

!M«y  nhade  the  ■acrrl  Mill  within ; 
What  grirra  from  j»M\tin'a  orerSuw. 

M  hut  Mhaine  thai  fallowi  after  ab ! 
V'cl  ealni  a*  twaven'a  wrenrBl  ileep* 

Are  IhoHc  |iurr  cyem  liiine  glancnpure; 
Anil  queenly  if  Oiv  mUW  klie  keeiM, 

In  iK'autt'a  lofty  Irutt  aerure. 
AnJ  who  linn  iilray'd,  Inr  ha|i)iy  chance, 

Thruu^h  all  Iliinw  Kiaiid  and  pictureil  hatia, 
?ior  Irlt  the  inaiiie  ul  her  glaiiee. 

At  when  i  voire  of  niui-ii:  calla! 


.Not 


I  ohlU  I  foiK< 
a  the  Hlnwiii 


TlH-  light 

1  m:irk'il  the  raalrhlma  rdoura  wrrathcJ 
w  the  )>«rlea  chark, 


i*  the  p>el>7  ^^  ■>• 

clear.  unUlrriB*  tmm,  am*  •■■ 

're  i;enile>t  Ihouaht*  and  matdt,  m 


I  Driighlinc  •« 
'  IleoreainD' 
Linking  ■■  XahDc  wA  fc 


ing  garUnda  in  lh(  pvi^  rf  tt.qtf 


I-he  end  ..f  alnfe,  Uir 

goal  or  d*MMT 

ll„(h  lhen>e  of  mrmorj  mad  h^a*ri 
rHuiini:  ill  fa-ne  with  grnia  of  ut^s 
In  rioaliian  aong*  and  legeikJa  at  tt> 

n  b.U«U  braalUai  ■> 
Nooriali  d  H  kNC  haft 

7»Sa 

lilheyknOwhUmMHaHtflW* 


id  |.U 


hH  ■ 


pHrt  »(  Ihril 
III    hia   clear,  thought,  with     ni^av    ham 
I  iqitnn'd. 

Ill  riujr  thr  cia.llr  in  Uia  din  Iwil^hl; 
IliH  jiUiiiivr  outra  kiw  bmibea  A*  aarfaaiH 

W  lib  irodar  uumuN  ia  lb  Mr  of  «a^ 
-|-he  killaide  awnn.  iW  m^  m  iW  H^an 
I      L'^ri    hi>  Jilliaa  ihro^  Aa  tai.aM*  4at . 
And  Ihr  tout  haatar  n ijm  Alpi« i  ^^a^ 

Krnlla  hia  ballad*  by  uoia  tmm  ^wj. 

■       Of  all  III. ii  '■    of  all  ).J     ^'.-,    ...  L^iM. 


>  thr  I 


'   Out  of  the  Jr)itha  of  fc 


Hi..-  thr  orb  of  aang.  ■nnrlj  ki^« 
S    iah.>liLfciy.llllll**fci^rf^^ 


BAYARD   TAYLOR. 


[Born,  1.835.  ] 


Batard  Tatlor  wm  bom  on  the  eleventh  of 
January,  1825,  at  Kennet  Square,  near  the  Bran- 
dy wine,  in  Pennsylvania,  and  in  that  rural  and  clat- 
ncal  region  he  lived  until  his  departure  for  Europe 
in  the  summer  of  1844.  Having  passed  two  years 
in  Great  Britain,  Switzerland,  Germany,  Italy,  and 
France,  he  returned  to  the  United  States,  and  after 
publishing  an  account  of  his  travels,  under  the  title 
of  **  Views  a-Foot,"  he  settled  in  New  York,  where 
he  has  since  been  occupied  as  one  of  the  editors  of 
«'  The  Tribune,"  a  journal  which  has  derived  much 
advantage  from  his  fine  taste  in  Literature  and  large 
knowledge  of  affairs. 

Though  not  egotistical,  there  is  scarcely  an  au- 
thor more  easily  detected  in  his  works.  And  this 
is  not  from  any  of  those  tricks  of  style  in  which 
alone  consists  the  individuality  of  so  many  ;  but 
his  sincere,  frank,  and  enthusiastic  spirit,  grateful 
while  aspiring,  calm  while  struggling,  and  humble 
while  attaining ;  and  his  life,  which  moves  in  order 
in  the  crowd  and  jar  of  society,  in  the  solitude  where 
Nature  is  seen  with  reverence,  "up  heights  of 
rough  ascent,"  and  over  streams  and  chasms,  by 
shapely  ways  constructed  by  his  will  and  knowl- 
ediie.  We  do  not  remember  any  book  of  travels 
in  which  an  author  appears  altogether  so  amiable 
and  interesting  as  he  in  his  "  Views  a-Foot"  He 
always  lingers  in  the  background,  or  steps  forward 
modestly  but  to  solicit  more  earnestly  our  admira- 
tion for  what  has  kindled  his  own :  but  undesign- 
edly, or  against  his  design  even,  he  continually 
engrosses  our  interest,  as  if  he  were  the  hero  of  a 
novel ;  and  as  we  pass  from  scene  to  scene  with 
him,  we  think  of  the  truth  and  poetry  of  each  only 
to  sympathize  in  his  surjirise,  and  joy,  and  wonder. 

Batard  Tatloh's  first  move  in  literature  was 
a  small  volume  of  poems,  of  which  the  longest,  and 
the  longest  he  has  yet  published,  was  upon  an  in- 
cident in  Spanish  history.  This  was  written  when 
he  was  about  eighteen  years  of  age,  and  my  ac- 
quaintance with  him  commenced  when  he  arrived 
in  the  city  wilh  his  manuscripts.  We  read  **Xi- 
roena"  together ;  and,  while  negotiations  were  in 
progress  fur  its  publication,  discussed  the  subject 
of  Americanism  in  letters.  I  urged  upon  his  con- 
sideration the  themes  I  thought  best  adapted  to 
the  development  and  illustration  of  his  genius. 

Here  was  a  young  author,  born  and  nurtured  in 
one  of  the  most  characteristic  and  beautiful  of  our 
rural  districts,  so  removed  from  the  associations 
that  vitiate  the  national  feeling  and  manner,  and 
altogether  of  a  growth  so  indigenous,  that  he  was 
one  of  the  fittest  types  of  our  people,  selecting  the 
materials  for  his  first  production  from  scenes  and 
actions  which  are  more  picturesque,  more  roman- 
tic, or  in  any  way  more  suitable  for  the  purposes 
of  art,  only  as  they  have  been  made  so  by  art,  and 


are  seen  through  the  media  of  art,  in  preference  to 
the  fresh  valleys  and  mountains  and  forests,  and 
lakes  and  rivers  and  cataracts,  and  high  resolve, 
and  bold  adventure,  and  brave  endurance,  which 
have  more  distinctly  market),  and  varied,  and  en- 
nobled our  history  than  all  other  histories,  in  events 
crowding  so  fast  upon  each  other,  that  our  annals 
seem  but  a  rehearsal  of  all  that  had  been  before, 
with  years  for  centuries — divided  by  the  Declara- 
tion of  Independence,  which  is  our  gospel — beyond 
which  the  colonies  are  ancient  nations,  and  this 
side  of  which  our  states  have  swept,  with  steam- 
boats, and  railroads,  and  telegraphs,  the  whole 
breadth  of  Time ;  and  ere  the  startled  empires  are 
aware,  are  standing  before  them  all,  beckoning 
them  to  the  last  and  best  condition,  which  is  the 
fulfilment  of  farthest-reaching  prophecy.     In  such 
a  choice,  he  had  not  only  to  enter  into  a  competi- 
tion with  the  gn^eatest  geniuses  of  the  countries 
and  ages  he  invaded,  but,  worse  than  this,  to  be  a 
parasite  of  their  inspiratitm,  or  to  animate  old  forms, 
disciplined  to  a  mere  routine,  with  the  new  life  to 
which  he  was  bom — sacrificing  altogether  his  na- 
tive strength,  or  attempting  its  exhibition  in  fetters. 
Genius  creates,  but  not  like  the  Divine  energy, 
from  nothing.     Genius  creates  from  knowledge ; 
and  the  fullness  of  knowledge  necessary  to  its  uses 
can  be  acquired,  not  from  any  second-hand  glimpses 
through  books,  or  pictures,  or  discourse,  but  from 
experience  in  the  midst  of  its  subjects,  the  respira- 
tion of  their  atmosphere,  a  daily  contact  with  their 
forms,  and  a  constant  sympathy  with  their  nature. 
This  pervading  intelligence  gives  no  transient  tone 
to  the  feelings,  but  enters  into  the  essence  of  char- 
acter, and  becomes  a  part  of  life.     He  who  would 
set  aside  the  spirit  of  his  age  and  country,  to  take 
upon  himself  another  being,  must  approach  his 
task  with  extraordinary  powers  and  an  indomita- 
ble will,  or  he  will  fiiil  utteriy.     It  is  undoubtedly 
true  that,  to  be  American,  it  is  not  needful  in  all 
cases  to  select  subjects  which  are  so  geographically ; 
but  thb  admission  does  not  justify  an  indiscrimi- 
nate use  of  foreign  life,  or  a  reckless  invasion  or 
assumption  of  foreign  sentiment    There  must  be 
some  relationship  of  condition  and  aspiration.    Of 
all  writers  who  have  yet  written,  Miltom  was  the 
most  American.     All  the  works  of  GaAHirtiro 
embrace  less  that  is  national  to  us  than  a  page 
of  the  "  Defence  of  the  People  of  England  ;"  and 
a  library  larger  than  that  which  was  at  Alexan- 
dria, of  such  books  as  Iryixo's,  would  not  con- 
tain as  much  Americanism  as  a  paragraph  of  the 
**  Areopagitica."     But  the  Genius  of  America  was 
bom  in  England,  and  his  strength  was  put  forth  in 
those  conflicts  of  the  commonwealth  which  ended 
in  the  exile  of  the  young  Hercules..    During  the 

Cromwellian  era,  England  offers  almost  as  ap« 

611 


613 


BAYARD    TATLOX. 


prnpriile  ■  CivUl  fiir  lllunlralion  W  i\k  Anxrican 
lis  Mawarhu-^-Iti  iiniirr  IIiTfHi^inv.  nri'iil  in 
th(  Hvriisi>riiii  iif  niilurp,  whii-h  i>liuul<l  riilrr  inlo 
Ihc  cnni|K»ili.iii»  .if  art.  Sol  mt  S|iiin  nr  Ruwia, 
*t  ilir  rxlR'niri  of  EiuoH,  witbonl  afflulltn  iriib 
rarh  otW  or  wild  ui.  Then  a  mjrlitlb  in  ibe 
lifr  oriinlnrp,  nr  jBut  •«  pn'M'iil  iirfulurp,  ofriihGr 
dF  thpsp  nulii'iis  wiili  wliii'h  Iht  Ami'iit-Bn  ran 
havp  Any  rpiil  ■ytiiialliy  ;  am)  fiir  an  Amrrican  >u- 
llinr,  whiH'  limrt  kfi'|H  tinii:  willi  hk  coWHt'k 
In  alteaijil  Ihi-  illualralimi  of  any  tikaneUttna 
ciOiiT.  wliilp  biHuwn  JoiuiiD.iaTiiHmiUiiBHtg- 
ltalinnaiid  aiat(!ria],lki<H'n>iir.i>-a  thin|«um^ 

KtBiiiliiii;.  til  a  rpmotc  aoJ  Aniofrj  inliqiiitf ,  Bki 
that  uf  K^v|il,  nr  la  jtueh  •  iltrkncw  u  fliifrlg^ 

Mftini.irlVnj,"ruuriiwiifuiilinciil!irfuifiMb.l 
iU»rmdy.  Ilir  raw  i"  ililliTi^rit :   wc  ape  aC  lilvny, 

rLUiii'ii\i I'llirr-.  lii'rauH-  itii'rc  i'  n-srvIi  nnTurJ 

^!^.  Tii'Lriii  liujijiilv  wrnt  aliriKul  jii«l  alWr  'lip 
poI'liiMlum  i>r!ii~  pliin  (J  [hi  >ii'ira  Mnrrna,  ami 
thaii^Hi  ]i>'  hiut  Dx'ii  Iravrll.-.)  Iml  lilllr  iii  );!■  iia> 
till'  i-iiuiiliy',  aiiil  Kiinipr.  ~  acvii  wilh  a  ■lulT  aiiJ 
kiia|mi'k,"  i>|ii-ii>-il  all  hiT  Qatti  Ufun-  liiiu  nith 
rin-uiiii>taiiri'»  ti>  jinaliuT  llir  iiuut  viiiil  ami  |iri>- 

Biii[  111-  Ml  ill  li-imili  llir  Irulh  wliirh  itii^ilii 


lail  n 


atuii 


.  »ra 


ilalilT  aih)  ■o.-Bi^i*    *>ri 


iiillu'nrv  ^r  III 
111  hu  niuntnr  anJ   hu   a^r   ar* 
rar.  nl.  .,,.,1  i^hat  TiJMaia.w^ 
.■I.IIa;i,.,!..»nJ„ih«P,-nA- 


anrt-  ..f  hi-  ~  Kill  i 
diiHi'^iil  in  a  -(Hnl  anJ  cijiri 
rlit  11,111  W..11I1)  .d'riir  miI'Iihw  ii 
il  u  ailiirrHTiL  III*  iii*>im  > 
ihr  Kt>ii,i«!i  |jiisuai(E  II  ]«rlj 
LiiH,'M-r.iu»>ii,t'(ifhwii 


H'll  hiTi'.  llial 


fur  laiu  till-  tl•>lil-^(  laml  tvt  thr  i 
en  llii'  -jllii-ii'lii',  wa>  ihai  in  wlikh  he  nu  iHim. 
Thi'  r-i>.'>-«  of  ai'iiiiK  an.l  Die  m-nnl'  iif  lii.h>ry 
Hull  kiriilU-  llir  l',iii>-y  aiiil  gi^v  ai'tivily  in  lUv  iiii- 
nijiiialiuii,   IjuI   iIii'V   catiuiit   riHwe   tlw   jiaMiuiiK,   | 


D.'a.l  10  il,c  I.1WIU:."  a  lyrir  ^McCte  » 
tiirh-al  rnuii  Ihr  lUy  on  sturti  11  bni  *ar!' 
I>ru<-uil>,  anil  shirk   br   n-{mJu.Tii   1«  ■-■ 


V  HKlil  IKM  IX  THE  .\ORrH. 


SrmI  .ill  l)>t  v.ui.h  I.>  .-w.'i'ji  Ilii-  hu 

Aim]  h..«[         .  .     f.>r. 

Aii<[  l>.ii.^  l!«   Imiji^.t-.  irJ  j»J  i-M 

Aiiaiu-lUu  .-!ii.I.Ii.f  .-Mfv  .l4u: 
Por  nhat  hair  I  M  ild  Hilli  iiinrn, 

i  Ir  ><iiinini'r''>  uNuy  in  ihr  vain— 
U'illi  Ihr  lilitiir  niij  of  f.in->1-lu>rii, 

I  )r  iHi-kiitutiK  '/b-atn  of  uxiwr  hi! 
An  TUMI    11..I  ^.iiir.  ill  wli.nr  Hup  <- 


\Vl.i.-h  y.-l  .hiil:  |Kivr  il>  •JiaJ<>wi 

But  ilowii  IUI  ■I'lrilH  iiialr*  uf  ubui 

I'hy  l.nr  >h.iU  I-Iuhmmh  aiirriiiur 


Anil  nrvum.irr  fhali  hallliny  (>•»■ 

1'hrif  •uii'iiiii  triumph  ihiuiitl  tc» 
Nor  iiinniiiiff  rrin;.f  ihr  n 

Nor  MiiiM-l  nii>h  the  h.-.. , 

Bui  .\ii:lii  aii.|  U'intrr  fill  lb*  Ay 

Ami  lo*l  i.]ih  Am  (^  AiTttiBf  m 
Till  rnrr  put  dkM  hnr^  I7 

Chiim-i  wijiirr  with  my  a«n  dofav 

Tho  Iraiirn  twilieht.  rnk]  am]  lai«. 

It  .|..»Iv  <.'litinj  u>i  Ihr  wan; 
N.>  waiilrri..;;  H.^0  awakr.  a  «iw 

til  naknl  l»ui:k«.  alwT»  thr  fiBT*. 
Thi-  Ctm-ii  air  i*  •ti'l  an>l  ilsrfc  ; 

Thi-  nimil>  ranh  Ii™  in  icw  ml ; 


I,if..-* 

l-tkr 

nVt  ort.  .hall  «rh«.t  M  mmt 

Alv  .| 

.)k>  a  winiiT  Axn. 

in« 

a  .lar  L.  luhl  iu  ft**. 

^,^ 

•mil 

r.N'itht!  ihyiHM..«ifa« 

.-  -poil  and  r.*m  hm; 

Tlii- 1 

kI  n 

.1  n-iuirn  br  th>  tM. 
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EL  CANALO.* 


Now  saddle  El  Canalo ! — ^the  freshening  wind  of 

mom 
Down  in  the  flowery  Tega  is  stirring  through  the 

corn ; 
The  thin  smoke  of  the  ranches  grows  red  with 

coming  day, 
And  the  steed's  impatient  stamping  is  eager  for  the 

way! 

My  glo88y-limh*d  Canalo,  thy  neck  is  canred  in 
pride, 

Thy  slender  ears  pricVd  forward,  thy  nostril  strain- 
ing wide , 

And  as  thy  quick  neigh  greets  me,  and  I  catch 
thee  by  the  mane, 

I  'm  ofi*  with  the  winds  of  morning — the  chieftain 
of  the  plain  I 

I  feel  the  swift  air  whirring,  and  see  along  our 
track, 

From  the  flinty-paved  sierra,  the  sparks  go  stream- 
ing back ; 

And  I  clutch  my  rifle  closer,  as  we  sweep  the  dark 
defile. 

Where  the  red  guerilla  watches  for  many  a  lonely 
mile. 

They  reach  not  El  Canalo ;  with  the  swiftness  of 
a  dream 

We've  passM  the  bleak  Nevada,  and  Tule's  icy 
stream ; 

But  where,  on  sweeping  gallop,  my  bullet  back- 
ward sped, 

The  keen-eyed  mountain  vultures  will  circle  o'er 
the  dead ! 

On !  on,  my  brave  Canalo !  we  've  dash'd  the  sand 

and  snow 
From  peaks  upholding  heaven,  from  deserts  far 

below — 
We've  thunder'd  through  the  forest,  while  the 

crackling  branches  rang, 
And  trooping  elks,  aftVighted,  from  lair  and  covert 

sprang ! 

We  've  swum  the  swollen  torrent,  we  've  distanced 

in  the  race 
The  baying  wolves  of  Pinos,  that  panted  with  the 

chase ; 
And  still  thy  mane  streams  backward,  at  eveiy 

thrilling  hound, 
And  still  thy  measured  hoof-stroke  beats  with  its 

morning  sound ! 

The  seaward  winds  are  wailing  through  Santa  Bar- 
bara's pines. 

And  like  a  shcathlcss  sabre,  the  far  Pacific  shines ; 

Hold  to  thy  speed,  my  arrow ! — at  nightfall  thou 
shalt  lave 

Thy  hot  and  smoking  haunches  beneath  his  silver 
wave ! 

My  head  upon  thy  shoulder,  along  the  sloping 
sand 

We  '11  sleep  as  trusty  brothers,  from  out  the  mount- 
ain land ; 

*  El  Cnnalo,  or  the  cinnnmon-coloured,  if  the  name  of 
the  choicest  breed  of  the  Califurnian  horse. 

65 


The  pines  will  sound  in  answer  to  the  surges  on 
the  shore, 

And  in  our  dreams,  Canalo^  we'll  make  the  jour- 
ney o'er ! 


THE  BISON-TRACK. 


Strikx  &e  tent !  the  sun  has  risen ;  not  a  cloud 

has  ribb'd  the  dawn. 
And  the  frosted  prairie  brightens  to  the  westward, 

far  and  wan : 
Prime  afivsh  the  trasty  rifle-— sharpen  well  the 

hunting-spear — 
For  the  frosen  sod  is  trembling,  and  a  noise  of 

hoofii  I  hear ! 

Fiercely  stamp  the  tether'd  horses,  as  they  snuff 
the  morning's 'fire. 

And  their  flashing  heads  are  tossing,  with  a  neigh 
of  keen  desire ; 

Strike  the  tent — the  saddles  wait  us !  let  the  bridle- 
reins  be  slack, 

For  the  prairie's  distant  thunder  has  betray'd  the 
bison's  track ! 

See!  a  dusky  line  approaches ;  hark!  the  onward- 
surging  roar. 

Like  the  din  of  wintiy  breakers  on  a  sounding  wall 
of  shore ! 

Dust  jand  sand  behind  them  whirling,  snort  the 
foremost  of  the  van. 

And  the  stubborn  horns  are  striking,  through  the 
crowded  caravan. 

Now  the  storm  is  down  upon  us — let  the  road- 
den'd  horses  go ! 

We  shall  ride  the  living  whirlwind,  though  a  hun- 
dred leagues  it  blow ! 

Though  the  surgy  manes  should  thicken,  and  the 
red  eyes'  angry  glare 

Lighten  round  us  as  we  gallop  through  the  sand 
and  rushing  air ! 

Myriad  hoofs  will  scar  the  prairie,  in  our  wild,  re- 
sistless race, 

And  a  sound,  like  mighty  waters,  thunder  down 
the  desert  space : 

Yet  the  rein  may  not  be  tighten'd,  nor  the  rider's 
eye  look  back — • 

Death  to  him  whose  speed  should  slacken,  on  the 
madden'd  bison's  track ! 

Now  the  trampling  herds  arc  threaded,  and  the 
chase  is  close  and  warm 

For  the  giant  bull  that  gallops  in  the  edges  of  the 
storm : 

Huri  your  lassoes  swift  and  feariess — swing  your 
rifles  as  we  run ! 

Ha !  the  dust  is  red  behind  him :  shout,  my  broth- 
ers, he  is  won ! 

Look  not  on  him  as  he  staggers — ^'tis  the  last  shot 

he  will  need ; 
More  shall  fidl,  among  his  fellows,  ore  we  nm  the 

bold  stampede — 
Ere  we  stem  the  swarthy  brMkera— whilo  Hub 

wolves,  a  hungry  pack. 
Howl  around  each  grim-eyed  oarciM^  on  th«  bloody 

bison-track ! 
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ODE  TO  SHELLEY. 

WiiT  vt  thou  (looil  ?    V\i*\n  the  hill*  once  more 

The  f;i)M<'ii  niiHt  of  \i-aiiiiii^  Autumn  lien; 
Tlie  k!o\v-|iuImh1  hillnwH  w:i»ih  aloni^  the  nhore. 

And  phaiitoin  irtlcM  nri>  fluatinf;  in  the  nkiei. 
Tht>y  wait  for  thi*e ;  a  apirit  in  the  iiand 

Hushi'is  ('X|H-('Uuii,  fur  thy  iin);erins  tread; 
The  li{;lit  wind  pantH  to  lit\  thy  trembling  hair ; 
Inward,  thr  Hileiit  land 

T.i«\<«  witii  its  iiiournful  woinIk — why  art  thou  dead, 
Vi'hon  Kurth  dfuiundri  that  thou  ahaltcall  her  fair ! 

Why  art  tlmi:  dead  ?  O  i^lorioufl  child  of  Hong, 

Who-**'  limthrr  Hpirit  ever  <lwi>IU  with  mine, 
Fcflint;,  twiii-4!iN)iiiM.  the  hurning  hate  of  Wrong, 

And  Hranty'H  worship,  dfuthletw  and  divine! 
Thou  art  afiir:  wilt  thou  itut  Muon  return. 

Tu  tell  nic  that  wliirli  thou  ha^t  never  told — 
To  K^anp  my  throhliiiii;  hiirid,  and  by  the  Ahoro 
Or  dewy  nioiint:iin-fern 

Pour  out  tliv  be:irt  a-*  to  a  friend  of  old. 
TeartuI  with  twili^iit  sorn)w  ?     Nevennore! 

M'hy  art  thou  ile;id  ?     My  yearn  are  full  of  pain. 

The  ]mn  hiililiiiie  of  tlmuuht  that  haa  no  Wiird ; 
And  Truth  and  Ueautv  mul;  within  inv  brain 

Diviner  miii-^h  thiin  men  have  ever  heard. 
Wert  thou  Imt  here,  tliini-  eye  nii^ht  read  the  i>trife, 

'I'he  Miieinn  burthen  t>f  immortal  Kon^ — 
And  hear  tlie  muMi\  t!iat  can  finil  no  lyre: 
For  thitu  bant  known  a  life 

Lonely,  amid  the  imh'Im'  mountain-throng — 
Wlitise  cloudy  snowM  roncealM  eternal  fire. 

I  eiuild  havf  tiiM  thee  all  the  nylvan  ji<y 

Of  trarkle'iK  wo>it]><;  the  nteadowa,  far  apart, 
AN'ithin  whosi»  friiL^rant  ^ranK.  a  lonely  l»oy, 

I  tlioii^iit  of  (fml;  the  truin|a>t  at  my  heart, 
AN  hi-nori!i'.e:ikiniiuutiiiiiiiroar'dtheiniilniL:ht<:tiirm. 

And  I  w;iri  biitiied  in  liiihinini;.  broad  anil  iiranJ  : 
Oh.  more  than  .ill,  uilli  lnw  and  Kacred  bnath 
And  torehe.iil  thisliiii;^  warm, 

I  woulil  h:i%e  Inl  ihee  tlirmi^li  tie  summer  !nnd 
Oi^  niv  vouiiL'  love,  .mil  i'a->t  n  v  dreani!«  of  Dealli. 

III  tliee.  immortal  bri>ther !  had  I  found 

That  voire  of  K.irth  fur  wliiih  my  spirit  pines — 
The  aufnl  s|K'e(-!i  ot    ({••ine'ri  M-pulr)ir»I  crouiiJ, 

The  duskv  livinii  tif  \  .i.  nEiibrosrH  iiiiiea. 
From  tliee.  the  noi^M*  ot  iH-i-.m  wouM  ha%'e  taken 

A  Krand  deli.iiiee  rouini  the  ini>%ele-^  Nhores 
And  \(N'al  urouii  tlie  iiHMiiil.iiirri  si!iMit  he.id. 
t'.ni^t  thovi  not  Mill  awaken, 

Hene.ith  tlie  luner.il  r\jiri"»i?      K.irth  impbires 
Tli\   prrM'iii-e  tor  her  •mi.i — why  art  thou  dead  f 

I  i!.»  liiit  ra^e  -   for  it  i-s  '-i-ttiT  thn*: 

Wi  rr  iiiiri*  thy  ^l.lrrv  luvirt  revi-iilM  to  mine. 
In  ih'-  twill  litr  \iliiih  would  ennrrle  u* 

M\  Hoiii  \ioiild  iMelt.  i!i\  vnirf  K*  Kwl  in  thii:e. 
HrttiT  t>i  iirixk  the  ii^imiv  ot' ih  mjlit 

Th.it  throiiifh  wr.ik  liuaian  lips  wiiiiid  niike  its 

w  .ly . 
Uy  lone  endiir.iiiiv.  awAx  ns  men  must  learn  : 
Tlo'  p.Mt's  •biitl  i4  fr.in::ht 

With  mi^htii'ot  *i|HTi-h.  uhen  loiii-lieot  the  div, 
Anil  fires  jre  bri  ;hi«ol  ilial  in  nuiliiiuhl  burn. 


ARIEL  IN  THE  CLOVEX  P*M: 


Now  the  frnatr  rt«rf  mre 
I  have  walched  tbem.  otM  l«r 
Faintinir  on  the  «horp«  of  6m 
Round  antl  full  the  t^anoi 
Walks  with  le^el  alep  lh« 
Throuch  his  veatiHule  of  Duv  ; 
While  the  wolvr*  that  ha«M 
Slink  tu  den«  and  ro«ert*  lual, 
(■uardet!  by  the  drmon  nwL 
Who,  la«t  ntirht.  vrith  n^v^inc 
Wheebfl  athwart  th^  ehi'K 
And,  with  eyr«  th.il  b'anklv 
On  mv  dir«ful  tormenl  -•••^* 


The  lark  i«  flirkerinsr  in  tbe  hcfcl 
Still  the  ni!;htin?«!r  d«>fh  «nc : 
All  the  iitie.  a'ivr  vriih  ?*pnnf« 
Lies,  a  jewel  of  d^lirht. 
On  the  blue  sea's  hravmc 
Niit  a  breath  fr'irn  **u\  tS^ 
Hut  M>me  balmv  amell  d<«lh  ht  i*f 
From  the  spn-utiii;  mvn!*'-*»o*K 
Or  from  meadow*  wi.)^.  thai  b* 
F:ir!i  a  {^een  anil  i!jn'inc  a^y. 
Pa  veil  with  yellitw  rv»««'ip-«taik 
('!iiiid-like,  rri««M«N!  by  r-aw^le 
nf  the  bloiimy  al'iiond  wit«»i«. 
And  lit.  like  hea«en.  with 
Of  the  Min  that  h«ri«s  Selw 
All  ill  life  that  I  ran  «|>t. 
To  the  f.irthe«l  i*ej  ariil  •kr. 
A  till  niv  i>wn  the  omIv  pain 
Within  this  ring  of  Tyrrbrne 


I 


In  the  misrlr !  and  rioien 
Wl.rre  th  il  hr'l-Nirn  hac<fi*l 
A!I  this  or^*  of  rlniid  eaa  thinr— ■ 
.-Ml  (hit  youth  in  Earth's  o\i 
Tin»!iii.:  With  the  Spnnc'a 
With  a  s'l.irysT  fonn^nf 
P-in^ii'".  Ill  «  lit    \pri'  nin« 
A  rill  A|inr<.  inn.  fmin  Thra'a  lay 
Fill  tliiir  Ml  k»  mth  honeTtfJ  ma 
But  the  ^lu.:i:ioh  bl.ioi)  whe  bnac« 
Til  the  t  iijh  Pii.e'a  hunirvd 
(*lii<«er  !is-k«  their  cruel  IkiUm 
t'-it<N'r  draM«  l!ie  ^*i't  bark 
R'liind  111}  pn^m.  luhtn 
S<i  when  Wn^ter.  wi'ii  anJ 
Vr\e«  w  ivi«  M'j.!  wn;hi*if  woUL 
Aiiil  « ith  innrk  « ij^tiir  nvatSMa  tW 
I  mu«t  feil  f\e  \:V  bat 
In  my  ri:irrow  ebit,  M 
Hy  tlii«  roar«e  ^n-l  alien 
!«  my  d.imty  e^^M'n'-e  wmcifv^l : 
Thi-  tine  st-ns*'  il.jf  er»i  hrliHigaJ 
To  nty  nnture.  riitfes  al  FaliK, 
Til!  the  h.i|pi»r  elvea  I  hair, 
\\'hi>  in  ni<v<rrit:hi  danctf«  f 
rndernealh  the  pjhnv 
Or  in  luht  aii!  twinkbrk^^ 
Fi>  low  fin  with  link  d 
To  the  ooean'a  vellaw 
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The  priinroee-bells  each  morning  ope 

In  their  cool,  deep  Ms  of  giafls; 

Violets  make  the  airs  that  pass 

Tell-tales  of  their  fragrant  slope. 

I  ran  sec  them  where  they  spring, 

Never  brushed  by  fairy  wing. 

All  those  comers  I  can  spy 

In  the  island's  solitude, 

Where  the  dew  is  never  dry, 

Nor  the  miser  bees  intrude. 

Cups  of  rarest  hue  are  there, 

Full  of  perfumed  wine  undrained — 

Mushroom  banquets,  ne'er  profaned, 

Canopied  by  maiden-hair. 

Pearls  I  see  upon  the  sands, 

Never  touched  by  other  hands, 

And  the  rainbow  bubbles  shine 

On  the  ridged  and  frothy  brine, 

Tenantless  of  voyager 

Till  they  burst  in  vacant  air. 

Oh  the  songs  that  sung  might  be 

And  the  mazy  dances  woven. 

Had  that  witch  ne'er  crossed  the  sea 

And  the  Pine  been  never  cloven ! 

Many  years  my  direst  pain 
Has  made  the  wave-rocked  isle  complain. 
Winds,  that  from  the  Cyclades 
Came,  to  rudle  with  foul  riot 
Round  its  sliore's  enchanted  quiet. 
Bore  my  waihngs  on  the  seas: 
Sorrowinp:  birds  in  autunm  went 
Through  the  world  with  my  lam^t. 
Still  the  bitter  fate  is  mine 
All  delight  uns'iand  to  see, 
Sn)arting  in  the  cloven  Pine 
While  I  wait  the  tardy  axe, 
Which,  perchance,  shall  set  me  free 
From  the  danmed  witch,  Sycorax. 


THE  CONTINENTS. 


HAT)  a  vision  in  that  solemn  hour. 

Last  of  the  year  sublime, 
fVhose  wave  sweeps  down  ward, with  itsdyingpower 

Rippling  the  shores  of  'I'ime  ! 
)n  the  bleak  margin  of  that  hoary  sea 

My  spirit  stood  alone, 
Valching  the  gleams  of  phantom  History 

Which  through  the  darkness  shone : 

^hen  when  the  bell  of  midnight,  ghostly  hands 

TolI'd  for  the  dead  year's  doom, 
saw  the  spirits  of  Earth's  ancient  lands 

Stand  up  amid  the  gloom  ! 
'he  crowned  deities,  whose  reign  beg^n 

In  tlie  forgotten  Past, 
Vhen  first  the  glad  world  gave  to  sovereign  Man 

Her  empires  green  and  vast 

'irst  queenly  Asia,  from  the  fallen  thrones 

Of  twice  three  thousand  years, 
'ame  with  the  wo  a  grieving  goddess  owns. 

Who  longs  for  mortal  tears, 
'he  dust  of  ruin  to  her  mantle  clung 

And  dimm'd  her  crown  of  gold, 


While  the  majestic  sorrowi  of  her  tongue 
From  Tyre  to  Indus  roli'd : 

"  Mourn  with  me,  sisters,  in  my  realm  of  wo. 

Whose  only  glory  streams 
From  its  lost  childhood,  like  the  arctic  glow 

Which  sunless  Winter  dreams ! 
In  the  red  desert  moulders  Babylon, 

And  the  wild  serpent's  hiss 
Echoes  in  Petra's  palaces  of  stone 

And  waste  Persepolis! 

"  Gone  are  the  deities  who  ruled  enshrined 

In  Elephanta's  caves, 
And  Brahma's  wailings  fill  the  odorous  wind 

That  stirs  Amboyna's  waves ! 
The  ancient  gods  amid  their  temples  fall. 

And  shapes  of  some  near  doom 
Trembling  and  waving  on  the  Future's  wall. 

More  fearful  make  my  gloom !" 

Then  from  her  seat,  amid  the  palms  embower*d 

That  shade  the  Lion-land, 
Swart  Africa  in  dusky  aspect  towcr'd — 

The  fetters  on  her  hand  ! 
Backward  she  saw,  from  out  her  drear  eclipse. 

The  mighty  Theban  years, 
And  the  deep  anguish  of  her  mournful  lips 

Interpreted  her  tears  : 

"  Wo  for  my  children,  whom  your  gyves  have  bound 

Through  centuries  of  toil ; 
The  bitter  wailings  of  whose  bondage  sound 

From  many  a  stranger-soil ! 
Leave  me  but  free,  though  the  eternal  sand 

Be  all  my  kingdom  now — 
Though  the  rude  splendours  of  Irarbaric  land 

But  mock  my  crownless  broW  !" 

There  was  a  sound,  like  sudden  trumpets  blown, 

A  ringing,  as  of  arms, 
When  Europe  rose,  a  stately  Amazon, 

Stern  in  her  mailed  charms. 
She  brooded  long  beneath  the  weary  bars 

That  chafed  her  soul  of  flame. 
And  like  a  seer,  who  reads  the  awful  stars, 

Her  words  prophetic  came : 

"  I  hear  new  sounds  along  the  ancient  shore, 

Whose  dull  old  monotone 
Of  tides,  that  broke  on  many  a  system  hoar, 

Wail'd  through  the  ages  lone ! 
I  sec  a  gleaming,  like  the  crimson  mom 

Beneath  a  stormy  sky, 
And  warning  throes,  my  bosom  long  has  borne. 

Proclaim  the  struggle  nigh !" 

O  radian t-brow'd,  the  latest  born  of  Time ! 

How  waned  thy  sisters  old 
Before  the  splendours  of  thine  eye  sublime, 

And  mien  erect  and  bold ! 
Pure,  as  the  winds  of  thine  own  forests  are, 

Thy  brow  beam'd  lofty  cheer, 
And  day's  bright  oriflamme,  the  morning  star, 

Flash'd  on  thy  lifted  spear. 

**  I  bear  no  weight,"  so  rang  thy  jubilant  Umn, 
**  Of  memories  weird  and  vast — 

No  crushing  heritage  of  iron  thrones, 
BequeathM  by  some  dead  Past ; 
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But  miu'hty  hoprs  that  IramM  to  tower  and  loar 

Fri>m  my  own  pcaki  of  «now ; 
WhoHC  prophocicii  in  wave  and  woodland  roar, 

When  Xho  free  tcmpcala  lilow  I 

♦•  Like  s|»octral  lainpfi,  that  burn  before  a  tomb, 

Till'  ancient  lifthtj*  expire; 
1  w;ive  :i  torcli,  that  lloiKls*  the  Icwening  gloom 

Willi  ev(>rI.tstinK  fire  I 
(.'nnvuM  with  my  eoiistellattnl  stars,  I  eland 

Desiilr  the  fuuniin^  !M^a, 
And  from  the  future,  with  u  vietor*s  hand, 

Chiiin  empire  for  the  free  !*' 


THE  riCJUT  OF  PASO  DEL  MAR. 

(rirsTT  and  raw  wa.*)  the  nmniing, 

A  tiv^  huiiij  over  the  wms. 
And  it.H  f^r.iy  Hkirts,  nillini;  inl.ind. 

Were  torn  l»y  the  moiinlniii  tree*; 
No  siMind  was  heanl.  but  the  dashing 

i  )f  \v:ive!*  on  the  siimly  h:ir, 
A\'lien  l*\HLn  of  San  Dii>i;o 

Kode  i)>)wn  to  tlie  Pa9«o  di-l  ^far. 

'l*he  (H*s<*Hdrir,  oat  in  liis  iihalIo|), 

(■athfrini;  his  hsirviM  imi  wit!f, 
Stvi*  tlie  dim  bulk  of  the  headlaml 

I<ooiii  oviT  the  wa^te  of  the  tid«' ; 
He  s<M^s,  like  ti  white  threat  I.  the  pathway 

Wind  round  on  tlie  ti-rrihle  w:dl. 
Where  the  fiint,  moviii;r  s|N'ck  of  the  rider 

Si-eiiis  lioviTing  eli>H»  to  its  fall  I 

Stout  Pari.o  of  San  Diei;o 

Kode  tliiwii  from  thf  hills  I>elund ; 
Wir!i  ihi>  Ih>||s  on  his  i^niy  nuile  tinlvlinc;, 

Hi'  >:i;ii;  through  the  ft:;  :iuii  t\iud. 
I'nilir  his  thri'k.  loisli-d  eyrSrows, 

'ri\iiikti'd  \]\-i  fve  like  n  star, 
Ariil  til  n-i-r  iji'  <.uii;.  ;i«*  thr  MM-x^iihls 

Dripvo  i'dIiI  on  tlie  P.i.-o  di  1  .M.ir. 

Ntiw  HKHNtL.  the  herdoiii.ni  of  <'i>rr.i!, 

H;id  ti'avfli'd  the  r>lii>ri'  -^I'li'i-  il.iwn, 
L<-:iviti>;  the  ranrhes  hrliiiiil  him — 

(iiiih!  rr.t-ini  h.id  he  ti  !■•'  ::>>iii'  7 
The  hloihl  w.is  ^lill  ri  il  i>ii  hi-  da^iirr. 

Tin-  fury  w.is  hi»l  in  liis  lir.iiii. 
All  1  thf  eMII.  dri\inL;  M*iid  nf  the  bfi-akers 

HiMt  tliii-k  iiu  liis  fonhi  ai!  in  \.iiri. 

With  !ii-  Miinket  wmppM  uhxiiuilv  round  hi:ii. 

H«'  iriiiuntrd  the  ili//\iiii;  ro.id, 
Ai.il  lh«-  fhasruM  and  -terpt  of  tlio  hi^n-ilaiid 

\\  rri'  ^llp|^■^y  aiid  wi't  a««  he  tfiKlr; 
W  I'd  xwi'pi  tin-  wiiiil  o(  the  tH*e:in 

K'llliiii;  till*  ti*:;  from  nt'ar. 
^^  hiMi  iii-ar  hii'i  a  !nu!e-!>t>!l  eame  tinkling;. 

Midway  on  ihe  I*.is«)  di*l  Mar! 

'•  Hark  '**  -.houii'd  Hi.iixil.  full  fiereelv. 

All.]  '•  1 1  Ilk!"  HhiMiti-d  I*(Hi.o.  ill  wrath; 
A«  hi«  iiiirr  halted,  startled  and  p>!iriiikwii$. 

<  hi  t'.i'  j  rri'i»ij*i  lifii-  oi'  the  piith. 
Till'  ri'.ir  ol   i!r*iiiiriri:;  •«urji*H 

r.i:iii-  uji  I'liuii  llif  hreakern'  honrw  war; 


•:♦ 


A  nd  ■*  Bark,  or  yoo  pehoh  f **  cned  BaAi  *i 
*•  I  turn  not  on  Paao  drl  M v  f 

The  irray  niuir  afood  firm  •■  fhr  htiTi 

Mr  rlutrh'd  at  ibr  jinghng 
When  PtBLo  mte  up  in  hi« 

A  till  smoti*  till  he  ilri*|>p*J  it 
A  wild  o:ith  iif  pawion  »vt*ire  Bia«*u 

And  l>r  iiiiiioh'd  hi«  dacjrr.  ab..  i*«i. 
Whilf  fiiTi-fly  «it<tul  P»»Lo  lean't!  fwwftr. 

And  t'xu^zht  o'er  hia  iruttT  mulr'a 

Tiny  fouisbt,  till  tlie  li^Ark  wafi  b*kw 
Shmie  ri-d  through  the  niMiT  bU«C: 

m 

Stiiut  PiHLo  thi-n  rfrork.  Iraninx 
The  hriiad  hreas^t  nf  Bib^al  al  'hL 

And.  frtii7ifd  wiih  pain,  ihr  cwsrl  b«r^ 
('■■•■M-d  rnuiid  bun  with  Irmi4r  ri 

And  j'-rk'd  hxin.  dc*pitr  •  f  hi* 
I)uwn  frmn  tfie  mule,  lu  hia 

They  urapplrd  with  iie4(|jeni^ 

On  the  iilip|ier\-  ii].ir  i»f  thr  wa'l. 
Thry  -wiivM  on  the  brink,  and  lotfrt^fr 

({(■el'il  itut  to  the  ru^h  of  the  faH  '. 
A  rry  of  the  «ikl(*«t  drath-aninii^ 

K.iiii;  flint  thruUkth  thr  mi*!  aisr. 
And  till-  riilfrlfM  ziiuir  wrnt  bM^rward 

From  tlje  light  of  the  Paao  del  Hmk  ! 


KT'BLEH  r 

A  «>)KT  or  THE  4*»TklAJi   DKfia? 


Thk  bl.irk-ered  ChikJrvn  of  the 
Thfir  floekii  t<i(;ether  at  the  art  of  aaa. 
The  tents  were  pitehM :  the  w 
Thfir  suppliant  neck**,  and  knelt  upon  t^  < 
The  huiitrrs  qujrter'd  by  the  kiDtLcd  £««• 
Tli«-  wild  IxLirt  iif  the  Tit;ri«  tiiev  had  kas 
And  all  tlie  -iir  and  Msund  of  r« 
Throiijh.iiit  till*  shamuur  rampL 
M.ife  it4  fall  burdt-n  t>f  dMilii«rd  debc^l 
Ai'rii<i<i  th«>  t1  ••.vi<ry  plain,  and  while,  a&r. 
Till-  oM<iw>i  lit   Ki>->rih«h  niniinlaina  in  i^ 
Fl  i-li'd  r-i'**'.!!!*  :iin!H>r,  Nirnr>>ttd*a 
!{  •<!•  '•nn  !  .-iih!  h!ark  .iirjin«t  the  b«! 
Th'-  -hi  !-i'.\*  I'l'i-;-*-?!*-!  and  the 
S;-.irsli[i_'  r'lrnij'!  \i"h't  rthrr  ;  ttor  h« 
(■'iMt'iirrM  ihi-  ruiidv  ram^vfirea  oa  tbe 
All'!  -!i.i;ii-H  nf  «ti'inl  ami  hi>r«rfnaii 
Thr  i!ii-ky  ti'  .to.  wfh  nh-uit  and  yi^itg 
All'!  Miij'i   iii-l  rr-'.!i'iii*  pranrin*. 
'J"-i  l.i'I.I  !!ii'  th  I'lj*.  will!."  eirrr 
III-  iiiiiii  'in.'  *|i<'ir  in  thi*  earth.  ai»J  Vi  ! 
']'i  t'ii-:'i!  ilif  hi>r«4*  he  htvi^I.     fn  oudil  of 
S;  >k!  s'..i  <i'ii>'ri\  ah.  whooa  theT  dami 
Tin*  lull  ••(  w*i:iilr<»u«  KuMrh-— to  At  ^ 
.\  di-.iriT  wiMJth  than  all  hu  Cm 

lliit  \ilii-ti  liifir  mral  wa«o'er— ! 
ir.a.'fd  orij'iU-r.  and  the  diiff 
W  iiiMi  s'..i'ii:ii.ir  huntera  with  tbm 
Til  rliMiiM'  their  hlikxly  kllivea, 
Ti'ii'  |Hi«  t  "i  tSf  inbe,  whiwv 
Art-  fWiitiT  than  Balaun'a  nifhl 
\\  li.jM*  »«Mii;4  of  war  ean  ftrv 
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Like  war  itself:  who  knows  not  Altmar  t 
Then  askM  the  men  :  "  O  poet,  sing  of  Kuhleh  !** 
And  boys  laid  down  the  knives  half  bumish'd,  say- 
ing: 
**  Tell  us  of  Kubleh,  whom  we  never  saw — 
Of  wondrous  Kubleh  !"     Closer  flock'd  the  group 
With  eager  eyes  about  the  flickering  fire, 
While  Alimar,  beneath  the  Assyrian  stars, 
Sang  to  the  listening  Arabs : 

"  God  is  ereat ! 
O  Arabs,  never  yet  since  M armour  rode 
The  sands  of  Yemen,  and  by  Mecca's  gate 
The  winged  steed  bestrode,  whose  mane  of  fire 
Blazed  up  the  zenith,  when,  by  Allah  cuird, 
He  bore  the  pro|)het  to  the  walls  of  heaven. 
Was  like  to  Kubleh,  Sofck's  wondrous  mare : 
Not  all  the  milk-white  barbs,  whose  hoo&  dash'd 

flame 
In  Bagdad's  stables,  from  the  marble  floor — 
Who,  swath'd  in  purple  housings,  pranced  in  state 
The  gay  bazaars,  by  great  Al-Raschiii  back'd : 
Not  the  wild  charger  of  Mongolian  breed 
That  went  o'er  half  the  worid  with  Taxerlaite  : 
Nor  yet  those  flying  coursers,  long  ago 
From  Ormuz  brought  by  swarthy  Indian  grooms 
To  Persia's  kings — the  foals  of  sacred  mares, 
Sired  by  the  fiery  stallions  of  the  sea ' 

"  Who  ever  told,  in  all  the  Desert  Land. 
The  many  deeds  of  Kubleh  1     Who  can  tell 
Whence  came  she,  whence  her  like  shall  come 

again  1 
O  Arabs,  like  a  tale  of  Schrrkzade 
Heard  in  the  camp,  when  javelin  shafts  ore  tried 
On  the  hot  eve  of  battle,  is  her  storv. 

"  Far  in  the  Southern  sands,  the  hunters  say, 
Did  SoFFK  find  her,  by  a  lonely  palm. 
The  well  had  dried ;  her  fierce,  impatient  eye 
Glared  red  and  sunken,  and  her  slight  young  limbs 
Were  lean  with  thirst.  He  check'd  his  camel's  pace. 
And  while  it  knelt,  untied  the  water-skin, 
And  when  the  wild  mare  drank,  she  follnw'd  him. 
Thence  none  but  Sofur  might  the  saddle  gird 
Upon  her  back,  or  clasp  the  brazen  gear 
About  her  shining  head,  that  brook'd  no  curb 
From  even  him ;  for  she,  alike,  was  royal. 

"  Her  form  was  lighter,  in  its  shifting  grace, 
Than  some  impassion'd  Almi'e's,  when  the  dance 
Unbinds  her  scarf,  and  golden  anklets  gleam 
Through  flo:iting  drapery,  on  ihe  buoyant  air. 
Her  light,  free  head  was  ever  held  aloft ; 
Between  her  slender  and  transparent  ears 
The  silken  forelock  toss'd  ;  her  nostril's  arch, 
Thin-<lrawn,  in  proud  and  pliant  beauty  spread, 
Snufling  the  desert  winds.     Her  glossy  neck 
Curved  to  the  shoulder  like  an  eagle's  wing, 
And  all  her  matchless  lines  of  flank  and  limb 
Seem'd  fashion'd  from  the  flying  shapes  of  air 
By  hands  of  lightning.    When  the  war-shouts  rang 
From  tent  to  tent,  her  keen  and  restless  eye 
Shone  like  a  blood-red  ruby,  and  her  neigh 
Rang  wild  and  sharp  alwve  the  clash  of  spears. 

"  The  tribes  of  Tigris  and  the  Desert  knew  her : 
SoFUK  before  the  Shammar  bands  she  bore 
To  meet  the  dread  Jebours,  who  waited  not 
To  bid  her  welcome ;  and  the  lavage  Koord, 


Chased  fi'om  his  bold  irruption  on  the  plain, 
Has  seen  her  hoofprints  in  his  mountain  snow. 
Lithe  as  the  dark-eyed  Syrian  gazelle, 
O'er  ledge  and  chasm  and  barren  steep,  amid 
The  Sindjar  hills,  she  ran  the  wild  ass  down. 
Through  many  a  battle's  thickest  brunt  she  itorm'd, 
Reeking  with  sweat  and  dust,  and  fetlock-deep 
In  curdling  gore.     When  hot  and  lurid  haze 
Stifled  the  crimson  sun,  she  swept  before 
Th^  whirling  sand-spout,  till  her  gusty  mane 
Flared  in  its  vortex,  while  the  camels  lay 
Groaning  and  helpless  on  the  fiery  waste. 

•*  The  tribes  of  Taurus  and  the  Caspian  knew  her: 
The  Georgian  chiefs  have  heard  her  trumpet-neigh 
Before  the  walls  of  Teflis.    Pines  that  grow 
On  ancient  Caucasus,  have  harboar'd  her, 
Sleeping  by  Sofuk  in  their  spicy  gloom. 
The  surf  of  Trebizond  has  bathed  her  flanki, 
When  from  the  shore  she  saw  the  white-sail'd  bark 
That  brought  him  home  firom  Stamboul.  Never  yet, 
O  Arabs,  never  yet  was  like  to  Kubleh ! 

"  And  SoFUK  loved  her.    She  was  more  to  him 
Than  all  his  snowy-bosom'd  odalisques. 
For  many  years,  beside  his  tent  she  stood. 
The  glory  of  the  tribe. 

**  At  last  she  died : 
Died,  while  the  fire  was  yet  in  mil  her  limbs — 
Died  for  the  life  of  Sofuk,  whom  she  loved. 
The  base  Jebours— on  whom  be  Allah's  curse ! — 
Came  on  his  path,  when  fax  fix>m  any  camp. 
And  would  have  slain  him,  but  that  Kubleh  sprang 
Against  the  javelin-points  and  bore  them  down. 
And  gain'd  the  open  desert     Wounded  sore. 
She  urged  her  light  limbs  into  maddening  speed 
And  made  the  wind  a  laggard.     On  and  on 
The  red  sand  slid  beneath  her,  and  behind 
WhirI'd  in  a  swift  and  cloudy  turbulence, 
As  when  some  star  of  Eblis,  downward  hurl'd 
By  Allah's  bolt,  sweeps  with  its  burning  hair 
I'he  waste  of  darkness.     On  and  on,  the  bleak. 
Bare  ridges  rose  before  her,  came  aind  psss'd ; 
And  every  flying  leap  with  fresher  blood 
Her  nostril  stain'd,  till  Sofuk's  brow  and  breast 
Were  fleck'd  with  crimson  foam.    He  wookl  have 

tum'd 
To  save  his  treasure,  though  himself  were  lost, 
But  Kubleh  fiercely  snapp'd  the  braaen  rein. 
At  last,  when  through  her  spent  and  quivering  fratD6 
The  sharp  throes  ran,  our  distant  tents  arose, 
And  with  a  neigh,  whose  shrill  excess  of  joy 
O'ercame  its  agony,  she  stopp'd  and  fell. 
The  Shammar  men  came  round  her  as  she  lay. 
And  Sofuk  raised  her  head  and  held  it  close 
Against  his  breast    Her  dull  and  glazing  eye 
Met  his,  and  with  a  shuddering  gasp  she  died. 
Then  like  a  child  his  bursting  grief  made  way 
In  passionate  tears,  and  with  him  all  the  tribe 
Wept  for  the  faithful  mare. 

•*  They  dug  her  grave 
Amid  Al-Hather*s  marbles,  where  she  lies 
Buried  with  ancient  kings ;  and  since  that  time 
Was  never  seen,  and  will  not  be  again, 
O  Arabs,  though  the  world  be  doom'd  to  live 
As  many  moons  as  count  the  desert  sands, 
The  like  of  wondrous  Kubleh.    God  is  great  P 
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CHARLES   G.   EASTMAN. 


[Born, 

Mr.  Eautmax  vroM  educated  at  the  Unirerutj 
of  Vermont,  and  Hom  been  for  several  yean  en- 
gained  as  a  joumalist,  at  Burlington,  Woodstuck, 
and  Montpelier.  He  now  renides  in  the  latter 
town,  where  he  is  editor  of  *■  The  Vermont  Pa- 
triot,"  the  loading  gazi^tte  of  the  democratic  party 
in  the  Ktato.  In  18-18  he  puhliiihrd  a  coiU*ction 
of  "  Poeiiiis"  nearly  all  of  which  had  previounly 
ap]K*arcd  in  various  Iit4>rary  niinceilanies.  They 
are  chiefly  lyrical,  and  the  autlior  displays  in  theiu  < 
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a  fondnem  for  the  Frpiirh 

frainn  and  chorusra,  vihich  be  iiilfoil 

and  rfltrti\ely. 

Some  of  his  piecea  in  the 
and  other  coiiteiii|iurary 
imitations,  but  are  srarcelj  c^uaJ  m  ikt 
of  |)oelr}-  to  bis  Diorv  iitdrprrkieot 
in  which  he  has  rrflrctrd   with  c^oa. 
felicity  the  living  le^turea  oTiLc  narai  Ut 
England. 
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THE  FARMER  SAT  IN  HLS  EASY  CHAIR. 

The  farmer  sat  in  his  easy  chair, 

Smokinir  liis  pipe  of  rlay. 
While  his  hale  old  wife  with  busy  care 
Was  clearing  the  dinner  away  ; 
A  sweet  little  girl  with  fine  blue  eyes 
On  her  grandfather's  knee  was  catching  fliea. 

The  old  man  laid  his  hand  on  her  head, 

With  a  tear  on  his  wrinkled  face; 
He  thought  how  often  her  mother,  dead, 
Had  sat  in  the  self-same  place : 
Ah  the  tear  stole  down  from  his  half-shut  eye — 
**  Do  n't  smoke,*'  said  the  child ;  *•  how  it  makes 
you  cr>-  !'* 

The  houMeHloi;  lay  stretched  out  on  the  floor 
Where  the  Nhade  after  noon  used  to  steal ; 
The  burtv  old  wife  by  the  o|ien  door 
Was  turniiii;  the  .ipinnint;- wheel; 
And  the  old  braM  cluck  on  the  manteltree 
Had  plodded  along  to  almost  three  : 

Still  the  fnrmer  sat  in  hii  easy  chiiir. 
While  cloM*  to  hill  heaving  breast 
The  nioisteiiM  brow  and  the  cheek  so  fair 
Of  hi"*  rtweet  grandchild  were  press'd ; 
llin  head,  U-nt  di)wn,  on  her  soft  hair  lay — 
Fu>t  ahleep  were  they  Imth.  that  summer  djy. 


MILL  MAY. 

Thk  str.i\\lH»rrii*j«i;row  in  tlie  iiiowintr. Mill  Mat, 

Anil  the  l>iilt-o'-hiik  siuKi*  on  the  tree; 
On  till*  kniilNtiie  red  f'lover  is  growing.  Mill  Mai, 

Then  miiie  to  the  meailow  with  me! 
\N  I'  M  pirk  the  ripe  el  utters  among  the  deep  graw. 

On  (lie  knit'.N  in  the  mowing.  Mill  Mtr, 
Anil  the  Ion;;  :ifterni>itn  to;;elher  we'll  pami, 

Whtri-  the  elovrr  is  growing,  .Mill  Mat. 

('nine!  eiiiiie,  ere  the  M-iirtun  iw  <i\er.  Mill  Mat, 
Tit  llie  lieliN  uhere  the  MrawU*rries  crow. 

W  liilr  the  lhirk-^rii\%  iiii; HteiiiH ami  the doier.  Mill 
^liall  mrel  ii>«  wlierever  we  go;  [Mat, 


We*ll  pick  the  ripe  rlustrrs  axnonc  dM  6m^  | 
On  the  knolls  in  the  mowing,  Mil&  Mat. 

And  the  long  afternoon  i*»i;rti^r  mil  pm^ 
Where  the  clover  is  growing  Mtix.  Mai. 

The  sun.  stealing  under  your  honaa^  Mill  1 

shall  kins  a  aoft  glow  to  your  ^«i. 
And  your  lip  the  stra  wherry  Icutc  on  &  If  ill  1 

A  tint  that  the  sea-she i I  wouU  fiwv ; 
Then  cumr '  the  rifie  c.'ufttrri  mman^  lfa»^af  | 

We'll  pick  in  the  mowing.  .Mill  Mat. 
And  the  long  afternoon  togribrr  arv'il  m^ 

Where  the  clover  ia  growing.  Mill  Mai . 


HER  GRAVE  IS  BY  HER  MOTHET 


Hkr  erave  is  by  her  motbcrX 
Where  the  ttrawlvniea  gran 

And  there  lhr\  \e  ijepc  fur  umny 
The  mother  and  the  child. 

She  was  the  frailest  of  oa  all. 
Ami,  friMn  her  mother's 

We  ho|ieil.  ant)  prayM.  and 
Fi»r  her.  than  all  the 


^>il  frail,  alas !  »he  could  not 
The  gentle  breath  of  i^pnaga 

Tliit  ik'jroe  tlie  \ei:uw  bmi<ifl|y 
Kelt  unJerneaib  its  win^. 

Hiiw  hani  we  strove  to  aave  hm 
Like  ours  alone  ran  tell; 

And  iinl\  tliose  knuw  whal  «v 
Who\e  loTrd  the  toal  aa 

Sorne  thirteen  summers  frooi 
^^'}len  th*  readier  cuta  ibr 

We  l.iiil  her  in  the  ailenl 
A  flower  without  • 


We  bill  her  by  her  molhrr. 

\\  here  the  straw  be 
A  nil  there  they  sleep 

The  mother  and  iha  child  ! 


R.  H.   STODDARD. 


[Boru,  about  1826.] 


Mr.  Stopdard  is  a  young  man,  wlio  has  within 
a  year  or  two  appeared  before  the  public  as  a  poet 
The  first  poem  to  which  his  name  was  attached 
attracted  notice  by  a  purity  and  quiet  grace  of 
language,  which,  though  echoing  at  times  the  mas- 
ters of  song  whom  he  studied,  would  have  sug- 
gested a  greater  range  of  opportunity  and  experi- 
ence than  he  actually  po^^ssed.  In  the  autumn 
of  1848  he  collected  a  nunil>er  of  his  effusions, 
most  of  which  had  previously  been  published  in 
the  Knickerbocker  and  Union  Magazine,  into  a 
small  volume,  with  the  title  of  "  Foot-Prints." 
This  essay  was  well  received ;  notwithstanding 
some  traces  of  unconscious  imitation,  natural  to  a 
youn^  writer,  it  gave  evidence  of  a  clear  and  vig- 
orous fancy  and  a  correct  appreciation  of  the  har- 
monies of  sound  and  rhythm.  Perhaps  the  most 
individual  trait  displayed  in  its  p»ges  is  a  capacity 
for  fini><hed  and  picturesque  deiM^ription.  His  land- 
scapes have  a  sharp  and  distinct  outline,  in  which 
none  of  the  minor  features  are  omitted — a  keen 


perception  of  form,  in  striking  contrast  to  the  more 
glowing  coloring  and  careless  outline  of  young 
writers  in  general. 

Mr.  Stoddari)*8  best  poems,  from  which  the 
following  selections  are  taken,  have  been  written 
since  the  appearance  of  his  volume.  They  give 
evidence  of  growing  power  and  a  capacity  of  at- 
taining high  excellence  in  a  school  of  poetry  of 
which  we  have  few  modem  specimens.  The  po- 
em of  *'  Leonatus,"  in  its  daintiness  of  metre  and 
language,  reminds  one  of  the  old  English  song- 
writers, whose  purity  of  diction  Mr.  Stoudaro 
evidently  endeavours  to  emulate.  Fortunately  for 
him,  he  has  the  industry  and  untiring  enthusiasm 
without  which  lasting  success  is  impossible,  his 
literary  studies  being  prosecuted  entirely  in  the 
scanty  intervals  of  severe  physical  labour. 

Mr.  Stoddard  is  a  native  of  Hingbara,  Massa- 
chusetts, but  has  resided  several  years  in  the  city 
of  New  York.  He  was  about  twenty-one  years 
of  age  when  he  published  his  **  Foot-Prints.* 
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LEONATUS. 

A  LEAF  FHOM  "CYMBKLINE." 


I. 

The  orphan  Leojtatus, 
The  page  of  Imogen — 

His  father  died  when  he  was  small : 
A  general  in  the  wars  with  Rome, 
Wounded  to  death,  he  totterM  home, 

And  hung  his  sword  upon  the  wall ; 
He  had  borne  it  through  the  fight, 
Summer,  winter,  day  and  nii^ht — 
He  died  at  last  with  it  in  sight, 

And  they  laid  it  on  his  pall, 
A  legacy  unto  his  son  ; 
Other  fortune  he  had  none — 
What  need  of  more,  what  could  he  claim 
As  precious  as  a  soldier's  fame  t 

II. 
The  fair  boy  Leonatus, 
The  page  of  Imooen — 
He  was  now  a  dainty  youth, 

His  brow  was  smooth,  and  fair,  and  highi 
And  in  the  blueness  of  his  eye 
Glow'd  sincerity  and  truth. 

He  was  soft  and  low  of  speech ; 
His  cheeks  were  rounded — upon  each 
Was  down,  like  that  upon  a  peach ; 
And  his  golden  hair,  in  sooth 

A  shower  of  tresses  rich  and  bright, 
Shone  down  upon  his  shoulders  white, 


Like  the  sunny  locks  of  Spring 
Falling  o*er  its  snowy  wing. 

III. 
The  sweet  boy  Leokatts, 
The  page  of  Imogen — 

It  was  his  duty  evermore 
To  tend  on  Ladye  Imogbx. 
By  peep  of  day  he  might  be  seen, 

Light-fingerM,  tapping  at  her  door. 
Rousing  the  sleepy  waiting-maid : 
When  she  had  risen,  and  array*d 
The  princess,  and  their  prayers  were  said 

(On  pearlrd  rosaries  counted  o'er), 
They  callM  him,  pacing  to  and  fro; 
And  cap  in  hand,  and  bowing  low. 
He  entered,  and  began  to  feed 
The  singing-birds  with  fruit  and  seed. 

IV. 

The  brave  boy  Leohatus, 
The  page  of  Ixogeh — 
He  tripp'd  along  the  kingly  hall, 
From  room  to  room,  with  messages ; 
He  stopped  the  butler,  dutch'd  bis  keyt, 
And  dragged  him  with  hia  hand  so  small 
Into  the  dusty  vaults,  where  wine 
In  bins  lay  beaded  and  divine ; 
He  pick'd  a  flask  of  vintage  fine. 
Came  out,  and  clomb  the  garden  wall. 
And  pluck'd  from  out  the  sunny  spoti 
Peaches  and  lusdoua  apricots, 
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mtuddard. 


t  w»4  aliwnt.  tltr  *■•  •* 


Slir  knrw  iivl  wh^.  iu  nmU  Bui  • 
Shi'  I'ri'Uiil  olwll  W  ■*■<  AM^i* 


W.'ilUij»kiiiumi  »f.'%Ml.ljt, 

AmlUii .!■  in  ()»' r..ui<lnr  r.Hii»l, 

Ami  I«i»..i.x.lid  jiiii.  lhrlMii.1,  _ 

111-  t-W  liini  liki'  *  huiiliY  etdihI,  S..riii'ii<iip>  ulir  fruon'd  atih  tfikti 

A  l„..l<..l  lm»k  u I>i>  l>*><J.  A...I  .1.1.1  l..«>  lb  *  IMi  piM 

And  Iv  liiN'l.ii'  ■  >[riHlpr  Ilium) :  ,\,„|  ,),,.„    r      i  iiiltiiiT  ^^^rf  ■ 

Hlii-ri  iLi'v  tan  ihr  .ii*r  p>  Iw.  a.  uiu.U  u  •  waTouil  Af± 

Iti'  hll|>|>M  llx-  ln.sh  tinil  !<>■  luiii  fly. 

Anil  .l>UrT'il  hi*>4(n1.un<l>Iiirk'.llhrmD,  _.  .,'-, 

Ami  4..«.-d  l*«U.  h,.  «Vr  .he  ,4.Jn.  ,  ^b.  ^-";;^|;*»;j^"»- 

VI.  '        Hli<>iroDdrr'dlltrttw  iliil  D-»^rak 

Tlir  •Inner  laiv  I.tni  iTt-<,  '  -^"^  c''  ^  '**^  '  'x*  >aJr«J 

Tlir  m.'i-  at  [xii'Ei '■  "■'  ''"''  ""'^  *'"  ■H':*  tikwd^ 

An.1  Kl.r  k'lh,.u£til  t«r  of  m  ffrak 
Id  U'll  ilir  M:  ibt  boJr  hiB  wTM 
A  Irltrt  thai  ■  Diudra  muhl — 
A  liiilt'l  l-i  hrt  hrul'i  JrlufaL 
•>^k  l)u-  pen  «iih  riiijrn  weak. 
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ARCADIAN  HYMN  TO  FLORA. 

I. 
CoxK  all  ye  virgins  fair  in  kirtles  white, 

Yc  debonair  and  merry-hearted  maids. 
Who  have  been  out  in  troops  before  the  light. 

And  gathered  blossoms  in  the  woodland  shade*-* 
The  footprints  of  the  fiery-sandallM  Day 

Are  glowing  in  the  sky,  like  kindling  coals, 

The  clouds  are  golden-rimmM,  like  burning  scrolls^ 
Jagged  and  fringed,  and  darkness  melts  away ; 
The  shrine  is  wreathed  with  leaves ;  the  holy  urns, 

Brimming  with  morning  dew,  are  laid  thereby; 
The  censers  swing,  the  odorous  incense  bums, 

And  floats  in  misty  volumes  up  the  sky  : 
Lay  down  your  garlands,  and  your  baskets  trim, 
Heap'd  up  with  floral  offerings  to  the  brim, 
And  knit  your  little  hands  and  trip  away 
With  light  and  nimble  feet. 
To  music  soft  and  sweet, 
And  celebrate  the  joyous  break  of  day, 
And  sing  a  hymn  to  Flora,  queen  of  May ! 

II. 
0  Flora,  sweetest  Flora,  goddess  bright, 

Impersonation  of  selectest  things — 

The  soul  and  spirit  of  a  thousand  springs, 
Bodied  in  all  their  loveliness  and  light — 
A  delicate  creation  of  the  mind, 

Fashion'd  in  its  divinest,  daintiest  mould. 

In  the  bright  age  of  gold. 
Before  the  world  was  wholly  lost  and  blind. 
But  saw  and  entertained  with  thankful  heart 

The  gods  as  guests — 0  Flora,  goddess  dear. 
Immaculate,  immortal  as  thou  art. 

Thou  wert  a  maiden  once,  like  any  here ; 
And  thou  didst  tend  thy  flowers  with  proper  care, 
And  shield  them  from  the  sun  and  chilly  air; 
Wetting  thy  little  sandals  through  and  Uirough, 
As  all  flower- maidens  must,  in  morning  dew ; 
Roving  among  the  urns  and  mossy  pots, 
About  the  hedges  and  the  garden  plots; 
Straightening  and  binding  up  the  drooping  stalks, 
That  kiss'd  thy  sweeping  garments  in  the  walks ; 
Setting  thy  dibble  deep  and  sowing  seeds, 
And  careful-handed,  plucking  out  the  weeds, 
A  simple  flower-girl,  and  lowly  born, 

Till  Zephyrus  bore  thee  to  the  heavens  away : 
And  thus  it  was — flying  one  pleasant  mom 

Behind  the  golden  chariot  of  the  Day, 

Sighing  amid  the  wingt^d,  laughing  Hours, 
In  love  with  something  bright  which  haunted  him, 
Sleeping  on  beds  of  flowers  in  arbours  dim, 
Breaking  his  tender  heart  with  love  extreme — 

He  saw  thee  on  the  earth,  amid  thy  flowers, 
The  8pirit  of  his  dream ! 
Entranced  with  longings  deep,  he  calKd  the  Air, 

And  melting,  bodiless,  in  the  warm,  sweet  south, 
Twined  his  invisible  Angers  in  thy  hair. 

And  stooping,  kissM  thee  with  his  odorous  mouth, 
And  chased  thee,  flying,  in  thy  garden  shades; 
And  wooed,  as  men  are  wont  to  woo  the  maids. 
And  won  at  last;  and  then  flew  back  to  heaven, 
Pleading  with  Jove  till  his  consent  was  given, 
And  thou  wert  made  immortal — happy  day  ! — 
The  goddess  of  the  flowers  and  queen  of  May ! 
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III. 
Ob  what  a  sweet  and  pleasant  life  is  thine, 
On  blue  Olympus  with  the  gods  divine ! 
Thou  hast  thy  gardens  and  a  range  of  bowen. 
And  beds   of  asphodel,  unfading  flowers. 
And  many  a  leafy  screen  in  arbours  green, 

Where  thou  dost  Ke  and  wile  the  hours  away, 
Luird  by  the  drowsy  sound  of  trees  around. 

And  springs  that  fkll  in  basins  full  of  spray. 
Sweet  are  thy  duties  and  employments  there : 

Sometimes  to  wreathe  imperial  Juno's  treaaef, 
And  Cytherea's  with  her  bosom  bare, 

Melting  to  meet  the  young  Aden's  caresses 
When  be  lies  in  his  death  sleep  stark  and  cold ; 

And  oft  with  Hebe  and  with  Ganymede, 

(A  pious,  pleasant  task,  by  Jove  decreed) 
Entwining  chaplets  round  their  cups  of  gold, 
And  round  the  necks  of  Dian's  spotted  fawns, 
Like  strings  of  bells,  and  Leda's  anowy  swans, 
That  floating  sing  in  heaven's  serenest  streams. 
Like  thoughts  of  purity  in  poets'  dreams ; 
And  when  red  Mars,  victorious  from  the  field, 
Throws  down  his  shining  spear  and  dinted  shield, 
And  doflSi  bis  plumed  helmet  by  his  side, 
And  kneeling,  bathes  his  forehead  in  the  tide. 
Thou  dost  a-sly  with  flowery  fetters  bind  him, 

And  tie  his  arms  behind  him. 
And  smooth  with  playful  hands  his  furrow'd  cheek, 

Until,  beguiled  and  meek, 
He  kisses  thee,  and  laughs  with  joy  aloud ! — 
And  when  Minerva,  lost  in  wisdom's  cloud, 
Muses  abstracted  in  profoundest  nooks, 
Thou  dost  unclasp  her  ponderous  tomes  and  hooka. 
And  press  the  leaves  of  flowers  within  their  leavei^ 
And  thou  dost  bind  them  up  in  Ceres'  sheaves^ 
And  wreathe  Apollo's  lyre  and  Hermes'  rod — 
And  venturing  near  the  cloud-compclliDg  god. 
Sitting  with  thought^concentred  brows  alone. 
Bestrew  the  starry  footstool  of  his  throne  !-— 
And  sometimes  thou  dost  steal  to  hades  grim. 
The  shadowy  realm  of  spirits,  dark  and  dim. 
And  drowsing  gloomy  Pluto,  hard  and  cold,      [era^ 
Withslumb'rouspoppiespluck'dfromLethe'sbow* 

Givest  to  Proserpine  a  bunch  of  flowers, 
Such  as  ahe  pluck'd  in  Sicily  of  dd, 
In  Enna's  meads,  the  solemn  mora  in  May, 
When  she  was  stolen  away : 
Pressing  it  to  her  pallid  lips  in  fear. 
She  kisses  thee  for  that  remembrance  dear. 
And  then  ye  weep  together — (soften'd  so, 

When  Cytherea  knelt  down  and  plead  with  thee. 
And  Death  waa  drugg'd,  she  let  Adonis  go^ 

And  gave  pale  Orpheus  Eurydicc) ; 
And  when  the  night  is  waning,  thou  dost  soar. 
And  walk  the  Olympian  palaces  once  more. 
When  clear-eyed  Hesper  folds  the  morning  star. 

And  harnesses  the  winged  steeds  of  Day, 
And  flush'd  Aurora  urges  on  her  car, 

Chasing  the  ahadows  of  the  night  away, 
Thou  dost  with  Zephyrus  fly  in  pomp  behind. 
Shaking  thy  scarf  of  rainbows  on  the  wind ; 
And  when  the  Orient  is  reach'd  at  last. 
Thou  dost  unbar  its  gate  of  golden  state, 

And  wait  till  ahe  has  past, 
And  soar  again  ikr  ap  the  dappled  lAvnb, 
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And  net  ihc  IiuRhing  Earth  wilh  freahMl  ilcw — 
Ai  now  thou  iIoM,  in  pomp  ind  triuinpb  gtj, 

Tliii  hippy,  bappr  dav, 
Thj  feiliTal,  ilivinMt  quwn  of  Maj ! 


Thcp 
lllun 


J  flifhi  uf  fiUm  n 


O  Ftora,  awCTtnt  Flora,  heai  at.  now, 

Galhcr'd  to  womhip  thee  in  ahady  bowera; 
Arrrpt  the  henediclion  aiul  the  vow 

\Vr  ofTiT  Ihre,  that  thou  haal  nparpj  tha  flowera ! 
Tlie  ■prini;  ha*  hmi  n  nilil,  Ivlaird  one — 
Dark  chiniln.  nnil  thnweni.  and  a  littlr  aun. 
And  in  the  iii]i|iine  moriiinipi  hnanr  frmt; 
W  \uipn\,  litit  frar'd  Ihr  lendrr  trxU  vterr  lort; 
Bill,  rhank*  in  thee,  at  la*t  thi7  'can  to  ifrow, 

I'unhing  ihrir  itendrr  ahnnla  abmc  the  t^unil,     I     Tullitii-  unhctrr)  a 

In  cullurrd  nnlm'  Iriin.  and  mme  w»re  found     j   <■•'  wnxT"  •"iri.'iiii!  inerime  In  itir  iLje*. 
Bii>idi>  (he  ntipv  h(  thn  hnnk*  nT  hiiir,  Paviti<>n>.  trnra.  an.1  liwffa. 

I.iVe  Spriiiir-lhiiuiihtH  in  the  heart  of  Winter  olil,    I      1'he  ]ril>  rirtnwe*  of  inwrt  powers 

n'era  falhrr'KinouM;  I   Wi'idma  iLrir  h.fii*  wiihm  ;  or  mar-- -r"* 

I  full. anil  (iviiKi  with  more;  '      Where  iniallr^  fjirie* drvam  ihe  tiTv  i»i» 


ilriHliilK  with  rnarie*  oT  drirv  bradi ; 
Or  charaelrn  iimrrihed  on  Xaturr'i  vwiT*. 

Or  (WH-l-tlinuKhu  from  the  heart  of  H  KV  Ti 
Or  win.l-rirk'J  enJIem  aherr  Ibe  hm   -  •  ., 

Of  o<l<>rouii  leaien,  are  wml  ta  It*  in  £  ~.\. 

Full-heartnl.  murinurina  the  h'Oin  int. 

■■ike  lillie  chiblien  hnn  at  their  plav; 
Or  rupn  and  heikrn  of  the  t>uttfr4ir«. 
:   Brimminic  wiih  n«1ar.  .>r  a  Mnnr  of  Vk 


d  now  Iho  nvard  i«  fu 


Bjrth  ji 

Hit 


■r  wan  H>  houiitenuK  hvtiin- ! 

nl  nwM  (hmwitiij  haik  tli-ir  h»»K 


>'iKhl-.-iriii< 


Like  willitii:  iruiidii  In  mvcl  the  kiiHin:;  wind, 
Anil  lii-rr  »n-  riirieta  froni  ■imlirp  vihbIh, 

With  ti'Arn  iiT  iIfw  wilhin  ihi-ir  llil*  eniibiincdi 
latirj  Jiki'  iillle  niaiiL  in  hiiilal  whiU-, 

Or  iu  thrir  liurial-ieNrnieiitii,  if  vou  will ; 

Ami  heir  ■■  that  lukl  Hower  ihc  itulT.lil, 
Thai  pPiTH  I'  th'  front  of  Man-h  ;  and  duiair ■  luijiht, 
1'lie  Tei-tjLi  of  the  tnnmini; ;  rroruwi. 
t^owilrnjM  like  aperka  of  foam  on  atorniT  teaa ; 
Anil  Tclkiw  liullFrru|».  llial  nem  Iha  llri'da 
Like  atuilM  of  richent  rhIiI  iin  niuaive  ahietda; 
Aneinoiiiri,  ihat  upranil  in  gnhh-n  yearn — 

(71ie  alory  rup*,  they  were  not  iven  helnre) 

Where  younit  Adoiiii,  luikiil  by  Iht  hiar, 
liicit  life  unay.  and  Venw  rain'il  her  lean — 
(Loiik!  ill  Ihrir  heatlaaMnallriiNtnituinedapol!) 
Aiid  lii'ie  ill  |>an*v,  inJ  Cirui'l-iiic-nut ; 
Ami  trim  .\jrriwux.  Tain  aiul  tHili.li  elC 
Kiiamnur'il  (would  yiiu  think  it !)  uf  liiioactf, 
]l<H>li'J  lirHilr  a  rrynl.il  lira>ik  hi*  i;1au; 
And  Jrni>|iiii»  llrariiilhu*.  ulain,  aba '. 
By  niitrd  Au>ltT.  Mnwinc  in  the  aleail 

Of  Keplivrui,  tlien  in  Floni**  nieihe*  hound ; 

l>ilrliiiig  with  liriuht  Aik.ll..  in  liia  KniunJ. 
He  likrw  ihe  iliwu*  laik  and  Hlruck  him  dr^  ! — 
l>ii-.l  niiid-aonrra,  .i\li|M,  ui.\  ilu-  jeMaiiiinej 
'J'lie  'Ireinr  !">)>)?•  und  the  ritlaiitiiip ; 
Priiiinw^  lli.iii'a  tl-Kcra  ihul  i>)>e  al  nii;hl ; 

And  lirrvf  that  lillie  aun,  the  iiiuriki<ilil. 


nun-liiu-lhiu 


Ami  let  the  liit 

•  awikr.  lliJ  lj>>.ur>  m  .-^ 

.    AnJevrrvhr.i 

libdrrpdei.'li'n  |>ii. 

'■    Oiire  ni.<^  wv 

hjiik  thee,  rijra.  and  r^  = 

IVrt;>rni  our  r 

.-.  w  we  were  u»d  1    .■   . 

!      (>hl>le.Ui^. 

•ill'  U)i»n  u:  lai'  and  Vjr. 

And  wtfleh  ilu- 

1   From  burrow  in 

t  molra.  (Ji.)  Muht.  anJ  ^-i  r 

,   And  in  llirir  «■ 

-«■  eauw  the  ih.uu  l.  n.. 

1  And  make  (he 

.linlv  |.nd*  unwal  thri-  e<» 

And  w.  wtl  plurk  the  liiiert.  ar.!  eoi-.- 

■   fhaplel.,  «,.l  1 

y  them  .n  thy  rural  .t-:-* 

And  «iii:  iiur  r 

tjl  hinina.  nie:.j.<Kiua,  off 

Ami  d.i 

•>■  wil mhkr  frrt 

And  worship  [! 

T\.f  e-M,-^  ..f 

the  Ho-rr.  .U.1  ,ju„B  ,t  M, 

'      All  hull,  tliou 

a«n  of  May  ! 

! 

--•— - 

1                       THE  TWO  OaiUES. 

;              I..WI 

..  inii.!.  .1  tlie  kirt. 

Aii.1 

■ih  wrrefaii  and  iwevt; 

And  I'rinit.'il  (Hiika.  and  watei-lilie,..  Ivi^hi 

And  onr  Tt  life  to  l.ile. 

A-  Il.xili>is  NaiJih  in  the  rivrr  eMi.l ; 

Andoiir  l.>llnlh.waawt^ 

Thrv  nriillolhrirhnilal  tada 

And  T.Hi'tiiHTy.  that  h>»elh  team  for  dew. 

Inl-'MlinrMandKooai: 

One  ill  a  mrrrv  caMle. 

That  CT'iHT  untrmli-d  h  the  manhy  mead<. 

Oi.r  III  aulemn  t-mb. 

Whrre  tI:ioi  nhnnt  uji.  uiiil  TaKV^ivnimn  wan 

Onr  l.<  Hie  w..rld  of  a.eep. 

IVn>tmi:il.  when  Aulumn  neekn  her  Rrav* 

[..»kd  m  Ihe  arm.  of  \.^ 

AnKHia  the  wilhrrM  teaiea.  and  hrenei  hlow 

Ai).l,meiniheBni»Dr  Uealk 

A  ilin.x.  aiul  U'iuirr  vrravra  a  riirou.1  of  annw. 

l'.«  d  ...  Ihe  beaten,  .fam. 

Our  utile  morrow  woke. 

What  fmil  for  Ihnnulil  and  tam-v.  neb  «nd  new  • 

tiiaxord  of  tin  anJ).aiai 

What  Jm:I  we  liken  or  >M<ii|ure  them  to!  — 

Uui  i:ir  »ihe(  wa>  hanger  lar. 

And  neier  wuke  acain! 

POEMS  BY  VARIOUS  AUTHORS. 
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VARIOUS  AUTHORS. 


EDWARD  EVERETT,  LL.D. 


DIRGE  OF  ALARIC,  THE  VISIGOTH, 

Who  stormed  and  spoiled  the  city  of  Rome,  and  wai 
afterward  buried  in  the  channel  of  the  river  Busentiua, 
the  water  of  which  had  been  diverted  from  ha  coarse 
that  the  body  might  be  interred. 

Whex  I  am  dead,  no  pageant  train 
Shall  waste  their  sorrows  at  my  bier, 

Nor  worthless  pomp  of  homage  vain 
Stain  it  with  hypocritic  tear; 

For  I  will  die  as  I  did  live. 

Nor  take  the  boon  I  cannot  give. 

Ye  shall  not  raise  a  marble  bust 

Upon  the  spot  where  I  repose ; 
Ye  shall  not  fawn  before  my  dust, 

In  hollow  circumstance  of  woes ; 
Nor  sculptured  clay,  with  lying  breath, 
Insult  the  clay  that  moulds  beneath. 

Ye  shall  not  pile,  with  servile  toil, 
Your  monuments  upon  my  breast, 

Nor  vet  within  the  common  soil 

Lay  down  the  wreck  of  power  to  rest ; 

Whore  man  can  boast  that  he  has  trod 

On  him  that  was  "the  scourge  of  God.' 


»» 
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But  ye  the  mountain-stream  shall  turn, 

And  lay  its  secret  channel  bare. 
And  hollow,  for  your  sovereign's  urn, 

A  resting-place  forever  there : 
Then  bid  its  everlasting  springs 
Flow  back  upon  the  king  of  kings ; 
And  never  be  the  secret  said. 
Until  tlie  deep  give  up  his  dead. 

My  ^'M  and  silver  ye  shall  fling 

Bark  to  the  clods  that  gave  them  birth ; 

The  raptured  crowns  of  many  a  king, 
The  ransom  of  a  conquer'd  earth : 

For,  e'en  though  dead,  will  I  control 

Tlio  trophies  of  the  capitol. 

But  when  beneath  the  mountain-tide 

Ve've  laid  your  monarch  down  to  rot, 
i'c  shall  not  rear  upon  its  side 

Pillar  or  mound  to  mark  the  spot ; 
For  lonij  enough  the  world  has  shook 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  my  look ; 
And  now  that  I  have  run  my  race. 
The  astonishM  realms  shall  rest  a  space. 


My  course  was  like  a  river  deep, 
And  from  the  northern  hills  I  burst. 

Across  the  world  in  wrath  to  sweep. 
And  where  I  went  the  spot  was  cursed, 

Nor  blade  of  gn^ass  again  was  seen 

Where  Alabic  and  his  hosts  had  been. 

See  how  their  haughty  barriers  fail 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  the  Goth, 

Their  iron-breasted  legions  quail 
Before  my  ruthless  aabaoUi, 

And  low  the  queen  of  empires  kneels, 

And  grovels  at  my  chariot-wheels. 

Not  for  myself  did  I  ascend 
In  judgement  my  triumphal  ear; 

'Twas  God  alone  on  high  did  send 
The  avenging  Scythian  to  the  war, 

To  shake  abroad,  with  iron  hand, 

The  appointed  scourge  of  hia  eommtnd. 

With  iron  hand  that  scourge  I  rear'd 
O'er  guilty  king  and  guilty  realm; 
Destruction  was  the  ship  I  steer'd. 

And  vengeance  sat  upon  the  helm, 
When,  launched  in  fury  on  the  flood, 
I  ploughed  my  ways  through  seas  of  blood. 
And,  in  the  stream  their  hearts  had  ^uilt, 
WashM  out  the  long  arrears  of  guilt 

Across  the  everlasting  Alp 
I  pour'd  the  torrent  of  my  powera, 

And  feeble  Cesars  shriek'd  for  help 
In  vain  within  their  aeven-hill'd  towen ; 

I  quenched  in  blood  the  brighteit  gem 

That  glittered  in  their  diadem. 

And  struck  a  darker,  deeper  dye 

In  the  purple  of  their  majesty ; 

And  bade  my  northern  banners  shine 

Upon  the  conquered  Palatine. 

My  course  is  run,  my  errand  done ; 

I  g^  to  Him  from  whence  I  came ; 
But  never  yet  shall  set  the  sun 

Of  glory  that  adorns  my  name ; 
And  Roman  hearts  shall  long  be  sick. 
When  men  shall  think  of  Ala|iic. 

My  course  is  run,  my  errand  dont^— 

But  darker  ministers  of  (ate. 
Impatient,  round  the  eternal  throne. 

And  in  the  caves  of  vengeance  wait; 

And  soon  mankind  shall  blench  away 

Before  the  name  of  Attila. 
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VARIOL'B  AUTHORSL 


JOHN  QUINCY  ADAMS,  LL.D. 
TO  A  BEREAVED  MOTUEK. 

S^KT^.  to  Ihr  manxiinis  of  \\tf  Hn* 

Wlta-n  infant  innorn.. .  nandt. 
Some  •ngrl.  brighict  ih ."  the  rwt, 

Tha  «|fat1an  >[•'">    "'-'  '  ■"«iu3*- 
On  wiiiK^  or  ml-jtv  thi-v  liir. 

Uf.v.11.1  wlien-  R^irliNmilrrial  roll; 
1111  Minp  fai   siNler  (if  thr^  ikin 

Rcri'ivr*  ihc  uiiiHillulnl  wuL 

That  inrilineui'hiihle  hcam. 

With  ilu'l  utiilnl  at  aut  hirlh. 
Shril*  a  mora  dim,  -durolour'il  glemm 

Thp  iaM«  iL  liiig«n  upon  '••rili. 

Clo'Wil  in  thii  iuV.  ibode  of  rli«, 
1 1  Thtf  Mrram  of  Khxy  fiiiiilly  bnini : — 

||  NdI  uni>biiFrvf^.  thf  lucid  ray 

'{  To  iU  own  lulive  fount  n'tumi. 

J  Bat  when  the  I-ohd  of  martai  breath 

.'  Decrrrn  hi*  bounty  tu  nrauinp. 

I  And  point!  ths  cilcnt  iihiifk  of  death 

',  Wliich  apwU  «n  infurit  to  the  tomb— 

I  Tf4  puiion  £rr»,  nor  lnw  doire, 

l!  Hu  qoenchit  IhF  nuliniin-  af  the  Bum; 

||  Buck  lo  lb  GuD  thr  liTiiiR  firr 
Revciti,  nnclondol  u  it  cmnw. 

,  Toni  maDTner!  br  ihnt  (olur  thine! 
I  Let  hope  her  hralini  charm  impart, 

|i  Anil  Hntlie,  wilh  Tili-lijJi«  .iirine, 
,j  Thr  in^idi  of  a  molhei'i  heart. 

.'  0,  think!  the  datlini:>  of  th*  lore, 
I  Divnited  of  thi>  earthly  rial, 

I  Amiil  unnumbcr'd  aaiiilf  aliove. 

Biuk  in  the  boMiu  uf  llu'ir  Iiob. 

Of  their  ahnTl  pilfrimace  on  earth 
I  !^i[l  teniler  imi|fr«  n>main  : 

'!  Still,  -till  Ihry  bti-M  thn-  for  thrir  Inrth, 

tiiill  filial  uratiimlr  rrtain. 
'  Euh  an  Utti  HK,  each  rrmlins  (ifh, 

'  That  wmncE  li>r  tlii'iu  Ibe  parent'*  bmft, 

I  Dni'llii  on  (rinrniliRiitiV  in  thr  nkj, 

Aniirt  Ihi-  rj|itiin-a  »f  the  I<1ii4.' 

']  DVrlhw-.  withirtokfof  Inre.  they  hen.l ; 

I  K<ir  thee  the  I.i>an  »f  liR- implore; 

Anil  •>()  from  viinteil  Mi-w  ilevrnd, 
Thv  irmiii.lnl  ijuiet  to  rraliire, 

■    ■■      1..  ■.iill.M-«..rt!i 


IIKNRY  nCKERIN-i. 
TO  THE  rXIXIILL*  MCl'>t:L 
i.iT  fill*  the  <ale. 


Th*  Moirt 
Awaken*  at  iliy  •oiiii.  and  pfrra  ffoa  e« 

K.'iii'ui.'J  in  du.uM. 

Whilf.  Cmin  the  rork. 
The  rolumtniir  it>  ffllMiM 
Thjt  f;irelr..  >iVil.^.  a*  lU  mWait\ 

1Vie|.t<>rl«nJa. 

Sjt:  »brn  the  hlaiM 
Of  winirr  ihi  pt  Mir  *h^ln*d  |'  -     »^  -r 
What  aunnier  ri'iln  th'iu  rhann'Jat,     aai 

Did  the  CTf>rn  i*lcs 
Detain  thee  Linsf  or.  tniil  the  fnlar  cm* 
Of  thr  Mebt  -uth.  oherr  ]i;«^ty  iom  w»^ 

Diil-t  Nn<  thy  Idle*  ' 

(1.  well  I  kn  .w 
Why  thou  art  twra  tkna  aOu^  anJ  wty  tb  ■" 
S>)  iiiMT  thr  Min  haie  Icurr  rhuiaa  llias  »■■» 

Our  linJ  of  flowers. 

Thou  art  return 'J 
On  a  elaJ  emn^.— to  rei'iiitd  ih«  ttM. 
AnJ  fan  (oev  the  ^mtlr  iiw  that  bam'i 

Wiihin  thy  bmal. 


.4nd  thy  wiM  •trvin. 


T(:'  fwl.  t"->. 
loft  iiiv..kM  1.1  \.:-r\,  iV  irr^Mipf  we*, 
.-t,  ih,  h.i»:  fin  I'*  -.nri-U  .haU  biL  hrw  ^ 

Hi.tthv.«e-t  |,T. 

S."i  .hrlinj  -f  i'„  .,.n.,.-  ■   n.,  ,„  J„!,« 


Tlii-v  .rii.»ih  the  pill,>»  ..f  th»  t.J; 

.M,.l  i.r..T,:.u  C,   .,™^ 

or,    ,^.|  ..„.  m.im-.  r..tnrnine  licbt. 
Still  nali-hfiil  hix'T  o'er  thy  hr«a. 

I.ikf  iS 

n.  if  T  kww 

w  1..  ..M.  lltr  tlire  iV  Vwt  t>  »w  - 

K  i-h  '.   in  'nrh  iriin'  a*  ninti  etnploT. 

(fHid  rii.-hi;ii.»l  i-i'-ne.  airi  h,^  m 

Tiii-v  >vlii-i»T  I.<  thv  h.»^  peace  i 

t'jlm  thi<  |iertiirhp<t  hr^rl  lo  jnv. 

Of!  a<  the  1  rit 

Ii  c?.». 

Thi-n  .Ifv.  hm.-ff.inh.  till-  hiller  tear : 

Ilfl  :.. 

.r  I.'.-  .-  rrT'trn.  th.U  hail  nma 

Their  part  and  Ihiw  inveried  «»  :— 

Th>a  wttI  Ihrir  gtUMililn  ano-l  )i"T- 

Tbr<  ^ardiin  anirb  n.>w  to  thee. 

1 

"'"■■""^'™ 
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JOHN  B.  VAN  SCHAICK.* 


WILLIAM  O.  BUTLER.* 


I 


JOSHUA  COMMANDING  THE  SUN  AND  MOON 
TO  STAND  STILL. 

The  (lay  rose  clear  on  Gibcon.    Her  high  towers 
FlashM  the  red  sunbeams  gloriously  back, 
And  the  wind-driven  banners,  and  the  steel 
Of  her  ten  thousand  spears  caught  dazzlingly 
The  sun,  and  on  the  fortresses  of  rock 
Play'd  a  soft  glow,  that  as  a  mockery  seemed 
To  the  stern  men  who  girded  by  its  light. 
Bcth-Horon  in  the  distance  slept,  and  breath 
Was  pleasant  in  the  vale  of  Ajalon, 
Whi-re  armed  heels  trod  carelessly  the  sweet, 
Wild  spices,  and  the  trees  of  gum  were  shook 
By  the  rude  armour  on  their  branches  hung. 
Suddenly  in  the  camp,  without  the  walls, 
Rose  a  deep  murmur,  and  the  men  of  war 
Gather'd  around  their  kings,  and  "Joshua! 
From  Gilgal,  Joshua  !"  was  whisper'd  low, 
As  with  a  secret  fear,  and  then,  at  once, 
With  the  abruptness  of  a  dream,  he  stood 
Upon  the  rock  before  them.     Calmly  then 
Raised  he  his  helm,  and  with  his  temples  bare, 
And  hands  uplifted  to  the  sky,  he  prayM : 
"God  of  this  people  hear!  and  let  the  sun 
Stand  upon  Gibcon,  still ;  and  let  the  moon 
Rest  in  the  vale  of  Ajalon !"     He  ceased : 
And,  lo !  the  moon  siu  motionless,  and  earth 
Stands  on  her  axis  indolent     The  sun 
Pours  the  unmoving  column  of  his  rays 
In  undiminish'd  heat;  the  hours  stand  still; 
The  shade  hath  stopp'd  upon  the  dial's  face; 
The  clouds  and  vapours,  that  at  night  are  wont 
To  gather  and  enshroud  the  lower  earth. 
Are  struggling  with  strange  rays,  breaking  them 
Scattering  the  misty  phalanx  like  a  wand,       [up, 
Glancing  o'er  mountain-tops,  and  shining  down 
In  broken  masses  on  the  astonish'd  plains. 
The  fever'd  cattle  group  in  wondering  herd* ; 
The  weary  birds  go  to  their  leafy  nests. 
But  find  no  darkness  there,  and  wander  forth 
On  feeble,  fluttering  wing,  to  find  a  rest; 
Tlic  p  irch'd,  baked  earth,  undamp'd  by  usual  dews, 
Has  gaped  and  crack'd,  and  heat,  dry,  midday  heat, 
Comes  like  a  drunkard's  breath  ui>on  the  heart. 
On  with  thy  armies,  Joshua!     The  Lord 
(iun  of  Sahaoth  is  the  avenger  now ! 
His  voice  is  in  the  thunder,  and  his  wrath 
Pouroth  the  beams  of  the  retarded  sun. 
With  the  kpcn  strength  of  arrows,  on  their  sight 
The  unwearied  sun  rides  in  the  zenith  sky; 
Nature.  olKnlient  to  her  Maker's  voire, 
Stops  in  full  course  all  her  mysterious  wheels. 
On  !  till  iivenuing  swords  have  drunk  the  blood 
Of  :ill  Jkhovah's  enemies,  and  till 
Thy  banners  in  returning  triumph  wave; 
Th'-n  yonder  orb  shall  set  mid  golden  clouds, 
Antl,  while  a  dewy  rain  falls  soft  on  earth, 
Show  in  the  heavens  the  glorious  bow  of  God, 
Shining,  the  rainbow-banner  of  the  skies. 

•  For  many  years  editor  of  "The  Dnily  Advertiser." 
of  Albany,  New  York.  He  died  In  1839,  at  the  age  of 
thirty-nix  years. 


TUE  BOAT  HORN. 

Oh  boatman !  wind  that  horn  again ! 

For  never  did  the  joyous  air 

Upon  its  lambent  bosom  bear 

So  wild,  so  soft,  so  sweet  a  strain. 

A^'hat  though  thy  notes  are  sad  and  lone, 

By  every  simple  lioatman  blown ; 

Yet  could  I  list  from  eve  to  mom. 

Delighted,  to  the  simple  horn. 

How  oft,  in  boyhood's  cloadless  day, 

I've  stroird  by  wild  Ohio's  stream. 

Marking  his  silvery  billows  play, 

Bright  with  the  sun's  declining  beam, 

While  some  lone  boatman  from  the  deck, 

Musing  on  coming  storms  and  wreck, 

Pour'd  his  soft  numbers  to  that  tide 

Where  all  his  hopes,  his  fortunes  ride. 

As  if  to  woo  the  fickle  wave 

From  wreck  and  storm  his  boat  to  save. 

Delighted  nature  drank  the  sound, 

Enchanted  echo  bore  it  round 

In  whispers  soft,  and  softer  still. 

From  hill  to  plain,  firom  plain  to  hill ; 

And  even  the  reckless,  frolic  boy, 

Elate  with  ho|)e,  and  wild  with  joy, 

Who  gamboll'd  by  the  river's  side. 

And  sported  with  the  fretting  tide. 

Feels  something  now  pervade  his  breast. 

Chain  his  light  step,  cut  short  his  jest. 

Bends  o'er  the  flood  his  eager  ear, 

To  catch  the  sounds  far  off  and  dear ; 

Drinks  the  sweet  draught,  but  knows  not  why 

The  tear  of  rapture  fills  the  eye. 

And  can  he,  now  to  manhood  grown, 

Tell  why  those  notes,  simple  and  lone. 

As  on  the  ravish'd  ear  they  fell, 

Bound  every  sense  in  magic  spell  1 

There  is  a  tide  of  feeling  given 

To  all  on  earth — its  fountain,  heaven ! 

Beginning  with  the  downy  flower, 

Just  oped  in  Flora's  vernal  bower, 

Rising  creation's  orders  through, 

With  bolder  murmur,  brighter  hue. 

That  tiile  is  sympathy  !     Its  ebb  and  flow 

Give  life  its  gleam  of  joy,  its  shades  of  woe. 

Music,  the  master-spirit  that  can  move, 

Can  charm  from  beauty's  eye  the  Wtler  tear. 

And  lift  from  sorrow's  heart  its  load  of  care; 

Can  cheer  the  sinking  sailor  on  the  wave. 

And  bid  the  soldier  on,  nor  heed  the  grave; 

Inspire  the  fainting  pilgrim  on  bis  road. 

And  elevate  his  heart  and  soul  to  God. 

Then,  boatman,  wind  that  horn  again ! 

Though  much  of  sorrow  mark  its  strain. 

Yet  are  its  notes  to  sorrow  dear. 

What  though  tliey  wake  fond  memory's  tear! 

Tears  are  memory's  sacred  feast. 

And  rapture  oft  her  chosen  guest 


*  Mi^Oenersl  William  O.  Botlbs,  of  Ksntneky,  to  the 
mOtor  of  many  gneeMver$4t»oeiai.  Tbe  pieoa  hsie  Rio- 
ted to  one  of  bto  moat  popolsr  sAisioiM. 
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TO  A  PIIOWER. 

Tnx  jileasant  rain! — the  plcoMnt  nin! 

By  fiU  it  plashing  fuUii 
On  tvviiiiifiirii;  leaf  unci  dimpling  pool~- 

How  Hworl  its  warning  calU ! 
Thrv  kniiw  it — all  the  bononiy  valet, 

Hi^li  nIo^h's,  and  verdant  meads; 
Th<*  ^iiotMdy  rims  and  princely  oaks 

lluw  down  their  grateful  heads. 

The  witlierinx  grass,  and  fading  flowem. 

And  drooping  shrubs  look  gay; 
The  hulilily  hronk,  with  giadlier  song. 

Hirri  on  its  endless  way; 
All  thin:j:s  of  earth — the  grateful  things! 

Put  on  tiicir  rolies  of  cheer, 
They  lii'ar  the  sound  of  the  warning  bunt. 

And  know  the  rain  is  near. 

It  conifMl  it  I'oines!  the  pleasant  rain! 

I  <lriiik  its  ooolt-r  bre:tth; 
It  is  rich  with  si;;hs  of  fainting  flowers, 

And  ro'M's*  frai^rant  death; 
It  li:itli  ki^n'd  the  tomb  of  the  lily  pale, 

The  IhnIs  where  vi.ilets  die, 
And  it  iH'ars  thi'ir  life  on  its  living  wing^ — 

I  fe<*l  it  wandering  by. 

And  yi't  it  comes!  the  lightning's  flash 

H-.ith  tiirn  the  lowering  cloud, 
With  ii  distant  roar,  and  a  nearer  crash, 

Out  bursts  the  thunder  loud. 
It  ooini's  with  the  rush  of  a  god's  descent 

On  the  husird  and  trembling  earth. 
To  vi<<it  tiie  shrines  of  the  hallow'd  groves 

Whrre  a  poet's  soul  had  birth. 

With  a  ni-«h.  ns  of  a  thousand  steeds, 

l-i  tin'  iiii-^hly  jjivl's  di"'«rent; 
DiMir  ith  tlie  wi-it;ht  of  his  pnssing  tread, 

The  I'lm-.'-imis  jjrovrs  an-  ImmjI. 
His  hi'iivy  inviil — it  is  lighter  now-^ 

Anil  vi't  it  ji:!**!'!!!  on; 
And  n'»w  it  is  up.  wilh  a  sudden  lift-^ 

'i'he  )ili*:i<iint  r:iin  hath  i;one. 

The  pliM4.int  rain! — the  pleasant  nun! 

It  h  ith  p.i-'Ji'd  alHivf  ihf  earth, 
I  si'i'  t1ii>  >tiuli*  of  the  ii|H-iiiii:;  cloud, 

Likf  thi'  pirtnl  lips  iif  mirth. 
Tl\«'  tr-'l  iiMi  ji'V  i-*  spri'jdiiii;  wide 

A!»!i  •  ihi"  I'In-hiti;;  west. 
A II- 1  till"  hippv  I'.irth  tjivi's  bark  her  smile*, 

I.  Ill"  l!»i'  »;i'»w  itf  a  ijr.ilfful  !»re.i>t. 

A-  a  ^>!i>'<'>iii:;  "inks  in  a  icrateful  heart, 

T'.i  It  kiiiiwi  \\i  all  lis  neeti. 
S.t  r.i'Au-  till*  ^•><i>I  oi*  ihe  pleasant  rain, 

(^'■1  !ii!i  :i'i  1  M-rdaul  mead. 
It  -!till  !«rrailif  tlii»  truth  on  the  human  fit. 

Im  !'.  ki!  iiiil  •'  'itfr'n  Iii>me, 
Th  it  l.»  l-rnu  »!>•■  Lrifi  of  a  UmnliMUs  Ileavrn. 

Till-  }<!•-  lo.iMt  r  ml  hath  come. 

■  J  W  Mn  I » s  i\  14  n  ri  itivc  uf  Hi>«liiii,  iin  t  «[  m  •* 
{tr'«  .!  I  'III  •  ■  !•■  1  \\."\  J  'M\  \r.\\.  Ill  ihr  nliiurship  cT 
•■  I^■   \  i-i<«i'  "     I  f»ilh've  hf  (lii'd  111  lr>*. 


WILLIAM  B.  WALTER  • 


TO  A.N  INFANT. 

A^n  art  thou  here,  swrrt  S^«.  aa»T!^ 
The  crowds  thu  c«>iiic  this  nurvi  u>  utk^ 
The  lo\fhi*^t  dream  of  waking;  Ulr* 
lIo|)e  of  the  Uj««iin*s  s«vrrt  ssn£r ! 
Enibiein  of  all  ihf  bran  ran  U**r* 
Vi^iiin  of  ul!  that's  bright  ^S'lr* 
I*li*di(e.  pPMin-i*'  of  miirin'vr'd  «ettr*' 
SSeal  of  pun-  f.'uls.  yel  l>ou<hl  mi\h  yrmr*' 

Hail!  child  -ff  l.iTf! — I  hnxrr  yrt 
Armiiiil  thy  rimrh.  vihere  ^iumVr  rawft 
Hiin;r*  on  tl.iiii*  t'\t-li-U*  ii«ins  •h-->^i 
And  th'tUiZhto  .iri<l  drt-aminz*  thi*  k'l  -r. «: 
I'{Nin  the  tiiriil  itke  eb'sni*  *•{  l:j^l 
Which  i>w<-i-p  all  in;;  thi>  d.iri«>fnr  bv^i;. 
Lurid  arjil  >tr.tii;;i\  ull  frarful  «rat 
In  tlashimrs  o't  r  the  firmaromt* 

O!  waki'  n-'!  fnmi  that  trari^u:!  •Vrj  ' 

'I'liii  wMiti  *li^:I!  I>r%-ak,  at.ti  tti4*u  v^.s-t  »«*; 

Surh  )»  tbv  ill -iiii\  uzid  tl-»>ni. 

OVr  thi«  litii.:  {■>;iol  and  l<iii^  to  r>*ttw . 

T!  irlir^  ni  H  Ivi  r« .  ,:iiilt.  .m-i  i.A.i>i  !•-«  ■  ». 

'i*h<*  ii.iiijH  '.\!i-.rh  th>>u  carii*:  %Ha.I^  k..-«. 

All  rr>iA.!i-il  ■  •  ,i  iilllf  ^pan. 

The  U-ini!  nf  tin*  ert>ature  Man' 

Ah!  littlt'  di-*iiii-«t  thou.  inT  rhiM, 
The  \%ay  i>l  lift-  i«  dark  an>!  i»ii ! : 
Its  hiiiiohlii'-.  *ut  a  lieht  wh'^vp  pUy 
Si'n-es  but  to  d.utzle  and  brtrmy  ; 
Wear\-  and  lung — its  rnd.  thr  tomS. 
Where  darknt'ss  sprrsd*  tier  wins*  '^  rx 
That  restnu-plar*'  of  thtni«  whw-h  .«<f. 
The  ifoal  of  ail  that  ranh  can  ci^e ! 

It  may  I**  th-it  the  drrarn*  of  faaie. 
Proud  filiin*-  p!nine.  the  wam*»r's  aasar. 
Shall  lurr  thi'f  t.i  the  field  of  !il.»^ , 
There,  liki*  i  .:■«•!.  war'*  fitrr  f<*>d 
May  bear  thif  ■•»!  while  far  aV>«e. 
Thy  erim'->n  ••aimer*  prnudN  m*v«r, 
Liki*  the  nsi  •  I  >iid«  whirh  ^kirt  the  sc*. 
When  till*  !*)er<*i'  iein{te«t<H!By  is  d*iOr' 

Oi  b-ad  ihif  t->  a  el'ii.t«*r*d  erlL. 
WliiTi*  I.iMriiiii^'s  «t»tariw^«  l^aorly  dmti,. 
The  iiUiinuht  I  imp  ai»i!  Imiw  uf  r^rw . 
Till-  fru/fii  III  irl  t!iat  mt'M-ks  drsfmi-. 
('<>n«u:i;pli  ■  ."•  I'.ri-*  to  bum  ihi  civ*^. 
Thf  brain  i'  at  *hr<iS«.  but  will  auC  bfra&. 
Thi'  lra%ail  ••!'  the  miul.  to  g»in 
A  iiimi".  aii-1  'S.t*— aU«!   in  vj 


ThiMi  nvVr-*  :ji"»t.  <tw«>»'t  •lurnNrrrr.  iSr^. 
Of  tlii4  witM'-  •-n:iie«:  nf  manT  a  seArr 
Til  r.iti-h  ihi   oitiil ;  fif  pl^a«urv«  wikl. 
Frirn-I*  t".ilM* — t"!**-*  dark-— ami 
Of  Pa-«iiiir«  n:ini«li-r«  who 
W;lh  iron  -••■jTre.  all  who  stray; 

•  \\  II1UM  H    x\  tirra  «••  hnm  i« 
■iPil    H  i«    •••:•■•  •!•  !    II    Kiw.liiin    C4^g»       ||» 
••  Siik.i.  I  ;►-.  M./   .<i  iri*  mx\w  t*f  **  iVia  J«aa,'   -  * 
i'   H-:ii  III  •-,"    .1-!   •••Ill'  t4ltrr   awtrwal  »>^i^« 
w  fi  I  ti  H  Iff  I*  ;-ii.  If  in  Ihrir  ll^w        fUg  #to4  M  1*^ 
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Of  broken  hearts — still  loving  on, 
When  all  is  lost,  and  changed,  and  gone! 

What  is  it  that  thou  wilt  not  prove  1 
Power,  Wealth,  Dominion,  Grandeur,  Love- 
All  the  soul's  idols  in  their  turn ! 
And  find  each  false,  yet  wildly  bum 
To  grasp  at  all — and  love  the  cheat ; 
Smile,  when  the  ravening  vultures  eat 
Into  thy  very  bosom*s  core. 
And  drink  up  that — which  is  not  gore! 

Thy  tears  shalt  flow,  and  thou  shalt  weep 
As  he  has  wept  who  eyes  thy  sleep, 
But  weeps  no  more — his  heart  Ib  cold, 
Warp'd,  sickenM,  searM,  with  woes  untold. 
And  be  it  so !  the  clouds  which  roll 
Dark,  heavy  o'er  my  troubled  soul, 
Bring  with  them  lightnings  which  illume. 
To  shroud  the  mind  in  deeper  gloom ! 

But  no!  dear  boy,  my  earnest  prayer 
Shall  call  on  Heaven  to  bless  thee  here! 
Long  mayst  thou  live  to  love  thy  kind- 
Brave,  generous,  of  a  lofty  mind! 
Thy  father  live  again  in  thee. 
Thy  mother  long  her  virtues  see 
Brightly  reflected  forth  in  thine — 
Her  solace  in  life's  sad  decline. 

Sleep  on !  sleep  on !  but,  O  my  soul. 

This  is  not  slumber's  soft  contro' ! 

Boy  ! — boy !  awake— that  strug  ^iing  cry 

So  faint  and  low — that  agony ! 

The  long,  sunk,  heavy  gasp  and  groan! 

And  O,  that  desolate,  last  moan  1^ 

My  Gofi !  the  infant  spirit's  gone ! 

Are  there  no  tears'? — dark — dark — alone! 

Tis  past!  farewell !     I  little  thought 
The  mockeries  which  my  fancy  wrought, 
From  fate's  dark  book  were  rudely  torn  !— 
That  clouds  would  darken  o'er  thy  mom ! 
That  death's  stem  hand  would  sweep  away 
The  flower  just  springing  to  the  day ! 
But  wounded  hearts  must  still  bleed  on! 
Enough,  enough — God's  will  bb  doitb  ! 


JAMES  VVALLIS  EASTBURN.* 


TO  PNEUMA. 

Tempests  their  furious  course  may  sweep 
Swiftly  o'er  the  troubled  deep. 
Darkness  may  lend  her  gloomy  aid. 
And  wrap  the  groaning  world  in  shade; 
But  man  can  show  a  darker  hour. 
And  bend  beneath  a  stronger  power; — 
There  is  a  tempest  of  the  soul, 
A  gloom  where  wilder  billows  roll ! 

The  howling  wilderness  may  spread 
Its  pathless  deserts,  parch'd  and  dread, 
Where  not  a  blade  of  herbage  blooms. 
Nor  yields  the  breeze  its  soft  perfumes; 

*    Mr.   Eastburjt  was  ansociated  with   Robbbt   C. 
SAifDi  in  writing  **Tamnyden."    See  page  243. 
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Where  silence,  death,  and  horror  reign, 
Uncheck'd,  across  the  wide  domain ; — 
There  b  a  desert  of  the  mind 
More  hopeless,  dreary,  undefined ! 

There  Sorrow,  moody  Discontent, 
And  gnawing  Care  are  wildly  blent; 
There  Horror  hangs  her  darkest  clouds. 
And  the  whole  scene  in  gloom  enshrouds; 
A  sickly  ray  is  cast  around. 
Where  naught  but  dreariness  is  found ; 
A  feeling  that  may  not  be  told, 
Dark,  rending,  lonely,  drear,  and  cold. 

The  wildest  ills  that  darken  life 

Are  rapture  to  the  bosom's  strife; 

The  tempest,  in  its  blackest  form, 

Is  beauty  to  the  bosom's  storm; 

The  ocean,  lash'd  to  fury  loud, 

Its  high  wave  mingling  with  the  cloud. 

Is  peaceful,  sweet  screni^ 

To  passion's  dark  and  boundless  sea. 

There  sleeps  no  calm,  there  smiles  no  rest, 
When  storms  are  warring  in  the  breast ; 
There  is  no  moment  of  repose 
In  bosoms  lash'd  by  hidden  woes; 
The  scorpion  sting  the  fury  rears, 
And  every  trembling  fibre  tears; 
The  vulture  preys  with  bloody  beak 
Upon  the  heart  that  can  but  break ! 


JAMES  N.  BARKER.* 


LITTLE  RED  RIDING  HOOD. 

She  was,  indeed,  a  pretty  little  creature, 
So  meek,  so  modest ;  what  a  pity,  madam, 
That  one  so  young  and  innocent  should  fall 
A  prey  to  the  ravenous  wolf. 

The  wolf,  indeed ! 

You've  left  the  nursery  to  but  little  purpose. 

If  you  believe  a  wolf  could  ever  speak, 

Though  in  the  time  of  ^SSsop,  or  before. 

— Was't  not  a  wolf,  then  ?  I  have  read  the  story 

A  hundred  times;  and  heard  it  told:  nay,  told  it 

Myself^  to  my  younger  sisters,  when  we've  shrank 

Together  in  the  sheets,  from  very  terror, 

And,  with  protecting  arms,  each  round  the  other, 

E'en  Bobb'd  ourselves  to  sleep.     But  I  remember, 

I  saw  the  story  acted  on  the  stage. 

Last  winter  in  the  city,  I  and  my  school-mates, 

With  our  most  kind  preceptress,  Mrs.  Bazely, 

And  so  it  was  a  robber,  not  a  wolf. 

That  met  poor  little  Riding  Hood  i'  the  woodi 

— Nor  wolf  nor  robber,  child:  this  nursery  tale 

Contains  a  hidden  moral. 

Hidden:  nay, 

Fm  not  so  young  but  I  can  spell  it  out, 

And  thus  it  is:  children,  when  sent  on  errands, 

Must  never  stop  by  the  way  to  talk  with  woWeo. 

*  Mr.  Bakkbb  is  a  native  of  Philadelphia,  and  Is  now 

in  one  of  the  bureaus  of  the  Treasury  Depnrtnient,  at 

Washington.    lie  Is  the  author  of  **  Tears  and  Smiles,*' 

*'How  to  try  a  Lover,"  and  seversl  other  dramatic 

compositions. 
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— 1*ut !  wolves  again :  wilt  listen  to  me,  child ! 
— Say  on,  dear  grandma. 

Thus,  then,  dear*  my  daughter: 

In  Uiis  young  person  culling  idle  flowers, 
You  sec  tlic  peril  that  attends  the  maiden 
Who,  in  her  walk  through  hfe,  yields  to  temptation, 
And  quits  tlic  onward  path  to  stray  aside. 
Allured  hy  gaudy  weeds. 

Nay,  none  but  children 

Could  gather  butter-eups  and  May-weed,  mother; 
But  violets,  dear  violets — mcthinks 
I  could  live  ever  on  a  bank  of  violets, 
Or  die  most  happy  there. 

You  die,  indeed, 

At  your  years  die ! 

'i'hen  sleep,  ma*am,  if  yon  please. 

As  you  did  yesterday  in  that  sweet  spot 
Down  by  the  fountain;  where  you  seatet)  you 
'J^o  read  the  last  new  novel — what  d'ye  call't — 
The  Prairie,  was  it  noti 

It  was,  my  love, 

And  there,  as  I  rememlter,  your  kind  arm 
Pillow'd  my  ago<l  head :  *twas  irksome,  suxe, 
To  your  young  limt>s  and  spirit. 

No,  believe  me. 

To  keep  the  insects  from  disturbing  you 
Was  sweet  employment,  or  to  fan  your  cheek 
When  the  brerre  lull'd. 

You're  a  dear  child ! 

And,  then. 

To  gaze  on  such  a  scene !  the  grassy  bank. 

So  gently  sloping  to  the  rivulet. 

All  purple  with  my  own  dear  violet, 

And  sprinkled  o'er  with  spring  flowers  of  each 

tint 
There  was  that  pale  and  humble  little  blossom, 
Looking  so  like  its  namesake.  Innocence ; 
'I'he  fairv-fornrd.  fle.sh-hutNl  anemone, 
With  its  fiiir  sisters,  called  by  country  people 
Fair  maids  o*  the  spring.    The  lowly  cinquefoil  too. 
And  statelier  maric^old.     The  violet  sorrel 
Blushing  KO  rosy  n>d  in  bashfulncvs. 
And  her  coinpanioii  of  the  season,  dress*d 
In  varied  pink.     The  partridRe  ever-greon, 
Ilam^iiisr  its  fr.i:;rant  wu\-work  on  each  stem, 
And  studdint;  the  i^n-rri  kihI  with  scarlet  licrries— 
— Dill  ynu  sec  all  those  llowers?    I  niarkM  thrm 

noL 
— O  nr.iny  more,  whose  names  I  have  not  leani*d. 
And  tlien  ti>  M*e  the  lii^lit  blue  butterfly 
Kivunini;  tilMuit.  like  »n  enchant«*<I  thintr, 
Fr.»iii  fltiwer  to  flower,  and  the  bri:;hl  honev-bee; 
And  tlu*n\  too,  wa*(  the  fount.-iin.  overhuni^ 
Willi  |iii<h  :in-I  tree,  dra;N\]  by  the  unireful  vine, 
Whrre  iho  w!»itr  blossoni'*  of  the  dinrwi^sl  met 
Thi'  rriin«ion  ml-lind.  :inil  the  ^we**!  bird?*  s;ing 
Tni'ir  III  I'lri'.MU;  whilr  ihe  fn>h  spriii'»in:r  w.ilrrs, 
Ju".!  ^1  in  ill/  thi'  jrem  forn  that  b:ithe«I  within  tluMn. 
I.iMji'd  j  i\rul  u'er  ihi'ir  I'.iiry  mound  of  riN*k. 
An<!  ti-!!  ill  iiiii«i<'--t!ii'n  pi^sM  pr.ittlin<j  on. 
]\x\'.\  Til  ilji-  I'.iwrry  b.iiiks  that  Ih'iit  ti»  ki*H  iheni. 

I  driMin'd  n  ilot't!i,>iM>  hi^htsor  s*tunds. 

TliiMi  iu'St 

B  •\  i»".l  ih-'  '••"i».»k  ihi'rr  I  iv  :i  narrow  strip, 
1.,^f  -I  lirh  li'Mitd.  of  I'lianii'ird  meadow. 


Girt  by  a  pretty  precipice,  wboae  tfOp 
Was  crowu'd  with  rose-baj.    Hmifm ay  «i7«: 

sIcmmI. 
Sylphdike,  the  light  fantastir  rvi];.aUar 
As  ready  to  leap  duwn  uuio  her  gun^t 
Harlequin  Bartnia,  in  his  (A*iAlc«i  vol 
Of  green  and  rrimscMi. 

Tuc !  ruaui;h.  moacb. 

Your  madcap  f«ncy  runs  u>j  ritic.  ^ j^ 
We  muht  shut  up  your  books  uf  butaby. 
And  give  you  graver  studir*. 

Will  vou  shut 

Tlie  bonk  of  n.iture,  u^9  * — ftir  it  is 


i  love  and  sluily.     Ilo  nM  take 

To  the  cokl.  heartless  rilv.  with  lU  f  i 

And  dull  routme:  it*  artilirtal  man: 

And  arbitrary  rules;   its  cheerless 

And  mirthless  roastjuinir.     Yet  a  tittle  »ie^ 

O  let  nie  hold  commumon  here  wiih  ojezr' 

— Well.  well,  we'll  see.    But  «c  Defkrt  jw* 

Upon  this  picture — 

Poor  Ri«J  Ridiiiff  H,«"»' 


We  had  forgotten  her:  \rt  mark,  i^ar  =a: 
How  (latiently  the  puitr  thing  waits  tier  f* 
And  now  the  hidden  morftL 

Thus  it  H : 

Merc  chililn'n  n^ad  surh  storv^  [;Vra!!y. 
But  the  more  elderly  aiij  wi^>  tird.trr 
A  moml  fn>m  the  firti'tn.     In  a  wr»-l. 
The  wolf  that  ynu  mu»t  ffiisni  arairwl  i^- 
— I  thought  love  was  an  infant :  -  b«a^.^:.-«  r 
— The  world  and  ln«e  mrrt  youoc  X^v^*^ 
And  innocent — alas!  time  rh^ncn  ai.  :L^ 
— True.  I  mnemlirr.  love  i*  now  a 
And,  the  srnig  savs,  ••a  vrrr  aaurf 
But  how  a  widf ! 

In  ravenous  appetjtr. 

rnjti tying  and  un«p4nnir.  |aaw«o«i  ia  oA 
A  bi*ast  of  prey.     As  the  wolf  to  tbc 
Is  he  to  innoriHice. 

I  shall  rememhrr. 

For  now  I  see  the  innraL     Tniai  ae. 
Should  I  e*i'r  m«*«*t  thi«  w«iIf.|ow  la  mj 
Be  he  a  Niy  or  man.  1*11  take  koo^ 
And  hold  n<i  ri>n%i-rM*  with  huiu 

V"»ii'll  d.>  winely. 

— Xiire'er  in  fu-ld  or  forr»t.  filaiii  or 
S|i:i||  ho  front  in**  know  whither  I  ma 
Or  whio|MT  t!i:ii  hi 'II  inrvt  me. 

— ^-^  That'-*  niv  chikL 


— Niir.  in  niy  rraniUni'ii  r»xta|pfi. 

Will  I  t'l-r  lift  thi*  lairh  ftv  him  m««IC 

Or  bid  hini  pn'.l  the  b«>l>hin. 

— —  Wi'll.  my  dear. 
You'vi"  li'uriitil  _\i»ur  lr«*on. 

Vft  one  ihin^r.  my 

Siimewh.tt  jH-'^ilen  *  me. 

S,iv  what,  mx 

m  m 

I  will  explain. 


This  wi>lf.  the  stonr 


IVivi\ri1  {MHir  i:nnd.im  firvt.  and  tt^  her  c 
^^'h  it  io  the  in>inl  bene  '  II are  aQ  o«r  fn 
Bii-n  l'ir-!t  di'%iMir'd  bv  love? 

1. 1 1  n*  ;n  in; 

Thi"  .lir  ::row«  r-hd;  \«hi  are  a 
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J.  K.  MITCHELL.^ 


THE  SONG  OF  TOE  PRAIRIE. 

O !  TLT  to  the  prairie,  sweet  maiden,  with  me, 
'T  is  as  green  and  as  wide  and  as  wild  as  the  spu  : 
O'er  its  soft  silken  bosom  the  summer  winds  glide, 
And  wave  the  wild  grass  in  its  billowy  pride. 

The  city 's  a  prison  too  narrow  for  thee— 
Then  away  to  the  prairies  so  boundless  and  free : 
Where  the  sight  is  not  chcck*d  till  the  prairie  and 

skies, 
[n  harmony  blending,  commingle  their  dyes. 

The  fawns  in  the  meadow-fields  fearlessly  play — 
Away  to  the  chase,  lovely  maiden,  away ! 
Bound,  bound  to  thy  courser,  the  bison  is  near, 
And  list  to  the  tramp  of  the  light-footed  deer. 

Let  England  exult  in  her  dogs  and  her  chase — 
O !  what's  a  king's  park  to  this  limitless  space! 
No  fences  to  leap  and  no  thickets  to  turn, 
No  owners  to  injure,  no  furrows  to  spurn. 

But,  softly  as  thine  on  the  carpeted  hall, 
Is  heard  the  light  foot  of  the  courser  to  fall ; 
And  close-matted  grass  no  impression  receives. 
As  ironlciss  hoofs  bound  aloft  from  the  leaves. 

O,  fly  to  the  prairie  !  the  eagle  is  there : 
He  gracefully  wheels  in  the  cloud-speckled  air; 
And,  timidly  hiding  her  delicate  young. 
The  prairie-hen  hushes  her  beautiful  song. 

O,  fly  to  the  prairie,  sweet  maiden,  with  me ! 
The  vine  and  the  prairie-rose  blossom  for  thee ; 
And,  hailing  the  moon  in  the  prairie-propp'd  sky, 
The  mocking-bird  echoes  the  katydid's  cry. 

Let  Mexicans  boast  of  their  herds  and  their  steeds, 
The  free  prairie-hunter  no  shepherd-boy  needs ; 
The  bison,  like  clouds,  overshadow  the  place. 
And  the  wild,  spotted  coursers  invite  to  the  chase. 

The  farmer  may  boast  of  his  grass  and  his  grain — 
He  sows  them  in  labour,  and  reaps  them  in  pain ; 
But  here  the  deep  soil  no  exertion  requires, 
Enrich'd  by  the  ashes,  and  clear'd  by  the  fires. 

The  woodman  delights  in  his  trees  and  his  shade; 
But  sec!  there's  no  sun  on  the  cheek  of  his  maid; 
His  flowers  are  f\ided,  his  blossoms  are  pale. 
And  mildew  is  riding  his  vapourous  gale. 

Tlien  fly  to  the  prairie !  in  wonder  there  gaze. 
As  sweeps  o'er  the  grass  the  magnificent  blaze. 
The  land  is  o'ervvhelm'd  in  an  ocean  of  light, 
Whose  flame-surges  break  in  the  breeze  of  the  night 

Sul)lirnc  from  the  north  comes  the  wind  in  his  wrath. 
And  scatters  the  reeds  in  his  desolate  path; 
Or,  loaded  with  incense,  steals  in  from  the  west, 
As  bees  from  the  prairie-rose  fly  to  their  nest, 

O,  fly  to  the  prairie  !  for  freedom  is  there ! 

Love  lights  not  that  home  with  the  torch  of  despair ! 

•  Donor  MiTCHET.L,  Profrwor  of  the  Practice  of  Medi- 
cine in  the  J«^tf«>r8on  Medical  Collei^e,  at  Philadelphia,  is 
a  native  of  Shepherdfltown,  in  Viri^inia.  He  was  edu- 
cated at  one  of  the  univer8itif>8  of  Scotland,  and  studied 
his  profession  in  Philadelphia.  In  1839,  he  published  a 
volume,  entitled  **  Indecision,  and  other  Poems.*' 


No  wretch  to  entreat,  and  no  lord  to  deny, 
No  gossips  to  slander,  no  neighbour  to  pry. 

But,  struggling  not  there  the  heart's  impulse  to  hide, 
Love  leaps  like  the  fount  from  the  crystal-rock  side. 
And  strong  as  its  adamant,  pure  as  its  spring, 
Waves  wildly  in  sunbeams  his  rose-colour'd  wing. 


HENRY  ROWE  SCHOOLCRAFT.* 


GE^UALE.    AN  INDIAN  IJkB|ENT. 

The  blackbird  is  singing  on  Michigan's  shore 
As  sweetly  and  gayly  as  ever  before ; 
For  he  knows  to  his  mate  he,  at  pleasure,  can  hie. 
And  the  dear  Utile  brood  she  is  teaching  to  fly. 
The  sun  looks  as  ruddy,  and  rises  as  bright, 
And  reflects  o'er  the  mountains  as  beamy  a  light 
As  it  ever  reflected,  or  ever  express'd,      [the  best. 
When  my  skies  were  the  bluest,  my  dreams  were 
The  fox  and  the  panther,  both  beasts  of  the  night. 
Retire  to  their  dens  on  the  gleaming  of  light. 
And  they  spring  with  a  free  and  a  sorrowless  track. 
For  they  know  that  their  mates  are  expecting  them 

back. 
Each  bird,  and  each  beast,  it  is  bless'd  in  degree : 
All  nature  is  cheerful,  all  happy,  but  me. 

I  will  go  to  my  tent,  and  lie  down  in  despair ; 
I  will  paint  me  with  black,  and  will  sever  my  hair; 
I  will  sit  on  the  shore,  where  the  hurricane  blows. 
And  reveal  to  the  god  of  the  tempest  my  woes ; 
I  will  weep  for  a  season,  on  bitterness  fed. 
For  my  kindred  are  gone  to  the  hills  of  the  dead ; 
But  they  died  not  by  hunger,  or  lingering  decay; 
The  steel  of  the  white  man  hath  swept  them  away. 

This  snake-skin,  that  once  I  so  sacredly  wore, 
I  will  toss,  with  disdain,  to  the  storm-beaten  shore: 
Its  charms  I  no  longer  obey  or  invoke. 
Its  spirit  hath  left  me,  its  spell  is  now  broke. 
I  will  raise  up  my  voice  to  the  source  of  the  light; 
I  will  dream  on  the  wings  of  the  bluebird  at  night; 
I  will  speak  to  the  spirits  that  whisper  in  leaves. 
And  that  minister  balm  to  the  bosom  that  grieves; 
And  will  take  a  new  Manito— such  as  shall  seem 
To  be  kind  and  propitious  in  every  dream. 

O,  then  I  shall  banish  these  cankering  sighs, 
And  tears  shall  no  longer  gush  salt  from  my  eyes; 
I  shall  wash  from  my  face  every  cloud-colour'd  stain ; 
Retl — red  shall,  alone,  on  my  visage  remain ! 
I  will  dig  up  my  hatchet,  and  bend  my  oak  bow; 
By  night  and  by  day  I  will  follow  the  foe ; 
Nor  lakes  shall  impede  me,  nor  mountains,  nor 

snows ; 
His  blood  can,  alone,  give  my  spirit  repose. 

They  came  to  my  cabin  when  heaven   was 
black : 
I  heard  not  their  coming,  I  knew  not  their  track ; 
But  I  saw,  by  the  light  of  their  blazing  fusees. 
They  were  people  engender'd  beyond  the  big  seas: 
My  wife  and  my  children, — O,  spare  me  the  tale ! — 
For  who  is  there  left  that  is  kin  to  Gbbhals  ? 


♦  Author  of  "  Algic  Researches,"  "  ExpediUon  to  ItMca 
Lake,"  "Alhalla,  or  the  Lord  of  Tallsdega."  etc.  See 
notice  of  his  works  in  "  Prose  Writers  of  America." 


532 


VARIOUS   AUTHORlf. 


II 


ji 

I' 
|i 


■  I 
I 

n 
I 

I' 


REVEREND  WILLIAM  B.  TAPPAX  • 

THE  TWENTY  THOrrtAND  CHILDREN  OF  THE 
HAlillATH  8CII()0Ld  IN  NEW  YORK,  TELE- 
URATINU  TOGETHER  THE  4TH  OF  JULY,  i'i'i\i. 

O,  SIGHT  KuMiine!  O.  8ii;ht  of  frar! 

The  nliailt miliar  uf  intinit y ! 
NuniUrrH,  wlmso  niuriuur  rixt^H  here 

Jjikc  whit>jKTiii|>^4  of  the  iiiii;hty  sea! 

Ye  brill <;  !<tran;;i-  vUionR  to  my  f^ze ; 

Eurtli')*  dn^aiiicr.  heii\eii  before  ine  HwiniH; 
The  Hen  of  ^Iumi.  the  throne  of  tlayn. 

Crowns,  harps,  uiid  the  inelodioun  hymn^. 

Ye  ren«l  tlie  nir  with  i^nitefu!  sonqn 
Fi>r  frtvdoni  by  old  wsirriom  won : 

O,  fttr  the  !iatlle  wliirh  your  throntfA 

May  wa^o  and  win  throui^h  Davii>*ii  ton! 

We:ilth  of  vonni;  tieautv !  thnt  miw  blooms 
Ref  ire  me  like  :i  worhl  of  flinvers ; 

Hiirh  etpei't-itioii !  that  a.xsuini*!4 
The  hue  of  hfe's  si^renest  hours; 

Are  ye  decuyin^;  ?     Must  these  forms, 

Si)  ai;ili>,  fair,  and  brii^Iitly  fpiy. 
Hidden  in  du^t,  1h'  civen  to  worms 

And  exerlo^tini;  nii;ht,  the  prey? 

Are  ye  immortal  ?     Will  this  mass 

Of  life.  1h>  life,  undyini;  still. 
When  all  \\\CfV  srntient  thousands  |>aAs 

To  where  corrujttion  works  its  will  ? 

Thiiiifht !  that  takes  hold  of  heaven  and  hell, 
Hr  in  earh  t«':i:'!ii'r*s  heart  to-dav ! 

80  shiill  eti'rniiy  be  well 

With  these,  when  time  has  fled  awar. 


TO  THE  HHIP  OF  THE  LINE  PCNNflYLVANlA. 

••  Lfat  f»rth  tr»  the  ean*erinp  seas," 

O.  .ship  I  if  I"fty  name! 
Anil  ti«s  u{ii>n  thy  native  bret*ze 

'i'he  i»t-ir>i  and  ^tri{K*s  offline! 
And  In-ar  thy  thuinlers  o'er  the  deep 

When*  vauntiiit;  lla^ies  ride! 
Tli-ni  ha-il  :i  ititli>i>i*s  iji-ins  t-i  ke*'|»— 

Her  honnur  aiitl  hi>r  jiriile ! 
O!   holy  is  i!ii*  i-iixenant  ni.ule 

\^il!»  tlur  ami  «s  tn-iliy; 
Niin<*  f Ft  tin  (lir  I'ltiiip.u'l  >lirink'i  afr.iid, 

,N<i  lr;iiliir  ulU-r?.  nay! 
\\  I'  pit -l^i*  iiiir  !rr\rnt  I>im',  and  th'iU 

Thy  u'liT:  'M-.  ri'."i  of  imk, 
AIi\i'  \\:lii  loi  II  \^h'»  e.iniMt  b-^w 

']'••  k.iu''".  M'T  ki-*!*  thi'  v<ikel 

Sj'i'  ■!  li  :!iTiii!i.:-  «»Vt  t)ii*  Cirili  si'i, 

Wlu.-li  i\,-K  ..f  hrll  drf-irm: 
An  \  !■'  "k  !  bi-r  bniiU  an*  "sprivul  to  the* 

WliiTi'  A!":i«-'s  ri>!i!vrs  swarm. 


(10 !  lie  u|iuD  thr  A 

When'  fk|iarklc  ciuiril.i  i*lr»~> 
(ill!  Mi'k  the  lawb'Hii  >uli'.-u't 

Ainl  SfMitl   htn  <  ru*  I    Vilt-^ 

And  kci'p.  whi-rr  i«ii  i^w 

Mi-m  watrh  t«n  iht-ir  hi^iivsi. 
A  III!  pruiiipily.  thnnitrfi  i.'iixtr  r  «  if^ 

When  iiriTttl.  our  iriU^ir  |«i . 
Yivi.  »i)ii)w  iit\  bn^iiiii^  tc-t-Uk  vi  (•'««?. 

W)ii're%rr  t\  r'4iil«  bii.i. 
Ill  pri<le  uf  their  umn  h*.i««-  boiftT, 

A  frri'lNirii.  noblf  luii.  i. 

Spreii!  oil?  •h-wi-  im|-]#»  ^inr*  'f  lirar' 

Mhilf  rrirri**  iloth  j-»«em  iB<tx. 
'Ti-  t'.t  »iji-h  I'li'w  ifk  I  if  the  r-r.nr 

SliiiiiM  li'i\i   thf  -h**rr«  vif  Pi^w  ; 
For  bill  within  tSy  jiant  ttrrv.^^ 

Art*  ^iTKi^  I'f  w«I.-.i':,r  *«»nr. 
And  -ii--ii  :ts  tb  •u.  •hil!  rju«c  at  U 

Man\  fi\iri«h  *TrilV  !o  rr^^. 
F'riMii  ewry  \.i\*.  Iri  m  i-^rry  rr»e. 

Wnrd  i>f  l!i%    ^«  jLiI\*>  {i.«»t. 

And  i«iv  wr  !h  it  our  r.i«intr%*§  ftg 
Sln-ainji  fr- >rn  ih'k  l-»»t'rine  tnj 

Aitoiiritl  tlut  in  tb\   pr  -^r*^  th  « 
For  hrr  will  win  r»':i«'»n, 

W)hi4<«  fuHiH  ran  die.  btit  know 
To  strike  that  |«*rinon  Jiiwo. 


JAMi:s  NACK* 


d. 


"']']'*•  U»-^    W-i  [iiM  I".   ■r«rr%^!  *n"  »'.im  in  IU-vitIt. 
Vh—hi-t  ..-•:■-   •'.,:.■    .  "J!     1  (i.ii.'ir   '. T'l.  r.iitl  In-  ■!.■  i 

1,1  !l!    •    ■    -■      !..     ri  .'.    ■   ■■     '  "^  :    ■         III'  »  .|«  •!  ■       ':;•«     tl     "I*  WnVf  i-l 

;•■.!_■:■■  1- |- ■•  I'V     M'- "I'l  I  «■  rk*  it'i-    I'  •  ;rv  i>i  il  <- Mmrt.' 
•i'»»firj"  »il  1  ilf."  ■  r'hi-n  I  nn.t  \i  >  ••■  .ni.  i.u«  I'li  in*.'  Ac 


^nilNU  li«  COMING. 

Srai^r,  i*  e-iniiri^.  «prinj  m  '"ocninc. 
IJirds  are  ehirpin^.  izikcU  humnuac 
FUiwers  are  {•ti'pini;  from  tbrtr 
Streams  i'S4'a{iitl  fnim  wintrr's 
In  di-iuhti'il  friYslom  niabinc. 
Daiii-e  aliMiit  in  luuMr  £u»hinc 
N'e:ii  !•  iif  l.ilc  ill  diuliunn  «m& 
!^ini!<'  in  .iiimuIi-h:  .cljilira'J; 

All  i<*  !i«-.li.*\.  j'.i   In  llll.'til, 

.Ml  1"*  ki^'iry  lij-n  ia::h. 

S!i.iiit  wi*  l!iiii  w:il»  Natart-'s  «« 

Wi  li-nrm- Spri:;.;  •   r«  j  ufe  *  nywr'. 

Spring  i*  ro'Mip;.  rom^,  my  tvvlbrr, 
L«'l  n»  ro*!'  w!»h  «^!i'"  in-'lh**?. 
Til  «»ur  wrIi-rt::ie'!i*«-rM  w  :!-5-«>'kx!, 
FI'Mjn-!iinj  in  ni!:'i-'*  .-S. '■!**.  **!; 
Wli«  ri*  :i  ♦'.  'i!-.i:.  !  fl  ••■*•  r«  jrr  •prrn^ 
All!  a  lb   .'.-»:.!  :m:  !-  i-f    •;n-ir*^, 
^\"b^■'t•  rMf  J  .'  't-M  •■ii!i'-*i'n*  i^uncr 
Om  f'li"  \f» 'iri'-.:in?'i' 1  r:*»T; 
I..-t  .iiir  \.n!«h  -iffi>-lnj  "Vii, 
T.I  l!ie  yiiii'!i  uf  ii:tlure  Ahoul. 
Wl.ili'  tin-  %*  iM*-  n  j«mI  ..ur  *.»H-r, 
Wi  b-  mil-  Spr.:i,: !   r»  ;  ii«-r  !    tTvi«-v  ! 


•  Mr  \»rK  I*  •!•  yf  ^'*^  rfnui*-.  %m4  k«* 
111*  rt.i  I'l  .iH*  ;  %•!  !i  •  ••  *ii-  *■  wni.Rff*.  H 
%  -irii-i\  ••f  ill'  i-iir  .  irr  •ii«:irrii*Uhi'«t  ff^tr  ^»«< 
III- -11  iii>-;  ••!■  "(  v-r«  *i^ili.i«  %  t.'IsMr  m4 
««il!i  3  iii>  fi.-ir  !••  rk->«riba  .M.  %% 
li.  Ni  «   \"rk.  Ill  l->'. 


VARIOUS  AUTHORS. 


688 


REVEREND  BENJAMIN  D.  WINSLOW.* 


THE  LOVER  STUDENT. 

With  a  burning  brow  and  weary  limb, 
From  the  parting  glance  of  day, 

The  student  sits  in  hin  study  dim, 
Till  the  east  with  dawn  is  gray; 

But  whit  are  those  musty  tomes  to  him? 
His  spirit  is  far  away. 

He  seeks,  in  fancy,  the  hall  of  light 
Where  his  lady  leads  the  dance. 

Where  the  festal  bowers  are  gleaming  bright, 
Lit  up  by  her  sunny  glance ; 

And  he  thinks  of  her  the  livelong  night — 
She  thinketh  of  him — perchance ! 

Yet  many  a  gallant  knight  is  by. 

To  dwell  on  each  gushing  tone. 
To  drink  the  smile  of  that  love-lit  eye. 

Which  should  beam  on  him  alone; 
To  woo  with  the  vow,  the  glance  and  sigh, 

The  heart  that  he  clainw  his  own. 

The  student  bonds  o'er  the  snowy  page. 
And  he  grasps  his  well-worn  pen. 

That  he  may  write  him  a  lesson  sage. 
To  read  to  the  sons  of  men ; 

But  soflcr  lessons  his  thoughts  engage. 
And  he  flings  it  down  again. 

The  student's  orisons  must  arise 

At  the  vesper's  solemn  peal, 
So  he  gazeth  up  to  the  tranquil  skies, 

Which  no  angel  forms  reveal. 
But  an  earthly  seraph's  laughing  eyes 

Mid  his  whisper'd  prayers  will  steal. 

In  vain  his  spirit  would  now  recur 

To  his  little  study  dim, 
In  vain  the  notes  of  the  vesper  stir 

In  the  cloister  cold  and  grim ; 
Through  the  livelong  night  he  thinks  of  her — 

Doth  his  lady  think  of  him? 

Then  up  he  looks  to  the  clear,  cold  moon. 
But  no  culm  to  him  she  brings; 

His  troubled  spirit  is  out  of  tune. 
And  loosen'd  its  countless  strinj^s; 

Yet,  in  the  quiet  of  night's  still  noon. 
To  his  lady-love  he  sings : 

"Thou  in  thy  bower, 

And  I  in  my  cell. 
Through  each  festal  hour 

Uividod  mii<^t  dwell ; 
Yet  we're  uuited, 

Though  forms  are  apart. 
Since  love's  vows  plighted 

Have  hound  us  in  heart. 

"  Proud  sons  of  fashion 

Now  murmur  to  thee 
Arocnts  of  passion, 

AH  treason  to  me; 


Others  are  gazing 

On  that  glance  divine, 

Others  are  praisings- 
Arc  their  words  like  mine  ? 

"  Heed  not  the  wooer 

With  soft  vows  expressed. 
One  heart  beats  truer — 

Thou  know'st  in  whose  breast. 
To  him  thou  hast  spoken 

Words  not  lightly  told ; 
His  heart  would  be  broken 

If  thine  should  grow  cold  ! 

<*The  stars  faintly  glimmer 

And  fade  into  day. 
This  taper  burns  dimmer 

With  vanishing  ray; 
O,  never  thus  fading, 

May  fortune  grow  pale. 
With  sorrow-clouds  shading, 

Or  plighted  faith  fail ! 

<«  Hush,  my  wild  numbers ! 

Dawn  breaketh  aboTe— 
Soft  be  thy  slumbers. 

Adieu  to  thee,  love ! 
Sad  vigils  keeping, 

I  think  upon  thee, 
And  dream  of  thee  sleeping, 

My  own  Melanik  !' 


i»» 


ALEXANDER  H.  BOGART.* 


♦  The  "Sfrinon'jand  PoetirnI  Rj'miinsof  ilip  RHVpr^nd 
n.  D.  WiN«i,nw,"  edited  by  Bishop  DdAMR,  were  pub- 
lishpd  in  IWl.  He  died  in  iv***0,  in  the  iwenty-flflh  year 
of  his  age. 


ANACRBONTIO. 

Ths  flying  joy  through  life  we  seek 
For  once  is  ours — the  wine  we  sip 
Blushes  like  beauty's  glowing  cheek, 
To  meet  our  eager  lip. 

Round  with  the  ringing  glass  once  more ! 
Friends  of  my  youth  and  of  my  heart ; 
No  magic  ran  this  hour  restore — 

Then  crown  it  ere  we  part. 

Ye  are  my  friends,  my  chosen  ones— 
Wliose  blood  would  flow  with  fervour  true 
For  me — and  free  as  this  wine  runs 

Would  mine,  by  heaven!  for  you. 

Yet,  mark  me !    When  a  few  short  years 
Have  hurried  on  their  journey  fleet, 
Not  one  that  now  my  accents  hears 

Will  know  me  when  we  meet 

Though  now,  perhaps,  with  proud  disdain, 
The  sUrtiing  thought  ye  scarce  will  brook. 
Yet,  trust  me,  we  '11  be  strangers  tlien 
In  heart  as  well  as  look. 

Fame's  luring  voice,  and  woman's  wile. 
Will  soon  break  youthful  friendship's  chain^ 
But  shall  that  cloud  to-night's  bright  smile  ? 
No — ^pour  the  wine  again ! 

*  Alexander  H.  Bogart,  s  man  of  wit  and  geniiu,  wiu 
bum  in  18(4.  and  died  in  Albany,  at  tte  early  age  of  twenty- 
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HUGH  PE'JKRS.^ 


A  (iOOD-MCIIT  TO  CONXECTICUT. 

TiiK  bout  8vviii(()<  from  tho  iN*l>l)le«I  iiborc, 

And  proiully  ilrivrn  her  ])ruw; 
Thu  orestoil  wsivi's  roll  up  iK-fure : 
Yon  <lark-i;niy  luiij,  I  mt  no  more. 

How  HWiM't  it  MM'niflh  nuiv ! 
Thou  tl;irk-;;niy  hind,  my  native  land. 

Thou  hind  of  HN-k  und  |>ine, 
I*ni  s|M-t>din'4  Iroin  thy  K«)l<h'n  sand; 
But  ran  I  wuvc  n  rirrwril  lund 

To  surh  11  >>hore  sis  thine  \ 

I'\T  Kiizfd  u|H>n  tht*  golden  rh>ud 

Whii'h  sh:i«l*'ri  thine  cmeruld  mmI; 
Thy  liills,  which  Krofdom's  bliare  hath  ploughed, 
Wiiirli  iiurM>  a  rare  tliiit  have  nut  l)Ow'd 

Their  knee  to  aui;ht  hut  (ion ; 
Thy  mountain  (loiNU  which  proudly  fling 

Tlu'ir  waters  to  the  fall — 
Thy  ttirds.  wiiich  cut  %vith  riishin^^  win^ 
Tlii!  sky  llial  ijrect'*  ihy  comint;  sjiring. 

And  thought  thy  glories  small. 

Dut  now  ve*%e  shrunk  to  von  hluc  lijie 

Between  the  sky  and  sra, 
I  feel,  sweet  hmne,  that  tliou  art  mine, 
I  fivl  mv  hosiun  din:;  to  thine— 

That  I  am  part  of  thee. 
I  s(>t^  thee  lileudetl  with  the  wave, 

As  children  «v  the  earth 
Close;  up  a  saintetl  mother*N  (pravc : 
They  weep  for  her  they  cannot  save, 

And  feel  her  holy  worth. 

Thou  mountain  land — thtiu  land  of  rock, 

I  *m  proud  to  call  thei*  free ; 
Thy  S4in!i  an*  of  the  pili;riin  stiH'k. 
And  nerved  like  thost*  who  Mtood  the  sliock 

.\t  oM  Thcrni«ipyl.T. 
Tiie  laurel  wreaths  their  fallien*  won. 

The  children  wear  them  still— 
Proud  deed<  those  inm  men  have  done. 
They  foiii;ht  and  won  at  Hennini^ton, 

And  hliM  at  Bunker  Hill. 

Then**s  f^ramieur  in  the  lii^htning  stn>ke 

'i'hnt  rives  thy  mountain  a^li; 
There's  irli>rv  in  thy  iri.int  i>:ik. 
And  raiuhitw  InMUty  in  the  stnokc 

Where  crystal  waters  d.i-h  : 
Thi'ri**s  mii^lc  ii\  ihv  winter  hl.ist 

Tli.it  s\Me|is  tlie  holliiw  '^len  ; 
l.i---  «!.iril\  M•^^  WiMill  "hriiik  a'^hi<t 
\\  i-ii  pii-ii'iiij  winds  like  thiiM*  lh«iu  hast 

Til  iiniM'  thine  inin  men. 

An'l  J'l  »M  \\\-*.  iriMM-*;  ay.  Ii\iin:  pearU; 

\ii'l  tl'iiMT.*  iif  Mden  hue: 
T'lN   liiM-lie-t  are  l!iy  hrii:ht-«*yeil  i*irls, 
t  »t"  t';i>rv  tiirm-i  aiiil  ellni  eurls. 

\i  I  -t'liii  -*  like  Herniitik'!*  dew: 
TI.'  \  '\e  Invirl-J  hke  lli-'^e  tiiej  're  Ifirn  l."»  wed, 

Ti»««  piniixl  til  inirM"  ,1  •.!i\r; 

*   II  Mill    I'l   I  I  i:«  U   l«  .1   I.  lilt  •    ■•!   i     ■■ilifi  !,i  III.       ill-  W   It 

ilr  >»  t->-i. .  •  II  I  !:■>  I  III. ill,  lit  I  •■•J.  .!.'•  i]  .iliii  It  ihiii)  }firk. 


Thev  'd  K*om  to  »hare  •  monarvh'i  bal 
And  MMiiirr  lay  Ihrir  angrl  Srad 
Deep  in  tlifir  huml<&r  ^ra«r. 

And  I  liavr  left  ihrr.  hoixir.  alv 

A  piliirim  fr<mi  tli>  »h*>rr ; 
The  wind  ftn*^  hv  wit.S  Kutlow 
I  hear  it  suh  a  warniiij  tmir. 

••  Vou  see  vuur  hiinn-  no  rni'T*."" 
I'm  ea«t  u{mn  the  wurij'*  «id«  tra. 

Torn  like  iin  tieean  wrt-.]  ; 
I'm  ea<'t  away,  f:ir.  far  from  thcr. 
I  feel  a  tiling  I  can r:- it  !"«*. 

A  hruiMil  and  l>r«ikt-n  nrrj. 

Farewell,  mv  nali«i-  land,  fxrrwen  * 

That  wa%e  hum  \i\,\  i!i«r*  n-m  — 
My  Iwart  is  Niw'd  a*  »i?h  a  •f*!! 
This  rendiii'j  |Kinj! — wnuld  I  rtmU  ^Z 

What  ails  my  l!ir-i*i''iriir  J«ritw  ' 
One  look  ujMin  thai  t.tiiinf  •tnrtk 

Which  liounds  v--»ri  ra-'im  •kv : 
One  tear  lo  ciwd  my  lumi'i;:  rh'vk ; 
Aiiil  then  a  witrd  I  nnii'il  ajirAk— 

"Mv  native  land — (fihjtl-iiie." 


rRnin'.iiicK  w  Tn«»M%s.» 


'TIS  SAID  THAT  ABSl.M  F.  f-ii>i4rtft«  1'  n 

Blit,  O!    Ulieie  il  II  . I  ; 

I*\e  trieil.  all"!   it^  |««\*.  r  in  jkr">*r. 

But  ih'Mi  art  n<it  fi»-j  ■•. 
I.aU-.  th'Mi'^h  fa!e  his  ^|.!  u«  part. 

Yet  "li!!  ih'iii  srt  i*  '*.r\T. 
A*  fi\'d  in  thi*  de%.>tin!  h«  an 

As  when  I  cl.i-p'd  thtv  hrrr. 

I  pluiiL:i'  iriTo  the  *>ii«v  rri>«<!. 

Aiiil  '>nii!e  t"  lii-tr  thy  nAmr ; 
Alii!  >et.  as  if  I  th-in.-J.t  al.  u  1. 

They  kii<*w  riH-  -li!l  ihr  m»mr, 
Aiiil  when  li'.e  wtiti-<-ii;t  |iaiMr 

I  tiHi"!  -Mi'Mt*  i.ihi'r  fj:r.^ 
But  whi-ii  I  a-k  iu\   liri't  the 

Thv  naine  is  e.  h«»'ii  ihrrr. 


.Anil  w!»en  stMiie  -'thfr  name  I 

And  Try  t.i  »J,.-p  r  I    *r. 
Stil!  »il'  II. y  III  i:t  t.i  Vtfr  rrtara. 

I. Ike  till-  riti:rni!ij  i!  i%r. 
In  *.iiii!   I  iie\ir  cm  f  ■•^•1, 

\m'I  W"i:'I  m  -l  '«■  r>rji.5; 
Ki-r  I  iiiii«t  U'.ir  t'.e  *^i':ie  -r^ 

WlliJl'er   llit\    \m'  r.i\    '.ol. 


r*e'i  a*  I'lr  wiiun>!tii  l-irt!  miXl 

h-i  t".«\iii|r!le  Uiwrr  t.»  i!ir, 
Sii.  I.i'\.  I  M  lull  Ih-ir  Ihcr  • 

\iii!  \i'-!d  Mi>  p4rliii^  »ii;h. 
"l*!-  -aitl  ih  it  a'"Mri.-r  ci*n^iirr« 

But.  O.  l.,!je\^  il  i|.»t  ; 
l'%i-  fr-.i'..  jiVi- •  'A*  ;-»wrTlo  |«mvr, 

Bu!  I'i'U  art  ni»l  f  r^  »l. 


•    \<.i..    r     f      i:..l  a.   IW  *•:.'*    *-nm««a 
I  ..•'  K-    ■  ?■•  II  Ir-f.  4  la'r  :.  iJ  !■  Rktac. 
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FRANCIS  L.  HAWKS*  D.D.* 
THE  BLIND  BOY. 

It  wu  a  blessed  summer  day, 

The  flowera  bloom'd — the  air  waa  mild — 
The  little  birds  pour'd  forth  their  lay, 

And  everything  in  nature  smiled* 
In  pleasant  thought  I  wanderM  on 

Beneath  the  deep  wood's  ample  shade, 
Till  suddenly  I  came  upon 

Two  children  who  had  thither  stray'd. 

Just  at  an  aged  birch-tree's  foot 

A  little  boy  and  girl  reclined ; 
His  hand  in  hers  she  kindly  put. 

And  then  I  saw  the  boy  was  blind. 

The  children  knew  not  I  was  near, 
The  tree  concealM  me  from  their  Tiew ; 

But  all  they  said  I  well  could  hear, 
And  I  could  see  all  they  might  da 

**  Dear  Mart,"  said  the  poor  blind  boy, 
**  That  little  bird  sings  very  long ; 

Say,  do  you  see  him  in  his  joy. 
And  is  he  pretty  as  his  song  V* 

**  Yes,  Edward,  yes,"  replied  the  maid, 
**  I  see  the  bird  on  yonder  tree." 

The  poor  boy  sigh'd,  and  gently  said, 
**  Sister,  I  wish  tliat  I  could  see. 

**  The  flowers,  you  say,  are  very  fair, 
And  bright  green  leaves  are  on  the  treea^ 

And  pretty  birds  are  singing  there- 
How  beautiful  for  one  who  sees ! 

**  Yet  I  the  fragrant  flowers  can  smell, 

And  I  can  feel  the  green  leaf's  shade. 
And  I  can  hear  the  notes  that  swell 

From  those  dear  birds  that  God  has  made. 
<*  So,  sister,  God  to  me  is  kind, 

Though  sight,  alas !  he  has  not  given ; 
But  tell  me,  are  there  any  blind 

Among  the  children  up  in  heaven  1" 
**  No,  dearest  Edward,  there  all  see 

But  why  ask  me  a  thing  so  odd  1" 
«  Oh,  Mart,  He 's  so  good  to  me, 

I  thought  I'd  like  to  look  at  God." 

Ere  long  Disease  his  hand  had  laid 
On  that  dear  boy,  so  meek  and  mild ; 

His  widow'd  mother  wept  and  pray'd 
That  God  would  spare  her  sightleaa  child. 

He  felt  her  warm  tears  on  his  face, 
And  said — **  Oh,  never  weep  for  me ; 

I  'm  going  to  a  bright,  bright  place, 
Where  Mart  says  I  Qod  shall  see. 

'*  And  you  'II  be  there,  dear  Mart,  too : 
But,  mother,  when  you  get  up  there. 

Tell  Edward,  mother,  that  'tis  you— • 
You  know  I  never  saw  you  here." 

He  spoke  no  more,  but  sweetly  smiled, 
Until  the  final  blow  was  given — 

When  God  took  up  the  poor  blind  child, 
And  open'd  first  his  eyes  in  heaven ! 

*  This  bnllUnt  orator  and  very  able  writer  la  a  native  of 
Notlh  Carolina,  in  which  atata  be  practised  law  beftws  he 
SMered  into  iMily  ordera.  Hia  beat  proae  writings  an  U^ 
torkal  eriticiaDia  in  **  The  New-Torit  Review.*' 


JOHN  SHAW,  ILD.* 

BONO. 

Who  haa  roMi'd  Am  oeeui  aiv% 

To  tinge  thy  lipa  with  coral  hnel 
Who,  fimi  India's  distuit  wavo, 
For  thee  thooe  pearly  trwanne  drtw  f 
Who,  from  yonder  oriont  Aj, 
Stole  the  morning  of  dune  oya  f 

Thonaand  charms,  thy  ferm  to  ded[, 

From  sea,  and  earth,  and  air,  are  torn ; 
Roaea  bloom  upon  thy  chads. 
On  thy  breath  thor  fragrance  bomeb 
Chiard  thy  boaom  from  the  day, 
Leat  thy  anows  dioold  melt  awi^. 
Bnt  one  charm  remains  bdiind, 

Which  mnte  earth  can  ne'er  impart; 
Nor  in  ooean  wilt  thou  find. 
Nor  in  the  dreling  air,  a  heart: 
Fairest,  wouldst  then  perfect  be. 
Take,  oh  take,  that  heart  fimn  ma. 
— *—— 

RICHARD  COE,  JR.t 
EMBLEMS. 

Fallith  now  fimn  off  a  tree, 

A  withered  leaf: 
Thb  the  leason  tan^  to  me— 

Lifebbri^! 

Hear  it  say, 
**  Mortal,  aoon  thonlt  fellow  me 

To  decay  r 
Droppeth  now  from  off  mj  head, 

A  silver  hair: 
Plainer  preachernevar  said, 

«  For  death  prepaiel'' 

Fill'd  with  gloom. 
We  IbUow  Thna  with  adeom  traad» 

To  the  tomh. 
Honnteth  now  on  winga  of  air, 

Tothedgr, 
A  little  dewdrop^.piira  and  dears 

Far  np  on  high 

Hearitaay— 
« All  above  the  earth  is  fUr; 

Waloh  and  praj ! 
Night  or  aonow  come  not 

Tiapeifeeldayr 


LIFE. 

Av  infknt  on  ila  mollMr'a 

A  boandng  boy  at  pli^-^ 
A  youth  by  maiden  fiur  earem' 
An  old  man  aihrer  gray- 
la  all  of  life  we  knoar  s 
Ajoy^afeaP— 
A  amile— « tear— 
And  aUiaoPer  below! 


..  *■ 


*  Doctor  SflAW  was  bon  la  Maiytaii,  la  ni%  sai 
ssa, near ths West baiaWaiiAs, la IML  Hawas 
to  OsBSial  EaTOii^  St  Ttels^  ia  laoit  a^  ki  1M% 
alsd  LardSauaaK  ea  Us  espsdUoa  tofen^ai 
onflt  John's  lalsad,  ki17!ppsrGaaada.  AeDUsettn 
posBBs  wwimbUAsd  laPhOsislpUadM  7M' aftsr  Ui 

tAswrahaatorpliilsMpfaU.  Hewrliss 
tto  bsst  BMBmsr  of  Vkaims  QsMiaBSL 


ROBERT  MONTROM?:RY  BIRD.' 


TIIK  WinppooIiW«J» 
p,  (In-p !  he  tliiiH-  thi-  tAoTf  ihit  th 


Kl.r 

Kiy 

U'ilhnut  a  ilivam,  ■uin'  mirti  Hit  wind, 
Iiikr  inulniulil  niiai'lu.  (hnHi-.:h  the  aiai ; 
"WhiJe     un  nalrfaing  on  the  liill, 
I,  and  tlu)  'Willing  wtupponrwDL 

O  nhip]KH>mi1l.  ()  wliippocwwIIL 
^1c<^  idii'p!  atid  iHicr  aniii  1*11  it'll 
The  oft-pri>aaunct)dt  jcL  "VUD,  fiirrwrli : 
Mi|[-h  jihauM  hi*  wont,  O  nuulrn,  Iw, 
Wlio  \1R>  tho  Tiuxi  p;e  to  th« 
i:<ui'li  ahnulil  it  he,  bc£irB  ike  chain 
ThiU  wni|M  Ml  ipiril.  bindi  hi*  Imun. 

O  nhippootwiO,  0  wbi|i|ii»Tw{IL 
Kli<ep,  (Wp !  thr  idiip  lui  h'ft  the  •hare, 
'Jlic  Mini  HWiuU  hb  lunl  n»  niiirc ; 
It»  Innt  Klill  ni«lk  liiiioiii  l>v 
Thr  rmil  inibl  hr  miiiiiN  Ay. 
Aiul  iliriil-i  tlu-  h>kk1.  nrwl  rliiiilM  llir  liUI, 
He  aiicl  llir  -v-ailing  whippoorwi  I. 

U  whipfioaiwill,  O  whi|>|iDarwill. 
S1iv]h  iil«-|i  the  mniniw  Jiutriw  on ; 
Tlii':i  KhuU  Ihr  waili  ^  alaw  tc  piiw, 
Flitliuic  tlie  hill-l.>|>  lir.  Tir  C-iir 
Tlie  HMitHU  iif  jiiy  niaj-  iim.-1i  hi«  rar ; 
'IIh-  ■iiiiiuIh  iif  j.iy !— ihr  hiilNnv  kiirll 
1\  mI'J  fn>tn  tlu-  iiMkiiiK  rh4|<'MirII. 

O  whip|HwrwilI.  O  whijijioorwiU. 


SKRA  SMlTII.t 
TllKMnTllF.R  t'KRIKlllNTt  IX  A  SX01V.!tT0RM  1 
The  tolil  winil«  awi-pl  tlir  inounlaiti'*  height, 

Awl  initliUiH  wu  ihr  lirarjp  wild, 
Altd  mid  Ilie  rItii-rU-M  houn  of  nijihl 

A  Muilliir  wiiii.l.TM  with  W  rhiJd 
An  Ihrauxh  Ihe    liAinE;  miuw  >iii-  pma'd, 
'Hie  halw  wiu  i>lM-|iini[  mi  Iwt  hn-aiL 
Ami  r<.I.I.-r  >iin  ill-  iiiii.U.li.1  H.w. 

And  il-irkrr  h>iun  «r  iii^hl  raiiiF  on, 
Aiul  deqin  nn-w  iIif  ilrilliiiit  laniw: 

Hfr  limlii  w»m  rMII'il,  hf-  >tnTi;;ili  ww  gone ; 
"It.   Kill     ahFFrin1,in  id-rnlK  Willi, 
"  ll'  I  iiiDiit  ppriah.  iBive  my  rhilil !" 
S)i.'  -trljijiM  hrr  niiillr  lioni  br  hrra.t. 

AiilI  l-.iriil  luT  Im-Mii  t.i  thi-  i*»[ll, 

I  llli'  •hiUI  >!li-  wni>p'd  ihi'  tn>t. 


AUTHOKB. 

Wilh  one  cold  kin 


Thrf.  inline. 

Ht  nmnl  tbr  rctm  Cnrai  off  the  riuU. 
The  IhU-  tiMk'i]  u|i  umI  twtnir      il  r 

JAMEii  HALL* 

wfaniKPUivir-  nitiT  Hovt 

T  Wit  b  bvM^jM  ma^^H^  ^s. 

Mufl.ne: 

■  M  aurfwfc 


Aii-I  p.. 


It  hink  bcr  bat*  \t 


•Dr  HiHi.i..iii)i.t..f'i-.iii,ir.  timMttofMtt 
r-."  ■■  Tli.<  IhlM-'l."  "  )l  iKk*  -t  II(wt-ll  4klW  Mf 
of 0»  W4<KJ^      X  -bill  II  If."  -  |-Pi(r  l-iKiini.'-  '•  vhr| 

(  A.11I1...  «t     T<.irh.l1»Ti,  a  Mi'IriciL  Baiuiiicr,-  k< 


Thr  ttam  Iw  ir  'd  iiM  k^^dt. 
Awl  ••D  Ihal  aito  tua  h4, 

But  ptlchlnl  hn*  iiiMi  wilh  ok 
to  peat»  wmI  liMftn  Jit. 


»<-n-  rH4  tf^to^  lb  — TJ 
F»r.  br  «.■  Irrt  ilir  »..eirt  dmiL 

EtxIraT'd  l<y  chiLkhaod'B*^ 
To  iwrk  (h>-  liunilile  rot,  ihu  ^^4 

£j  buOlwealiMM; 
In  toio  tha  wnuwhi  iUom^^ 

Thr  auunUa   karMdMan^ 
Tiir  lore  en/uif-d  hOT  «Bm  «ti^ 

Aiul  IIMIlt  4  w^lriliMAUfcwlM'i 

And  ni4iiy  jii  jni|<li'  iLkbt, 
Uui  nane  w  btcM'J,  ■.>  Ja-w  u  u^ 


A-i 


nl.lr.1  !■< 


Thr  l.,<J.l,-i^!.-,  J  ;,i»,„. 
ApJthaJnrl;<licniA.i  frw; 

Tlu    h.Mll.-.rt'1-TWr  t*!u,. 

Air  Uurv  1— tful  ll.rrr  u  aQ  t^  ^^1 
TiihI.iU  i)ir  hi'u:  r^n  (vrn- 


11 


u 


v,firinerty  of 


i 
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VARIOUS   AUTHORS. 


CHARLES  WEST  THOMPSON. 


I 


THE  PniLOSOPIIY  OF  WillST. 

TiiK  road  of  life  is  but  a  ^mo. 

Where  Boine  a  tliirKt  for  ix>wcr  and  fuatf 

And  some  for  pleasure  fecl^ 
But  every  player  doi^H  not  win, 
Although  he  fairly  may  t»egin, 

And  make  a  proper  deal. 

Some  men  axMumc  the  part  of  trade. 
Some  turn  the  soil  with  active  Hpade, 

While  some  to  wealth  incline, 
And  making  into  earth  their  way, 
Brint;  up,  before  the  lii^ht  nf  day, 

The  diamond  of  the  mine. 

In  clubs  some  tike  an  active  part- 
While  some  the  dictates  of  the  heart 

With  eager  zeal  pursue ; 
And,  piven  to  wine,  their  ruin  prove, 
Or.  trusting  else  in  faithless  love. 

Their  dixapiMYintment  rue. 

All  have  their  ditfrrL'nt  parts  assign'd. 
And  ranks  throughout  the  world  we  find. 

Mid  people  red  and  black, 
Eiich  on  the  one  Mow  him  leans^ 
Some  rise  alofl  to  kings  and  queens. 

Some  sink  to  humble  Jack. 

But,  whether  station'd  high  or  low. 
Ho  who  his  honest  heart  can  know 

Free  from  reproving  thumps, 
EVn  though  he  own  nor  house,  nor  laiida, 
Thut  man  in  native  glor\'  stands 

The  very  ace  of  trumiM. 

Some  men  will  shuffle  through  their  day, 
Unmindful  how  their  partners  play; 

Unmoved  they  si*i>m  to  stand. 
And  throw  ihrir  canls  with  a  most  bold 
Anil  tnmquil  face,  although  they  hold 

A  miserable  hand. 

The  during  spirits  tike  the  lead, 
Whilo  tliose  that  in  the  game  succeed 

Si>(>m  bound  to  follow  suit; 
Such  play  the  very  dense  at  last. 
Their  f»irtune.  character  they  blast. 

And  rciip  the  bitter  fruit. 

Hi»\v  lift,  alas!  it  in  the  fite 

or  J.irring  ct»irjr:iib'>«,  wi^'  too  late. 

Til  i>lay  a  lurklrss  cbi!>. 
Atid  MiWy  t nidi  11^  mit  tit  la«t 
Till*  time  for  miilit:iti.»n  ]»;ist, 

A  hoart  had  gain'd  tin-  rub. 

By  b-Mi.xir  somf  their  fnrtnne*  win. 
And  xiMiif  bv  trii-k.  ni)r  di*em  it  sin 

To  pn it'll  as  thi'v  m:iy.^ 
But  tiino  will  oft  thi'  wretch  expose 
To  meriliNl  coi)ti<iii)it.  who  chose 

Di^hoiiourabli*  pliy. 

*Tis  or»ly  hi*.  wh>>.  void  of  miile. 
Kiinw!*  th;it  hr  111'*  a  ri^lit  t«»  smile. 
And  tells  hi-*  hi'.irt  tin'  smic — 

•  AnilKir  of  "The  H;.l,i'i.  itml  Oih-r  rii**!!!*,"  Phlla- 
di'!|ihii. 


Tis  only  he.  wbrn  fair  shall  clnm 
His  pick  of  chn]ii«r*tJ  joys  -•»-' 
Has  fairly  won  the  gainr. 


ROBERT  M.  CHARLT»jN  • 


TO  THE  BIVER  OGEECnEL 

O  WATC  thst  irli*lest  swifl'y 

On  thy  bncht  and  happy  way. 
From  the  morning  until  r«eniriZ. 

And  from  twilight  until  day. — 
Why  lea(»>t  thou  si'>  jtiyoualy. 

While  colli ly  un  thy  »hiirv 
Sleejm  the  noble  and  thr  ^«Uaat 

For  aye  and  e\frmort  ? 

Or  dost  thou  w«'ji,  (I  riirr. 

And  is  lhi«  Uiuiii'inK  waw 
But  the  t«*ar  thy  )ii»MHn  »heiiilrth 

.As  a  tribute  o'er  hi«  im«r  ' 
And  whf*n.  in  tiudni^hl's  liirknrssL 

The  win-U  aUivr  ihtv  m'lAii, 
An*  ihev  m- turning  V*r  i-.ur  •••rr-  w^ 

Do  thi'y  ni;:h  for  hiin  liui's  c^::c  * 

Keep  back  thy  tnrs.  tl.*-!!,  r.xrr. 

Or.  if  Ihey  must  lir  ^Srl. 
Let  ihem  fl<tw  but  for  th»  Imn;. 

They're  ntvdli'?**  f»ir  tii«-  or*!. 
His  soul  «<hall  dwrll  in  e'-'^r^ . 

Where  NiuuiU  a  bri^lilrr  navr. 
But  our  plea<iun>.  with  hi»  trda:<u 

Are  buried  in  the  gra«e. 

HORATIO  HALF. 


THE  Bl'RlAL  op  THE  WITnLACTH-HE 

Hollow  ve  the  lon«'lT  srave. 

Make  its  cavern*  deep  and  wiir : 
In  the  s«-iil  thi'v  di<>«i  t«»  Kive 

Lav  the  bra\e  men  shle  bv  »W. 
Siile  by  side  they  fought  and  ilrU. 

Hand  to  hint!  tlify  met  the  fat ; 
Who  has  beard  his  grandMrr  irll 

Braver  strife  or  dradlirr  Mow  ^ 

Wuke  nil  ni->urnful  harniiMiica, 
Shfd  no  earthl>  irar  ft»r  thrm; 

Suin!:iiT  dvw  jitd  ki^hin;;  Srv^ea* 
Shill  lit*  «. Ill  and  r«*i)uirm. 

Pill*  the  ernv(*.iii>>iind  br>iati  and  h:^ 
WbiTf  the  mart«r*d  bnrchnrn  Nerr  . 

T 

It  i>hall  |hiiiit  thi*  pil^nm's  e\9 
Hi*n*  t<i  ^M-nil—Sut  n«4  to  ««v^. 

Not  to  wii-p!  O,  no!  the  cnrf 

S  prill  Jill  4  fr>tm  a  blow  like  thw. 
May  iMt  )4'«-k  a  fond  rplief 

III  the  dri>{i4  that  mutheri  kia^ 
But  tfir  Liii<!'iiig  hi*art  »hall  Kpst 

Hrn»*e  tbi«  b-^-on  stem  and  hi^ 
With  a*  I'f  •'!  I  .1  fli-ne  ti»  dirr— 

With  :i*  •mIiii  a  thri**>  lo  d:^. 


•  Jiiil.' ■■  i"mi  i;;  .- •^.     f  «'.-■»?  ill    A  r^li 
ws>  |iuMi«hfJ  in  ll-)«l<>n.  in  i^^ 


.•/ki 
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VARIOUS  AUTHORa 


LEVEREND  CHARLES  W.  EVEREST,* 
▲GRICTTLTURB. 

How  bleft  the  fiurmer'i  ample  tife  I— 

How  pure  the  joy  it  yielde ! 
Far  from  the  world's  tempestooiie  ttrifo, 

Free,  mid  the  scented  fields  I 
When  morning  woos,  with  roseate  hue^ 

O'er  the  fiir  hills  away. 
His  footsteps  brush  the  silvery  dew, 

To  greet  the  welcoming  day. 

When  Sol's  first  beam  in  glory  glow% 
And  blithe  the  skylark's  song. 

Pleased,  to  his  toil  the  farmer  goes, 
With  cheerful  steps  along. 

While  noon  broods  o'er  the  sultry  aky» 
And  sunbeams  fierce  are  cast. 

Where  the  cool  streamlet  wanders  by, 
He  shares  his  sweet  repast 

When  twilight's  gentlest  shadows  ML 

Along  the  darkening  plain. 
He  lists  his  faithful  watch-dog^s  call 

To  warn  the  listening  train. 
Down  the  green  lane  young  hurrying  feet 

Their  eager  pathway  press ; 
His  loved  ones  come  in  joy  to  greet, 

And  claim  their  sire's  caress. 

Then,  when  the  evening  prayer  is  said, 
And  Heaven  with  praise  is  blesty 

How  sweet  reclines  his  weary  head 
On  slumber's  couch  of  rest ! 

Nor  deem  that  fears  his  dreams  alarm* 
Nor  cares,  with  carking  din: 

Without,  his  dogs  will  'guard  from  harm, 
And  all  is  peace  within. 

O  ye,  who  run  in  folly's  race. 

To  win  a  worthless  prize. 
Learn,  from  the  simple  tale  we  traoe, 

Where  true  contentment  lies ! 
Ho!  monarch!  flush'd  with  glory's  pride! 

Thou  painted,  gilded  thing! 
Hie  to  the  free-bom  fiirmer's  side. 

And  learn  to  be  a  king! 

MINSTREL,  SING  THAT  SONG  AGAIN. 

MiirsTRSL,  sing  that  song  again. 

Plaintive  in  its  solemn  flow; 
Metnory  owns  its  magic  strain, 

Iioved  and  chcrish'd  long  ago : 
Lo !  the  past,  the  mystic  past, 

Rises  through  the  vista  dim- 
Just  as  twilight's  shades  are  cast 

At  the  day's  departing  hymn! 

Minstrel,  'twas  an  eve  like  this: 

Stars  were  spangling  all  the  sky : 
Every  zephyr  spoke  of  bUss, 

Floating  in  its  fragrance  by; 
Then,  within  our  moon-lit  bower. 

One,  with  voice  like  music's  own, 
Sweetly  charm'd  the  lingering  hour, 

To  the  soft  lute's  silvery  tone. 


•  Of  Meriden,  Connecticut.    Author  of  "  BabyloB»' 


As  the  wildiiiif  eadenos  fell 

Wild  within  ow  bower  of  love, 
Angd  btndt  niglit  piove  te  qwll» 

Bending  from  the  eoorts  above ! 
Minstrol,  chtnt  once  move  Ae  air, 

Soft  •■  spring's  depsvtiiig  brattht 
She  who  sang  its  imrabois  thera 

Slumben  as  te  bride  of  Deoth  I 


Minstrel,  chide  tiioo  not  my 

Thou  hast  waked  a  moornliil  theme;  , 
Memoiy  roves  the  diunberiBg  ymn, 

Like  some  dew,  fofgottai  dieom: 
Bay  will  oome,  with  joy  and  glsdaeis 

Cans  OQoe  mofo  will  fling  their  blii^; 
Chide  not,  then,  my  spirit's  ■adnesi 
'  lelniaweeptiHiightl 


OEOROE  W.  PATTEN.* 


TO  8.  T.  P. 

Bbadows  and  clouds  are  o'er  me ; 

Thoa  art  not  here,  my  bride! 
The  billows  dash  before  mo 

Which  bear  me  from  thy  side ; 
On  lowering  waves  benlghtod, 

Dim  sets  the  weary  day;. 
Thoa  art  not  here,  my  pti^ted, 

T6  smile  the  storm  awi^. 
Where  nymphs  of  oesan  domber, 

I  strike  the  measured  staves 
With  wild  and  moamlul  nnadier. 

To  ebann  the  wandering  waf«t 
Harit  to  the  words  of  somnr 

AloD«  the  fiiding  mafai  I 
m'Tis  ni^t— but  will  the  monmr 

Bestore  that  smile  againl" 
Mid  cnrtain'd  dnams  deansndJBg^ 

Thy  gentle  htm  I  tmoa; 
Dimly  wi^  shadows  Ueodfaif* 

I  gaas  upon  thy  fees  I 
Thy  voice  eomsa  o'er  me  iMft 

'Thy  hand  is  on  my  brow; 
I  wake— the  wave  nils  madly 

Beneath  te  pkraiMnf  pvo^  I 
Speed  on,  Uum  snifing  billow! 

O'er  ocean  speed  away  I 
And  bear  onto  her  pillow 

Thobordenof  my  lays 
Invest  her  visions  brightly 

With  pasrion's  mormiu^d  wund. 
And  bid  her  Mess  him  nightly^ 

Hfan  of  the  hits  and  sword. 
And  iier,  of  dreams  nadonded, 

With  tongoe  of  lisping  taK 
Whose  cyo  I  left  soft  aiuNMided 

'Neath  riamhec's  mislj  veilr- 
When  mom  at  length  dkeloow 

The  smile  I  B»y  not  ss% 
Bear  to  her  diesk  of  rooea 

A  fether^s  kiss  for  ma. 


*  A  Heetsnaat  to  tlM  Unlisd  Statss  aneyt 
Bkods  Islaiid.   He  la  tkt  aatbor  of  a 
I  to  tlw  psriedkals. 
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MICAH  P.  FLINT/ 


WILLIAM  LLOYD  r;ARRl.-..\- 


LINES  ON  PASSING  THE  GRAVE  OF  MY  SISTER. 

Osc  yonder  shore,  on  yonder  Hhore, 
Now  verdant  with  the  deptiis  of  ■hade, 

Beneath  the  white^rmM  nycamore, 
There  in  a  little  infant  laid. 

Forgive  Uiitt  tear. — A  hrother  weept. — 

'T  id  there  the  faded  floweret  iUee|M. 

She  fllecpii  nlone,  the  sleeps  akme. 
Am]  summer's  forests  oVr  her  waT«; 

And  sighin?  winds  at  autumn  moan 
Around  the  little  stmncier's  i^rave. 

An  though  they  munnur'd  at  the  fate 

Of  one  so  lone  and  desDlate. 

In  sounds  thiit  seem  like  sorrow*s  own. 
Their  fuiu'ral  dirges  fuintly  creep; 

Then  dee|)enins:  to  an  organ  tone, 
In  all  their  sulemn  cailenre  sweep. 

Ami  pour,  unheard,  along  the  wild, 

Their  desert  anthem  oVr  a  child. 

She  came,  and  pass'd.     Can  I  fon^ 

How  wc  whose  hearts  had  hailM  her  birth, 

Ere  three  autumnal  suns  had  set. 
Consigned  her  to  her  mother  earth ! 

Joys  and  their  memori«*s  (him  away; 

But  griefs  arc  deeper  ploughM  than  they. 

We  laid  her  in  her  narrow  cell, 

Wc  heap*d  the  toft  mould  on  her  breast ; 

And  parting  tt^rs,  like  rain-drops,  fell 
I  '|M)n  her  lonely  place  of  reht 

May  angles  guard  it ;  may  they  bleH 

Her  bluinlKTs  in  the  wilderness. 

She  flleeps  alone,  she  sleeps  alone ; 

For,  all  iinheani,  on  yonder  shore. 
The  swe(*pin'^  fliiod,  with  torrent  moan, 

At  evenin:;  liHs  its  Kolcmn  roar, 
As,  in  one  broad,  eternal  tide. 
The  rolling  waters  onwanl  glide. 

There  is  no  marble  monument. 
There  is  no  stone,  with  graven  lie, 

To  tell  of  love  and  virtue  blent 
In  one  almiwt  too  jixiil  to  die. 

We  needtil  no  surh  u«!«'le-»<  trace 

To  point  u«»  to  her  ref*tinL;-pliire. 

She  sleeps  :ili»ne.  she  sleejw  alone ; 

But.  MiiiUt  the  tenr<i  of  April  showers, 
The  i;enius  of  the  wibl  hath  strtm-n 

lli-i  sertiis  of  fniits.  his  fairest  flowera. 
And  ra*!  bis  ro!H*s  of  vernal  bloom 
In  .;u:irtli.in  f  uiilness  oVr  her  tomb. 

Nlii'  ^I^vJls  iI'Mie.  sbi'  sliN'jH  al'iue; 

Yet  yi'arly  i*  her  unive-turf  dri'ssM, 
Anil  still  thr  suMwniT  \iiies  are  tliMwn, 

III  iiiinii.d  wri-:il!i<«.  ai'ro<is  her  bri'.ist, 
Aihl  •'till  ill-'  -i/hin-^  until  inn  srii-vp^ 
And  strews  thf  h  illnvvM  sp>il  with  leaves. 

•  Mir4ii  P.  Flint  wa«  i  «.in  of  Ui-*  ^il"  Ri-vi-i^nil 
Tl^oTJiV  Fi.fxr  If'-  \v  i«  Tl»i«  .uiMi  .r  nf  n  %nliiin*  rn- 
llllnl  *'T1ii>  Il'iriirr.  iii'l  ••Mi>  r  )*<i>iii«,"  anil  uf  minjr 
britff  pieri'ii  in  the  niacaziot'ii. 


THE  FREE  MIND 


HifiR  wall*  and  huffp  iKe  £«m/v  nay 

.\nd  iron  gnttes  uSistrurt  the  pi 
Aiiil  DUivivc  IniIia  mav  lialHr  hi*  i! 

And  vicilant  keepers  watch  his  «W« 
Y«-t  scom^i  tlie  immortal  u*ni*i  Ibia  i^ 

No  chains  ran  bind  it,  arid  no  cell 
Swit'tiT  than  light,  it  flit-a  from  {^'Ir  to 

And  in  a  flanh  from  earth  la  hra«en 
It  Ii>aps  from  m<«unt  to  mi>uut ;  frvon  « 

It  wanders,  pluckiit;  hiiiii'yM  fruit* 
It  vi>ith  home,  to  hi  ar  l.^r  firr«ile  Lair. 

Or,  in  »we«»t  ronverM-.  pan*  tht-  yy 
Tis  up  liefon*  the  sun.  ri»amin;  ijfjr. 
And,  in  its  watches,  wrarim  rvrrr  ^l»i 


OTWAY  riRRY.* 


THE  ARMir.!>  or  THE  EVE. 

Not  in  the  eoIi!rn  miTTiinj 

Shall  failed  form*  relum. 
For  lansiiidlv  and  dimlv  thm 

The  litrhts  of  memory  bum  : 

Nor  when  the  n«w»n  unr>l.!«th 

Its  sunny  licht  ind  «?ni>. 
For  these  unto  thrir  bnj*ii  rr 

The  wontlering  *pirit  w>>  : 

But  when  the  siars  art'  wrni!iaf 
Their  r.tdiant  way  on  hich. 

And  gentle  winds  nrr  whujieriaf 
The  nmsic  of  the  nky  ; 

O.  then  thi>sr  starry  nnlliims 

Their  stn-amiuf  bannt* r<  «ea««. 

To  mai>hil  on  their  wi!«!rnng  way 
The  Armit's  uf  the  C%r: 

The  dim  ami  shat1<iwv  arm 

Of  our  uni|uif  I  drrama. 
Whi>*e  ftiitstei^s  brui>h  the 

And  jiriiit  the  Blr^itins  tXrex 

We  niei-t  them  in  the  calm 

(^f  hii;h  and  holier  cli:ne« ; 
We  cTwt  them  with  the 

Of  old  and  happier  tinir^ 

And.  marehinz  in  the  starlifht 

AUne  the  sleeping  dam. 
They  fre«hen  all  the  f.»un 

Of  our  undiin^  tru<4. 

.Around  iwir  evrry  pathway. 

In  bt\iuti*ous  ranks  thev 
To  miiili'  us  lo  the  dreamy 

( )f  our  eternal  home. 

*  Wii.i.uv  I.LOVD  Giasiaos,  avifei*  «f  a  «  .••  - 
**  Pill  iii«,"  |HiIiii«ltrvl  in  \^W  ai    |t>«t«*      7^. 
qii"tti1  jiIhivi*  «  t«  wrinrn  dunaf  ht*  4««^««  ■■■ 
ni>  i-i  f  r  iti-  I  iprtMiiin  i-f'  ;.ii  mips 

t  Mr    f'l  Rnt  «  !•  f-<riiirr'\    i«a  .  w^wA  w9^  Vv    ^^ 
L«*<MKn  III  lli«>  ritiiir*hi,i  iif  "Tbr  II '•;«#%» ■b,"  m  *" 
ciimtii. 


YARlOUa  AUTHOSa 
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THOMAS  DUNN  ENGLISH.* 

BEN  BOLT. 

Do  k't  yon  remember  sweet  Alice.  Ben  Bolt  1 

Sweet  Alice  whose  hair  was  so  brown, 
Who  wept  with  delight  when  you  gave  her  a  smile, 

And  trembled  with  fear  at  yoor  frown  1 
In  the  old  chorchyard  in  the  valley,  Ben  BoH, 

In  a  comer  obscure  and  alone, 
They  have  fitted  a  slab  of  the  granite  so  gny. 

And  Alice  lies  under  the  stone. 
Under  the  hickoiy  tree,  Ben  Bolt, 

Which  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  hill. 
Together  we've  lain  in  the  noonday  shade, 

And  listened  to  Appleton's  mill : 
The  mill-wheel  has  fallen  to  pieces,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  rafters  have  tumbled  in,  [gaze. 

And  a  quiet  which  crawls  round  the  walls  as  you 

Has  followed  the  olden  din. 

Do  you  mind  the  cabin  of  logs,  Ben  Bolt, 

At  the  edge  of  the  pathless  wood. 
And  the  button-ball  tree  with  its  motley  limbs. 

Which  nigh  by  the  door-step  stood  1 
The  cabin  to  ruin  has  gone,  Ben  Bo!t, 

The  tree  you  would  seek  in  vain ; 
And  where  once  the  lords  of  the  forest  waved. 

Grow  grass  and  the  golden  grain. 
And  don*t  you  remember  the  school,  Ben  Bolt, 

With  the  master  so  cruel  and  grim. 
And  the  shaded  nook  in  the  running  brook. 

Where  the  children  went  to  swim  1 
Grass  grows  on  the  master's  grave,  Ben  Boh, 

The  spring  of  the  brook  is  diy. 
And  of  all  the  boys  that  were  schoolmates  then. 

There  are  only  you  and  L 
There  is  change  in  the  things  I  loved,  Ben  Bolt, 

They  have  changed  from  the  old  to  the  new ; 
But  I  feel  in  the  core  of  my  spirit  the  truth. 

There  never  was  change  in  you. 
Twelvemonths  twenty  have  past,  Ben  Bolt, 

Since  first  we  were  firiende — ^yet  I  hail 
Thy  presence  a  blessing,  thy  friendship  a  truth, 

Ben  Bolt,  of  the  salt-sea  gale. 


MATTHEW  0.  FIELD.f 


L 


POOR  TQM. 

Thiex's  a  new  stone  now  in  the  old  cfamdijiid. 

And  a  few  withered  flowera  enwreath  it ; 
Alas !  for  the  youth,  by  the  fates  ill-fltanr'df 

Who  sleeps  in  his  shroud  beneath  it : 
Poor  Tom  !  poor  Tom  I 
In  his  early  day  to  be  pluck'd  away. 

While  the  sunshine  of  life  was  o*er  him. 
And  naught  but  the  light  of  a  gladdening  ray 

Beam'd  out  on  the  road  before  him. 
Poor  Tom ! 
All  the  joy  that  love  and  affection  sheds, 

Seem'd  to  fiing  golden  hope  around  him, 

*  Mr.  English,  of  Philadelphia,  i«  best  known  ••  aa  ori- 
ginal, forcible,  and  aometlmes  hnmorona,  wrlVtr  of  prase. 

t  The  late  M.  C.  Field,  of  New  Orleans,  was  a  ftequsat 
contribator  to  the  southern  joamala  under  the  slgnatars  of 
**PiiAZMA.''  Hedied  atsea,onaTO]rfeg8toBo8lOB,lbrttis 
benefit  of  his  health,  Norember  15, 184^  affed  Hdrtgr^wofSsn. 


And  the  wwoMit  betria  and  tfM  wiaeit  heads 
Afike  to  their  wishes  feund  him. 
Poor  Tom !  poor  Tom ! 
He  ie  sleqxng  now  *neatii  tfie  wiHow  bought 
When  the  low-toned  winds  am  OMping^ 
As  if  to  bewail  so  md  a  tida. 
While  the  ^ea  of  tha  nii^  am  waapiof  • 
Poor  Tom! 

Oh,  the  old  ehnidiyaid,  wi&  ila  naw  whila  atooa, 

Now  I  love,  thon^  I  vaed  to  fear  itt 
And  I  linger  oft  and  ila  tomha  akma, 

For  a  strange  charm  draws  bm  near  it 

Poor  Tom !  poor  Tom ! 

We  ware  early  fiiandi^— oh,  time  still  fendf 

All  the  links  of  our  love  to  sever  t 
And  alas !  time  breaks^  hot  never  meiid% 

The  chain  that  it  sniqps  iirever. 
Poor  Tom !  poor  Tom ! 

In  the  old  ohardiyard  wa  have  wandaiad  oft, 

Lost  in  gentle  and  firiandW  musing; 
And  his  eye  vras  lipiht,  and  his  words  were  soft, 

Soul  with  soul,  aa  wa  rovad,  inAHinffi 
Poor  Tom!  poor  Tom! 
And  wa  wondar^d  tbso,  i^  when  we  wars  men, 

Aufl^t  in  lila  oould  oar  Ibiid  thoughts  amother; 
But  alas !  agaiiH-^wa  dnamM  not  when 

Death  diouM  tsar  xm  tnm  aadi  alhar. 
PdorTom! 
On  the  very  qpot  wharo  tiie  stone  now  stands^ 

We  have  sat  in  the  diads  of  tha  wiUow^ 
With  a  lile-warm  daqp  of  aadi  othai^a  hands^ 

And  this  breast  has  been  hk  piOosr. 
Poor  Tom!  poor  Tom! 
Now  poos  Tom  lies  cold  in  Iha  chorchyard  oU, 

And  his  plaoe  anay  be  fiUad  bgr  otfaaia; 
But  he  still  lives  here  witik  a  firmer  hold. 

For  our  souls  ware  twined  Mka  hrodiara. 
Poor  Tom! 
There's  a  naw  stona  now  hi  tha  old  diiiidiTardt 

And  a  few  withered  fiowars  anwraath  it; 
Alas!  for  the  youth  by  tha  fiitss  m-stanrU 

Who  sleqM  in  has  afafond  hanaath  it: 
Poor  Tom!  poorT^I 
In  his  early  di^  to  ba  plnck'd  away. 

While  Iha  stmshina  of  iifo  waa  o'ar  ISuk 
And  naaght  hot  Iha  hi/tA  oi  a  gladd^riag  n^ 

Baam'd  out  on  tfia  road  balbia  liim» 
PoorT^! 

TOIIT8BADOW. 


SiADOw,  just  lika  tha  thm  ngard  of  nsn» 

Constant  and  luose  to  fiianas,wiiiia  lonQnar a  Dngni, 
Toa  leave  me  in  the  daric,  hot  coma  afsin 

And  stick  to  ma  aa  long  aa  there  is  ligbt ! 
Tet,  fibadow,  aa  good  fiienda  have  often  dona. 
You've  never  stepped  batwcan  SM  and  tha  snn ; 

Bat  ready  still  to  bad[  me  I  have  fbnnd  yon, 
Althoagb,  faideed,  yoQ 're  Ibnd  of  changing  aides ; 

And,  while  I  never  yat  eoold  gat  aroond  yon, 
Wheit'er  I  walk,  my  Shadofw  with  ma  giidea ! 

That  yon  shonid  leava  ma  Ui  tiw  dark,  ia  meat 
Enongfa*  there  being  one  thmg  to  ramaifc —  ' 

lil^taallayoa  lbith»yal>  ^ii«  at  ny  iMlb 
Pm  IcaMing  yoQ  forever  hi  tha  daA  I 

ts 
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EPHRAIM  PEABODY.* 


LAKB  ERIE. 

Theae  lo\'cly  i«horeK!  how  lone  and  itill 

A  huiiilrod  vearH  ac^Of 
The  unhntkon  fori^rft  *X(hv\  above, 

The  waters  dasIiM  below: 
The  wateni  of  a  lonely  tea. 

Where  nev«T  nail  wax  furl* J, 
£mlK>so[iiM  in  a  wildernetH, 

Which  was  itself  a  world. 

A  hundred  yearn !  go  back ;  and  lo ! 

Where,  elosiu!;  iu  the  view, 
Juts  out  the  shore,  with  rapid  oar 

Darts  round  a  frail  canoe.'— 
'Tis  a  white  voyacer,  and  wee, 

His  prow  is  westward  set 
OVr  the  calm  wave :  hail  to  thy  bold. 

World-seeking  bark,  MABq.rETTi! 

The  lonely  binl.  that  picks  his  food 

Where  rise  the  waves,  and  sink. 
At  their  strange  coming,  with  sbrill  acrram. 

Starts  from  the  sandy  brink ; 
The  fishhawk,  hanging  in  mid  sky, 

Floats  o*er  on  level  wing. 
And  the  savatre  from  his  covert  looks, 

With  arrow  on  the  string. 

A  hundred  years  arc  past  and  gone, 

And  all  the  rocky  coast 
Is  turrcted  with  shining  towna, 

An  empire's  noble  l>oasL 
And  the  old  wilderness  is  changed 

To  cultured  vale  and  hill ; 
And  the  circuit  of  its  mountain! 

An  empire's  nuniN^rs  fill. 


THE  BACKWOODSMAN. 

The  silent  wilderness  for  me ! 

Where  never  souml  is  heard. 
Save  the  rustling  of  the  squirrers  foot, 

And  the  flittin?  wing  nf  binl. 
Or  its  low  and  interrui>ted  note. 

And  the  diner's  jjuirk.  crackling  tread. 
And  the  swaying  of  the  forest  boughs, 

As  the  win«l  moves  overhead. 

Alone,  (how  glorimiH  to  be  free !) 

My  good  dot;  at  my  siile. 
My  rifle  hinirini;  in  my  arm. 

I  rjinge  the  toreils  wide. 
And  now  the  re^il  bulfido 

Acro*-«  the  p!:iin«i  I  cha«ie; 
Now  tr.ii'k  liir  ini>iint:iin  stre-.im,  to  find 

The  l»eaver*s  jnrkin;  place. 

I  stand  uivni  the  iiitiiiTitain*'*  top. 

And  (siiliitide  pr.ifnnnd !) 
Nut  eviMi  a  wi»i»ilin:nr?«  smoke  curls  up 

Witiiin  the  hi)ri/.on's  U>und. 


*  Mr.  Pf:«Riiiiv  i»  »n  t'nir.iriiii  rlerrvm^n.  lie  !■  a 
native  nf  Nnv  n:iiii|i>hirp,  aii>i  h:is  rif«li)t'<!  iereral  yCiira 
In  llie  weeiorii  ht  ii*-». 


Below,  84  i/rr  its  orran  brrailth 
The  air" J*  li;;hl  rurrrnt*  run. 

The  wililerni*o*>  of  np'trng  Ura-.ef 
Is  gljneing  in  the  »un. 

I  look  arouMil  to  whrrr  the  vkw 

Vit't-i  the  far  r»rt**l  lin^. 
Anil  fhi<t  ini(*<*rial  **.  triiiin-^ 

Thi«i  kiiij<fi)ni-— all  i«  niinr. 
Thi"*  '»*'ndiii:r  he.i\**n  thr-*  f  «tt^^ 

W.iler*  l?iat  eir r  r«>ll. 
And  u iliiernifxi  of  cio'y.  brine 

'i'heir  filfenn:;*  to  my  mmiL 

My  palace,  bnilt  b\  <rii|i'«  nwn  ha!» 

The  worlil'x  ?'ri->h  pRiiir  h^lh  ar*: 
Wide  «1ri-li  !t  it«  liiirig  haiLs  a«a(. 

Pillar'd  anil  r«ii  fii  wth  rrrrn. 
My  miloii'  lo  ihe  uind  l^i«l  i:-:« 

Piiurs^  |oii>i  i!«  ^Wfllin;  !*v«, 
Niiw  iiilU  ill  d\mj  r.itlrnmi. 

My  fe-lal  larif|i^  .ire  *X»r%, 

Thiiinrh  when  in  l\\*.  mx  If«n^!T  i.^ 

My  star-w.itrhM  ri.ui"h  I  piv*«. 
I  hear  no  find  -  •'--!  r  iiT^it"      I"  "l 

r  am  conijr.miiiii'.i  »<i. 
().  no!  I  !Me  my  rr?-»'f'*  boa*^. 

The  hill,  the  tree.  th<  *!r**a3i. 
And  the  |i»i»ks  ari-?  \i^iri*^  of  nsy  h--^ 

Conie  eentiv  to  ui\  di 


And  in  the<e  •<ilii.ink-  haunts, 

Wiiili'  i>liirnU'r«  r\erv  l.-ve 
In  ni?ht  and  Mleiu-i>.  (imp  hunarif 

S«fms  nejn*r  unl<i  nir. 
I  feel  II I «  pn"4i  lire  :n  litnm 

Like  the  eMi-'nii-iric  ajr: 
And  as  my  eyeli'U  •'Insr  in 

My  heart  i^  huoh'd  m  pravrr. 


JOHN  M.  ItARNKV.  MP.' 


n\  A  FRii:.\D. 

PrvorT,  yet  ehivrfnl :  pi'U*.  not  ai 
To  lithi'r*  leHiiT.!.  to  !imi<M<lf  «r«err : 
ThonffhhonnurM.  iiiiiile«4;  ilitTii!mt.th*'«cx 
The  proud  he  hrvniibii.  ynul  the  hiiBt*?* 
StndnMis.  yel  s**-!!! :  th«Mi-»h  |»i"»!iT».  ••<  i 
No  min  Tnoro  b  iriiiM.  yet  no  nran  Vnm  ' 
Hi'<  fime  won!i1  nni^er«al  cnvr  inc»««. 
Diit  envy's  liM  in  rfii\<T<..il  birr. 
That  he  b  i«  f.iiilt*.  il  nny  be  hold  Ia  &■« 
Vet  rt*rtaiii  *t  I4  we  ni-'«'r  havr  fimnd  i^ 
It'taulu  he  ha4.  (a«  iTiin.  'ti«  ftanl.  moU 
Thi'V  are  the  inilx  f.in'%  he  iie*rr  fnnra^< 
I  fijtter  not :  nliMml  I'l  l1  ii;rr  whrrr 
Ju«t  praise  is  fulMinir.  and  oAenda  lb*  ri 

*  n<M-t-.r  llAa^r^.l  V  rvp.w^a  «  ^MUrr  mt 
III*  |irii>ri;Kil  (•Til  ll  H  ■  r«.  -*  rrv«|«l>«a.  %  fi 
H.i«  |Hil*>i*hr.1  in  N^w  Y'^rk  <a  1«I<1  B*  ««« 
fif  «pvprjil 'iih"!  pill' tut.  tht*  hrsi  kUMf 
Frvi-r  i>rrani  " 
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B.  B.  THATCHER.* 


THE  BIRD  OF  THE  BASTlLE.i 

Come  to  my  breast,  thou  lone 

And  weary  bird ! — one  tone 
Of  the  rare  music  of  my  childhood !— dear 

Is  that  strange  sound  to  me ; 

Dear  is  the  memory 
It  brings  my  soul  of  many  a  parted  year. 

Again,  yet  once  again, 

0  minstrel  of  the  main ! 

Lo !  festal  face  and  form  familiar  throng 

Unto  my  waking  eye; 

And  voices  of  the  sky 
Sing  from  these  walls  of  death  unwonted  song. 

Nay,  cease  not — I  would  call, 

Thus,  from  the  silent  hall 
Of  the  unlighted  grave,  the  joys  of  old: 

Beam  on  me  yet  once  more, 

Ve  blessed  eyes  of  yore, 
Startling  life-blood  through  all  my  being  cold. 

Ah  !  cease  not — phantoms  fair 

Fill  thick  the  dungeon's  air; 
Tfiey  wave  me  from  its  gloom — I  fly — I  stand 

A?ain  upon  that  spot. 

Which  ne'er  hath  been  forgot 
In  all  time's  tears,  my  own  green,  glorious  land! 

There,  on  each  noon-bright  hill, 

By  fount  and  flashing  rill, 
Slowly  the  faint  flocks  sought  the  breezy  shade; 

There  gleam'd  the  sunset's  fire, 

On  the  tall  taper  spire. 
And  windows  low,  along  the  upland  glade. 

Sing,  sing! — I  do  not  dream — 
It  is  my  own  blue  stream. 
Far.  lar  below,  amid  the  balmy  vale;— 

1  know  it  by  the  hedge 
Of  rose-trees  at  its  edge, 

Vaunting  their  crimson  beauty  to  the  gale: 

There,  there,  mid  clustering  leaves, 

Glimmer  my  father's  eaves. 
And  the  worn  threshold  of  my  youth  beneath; — 

I  know  them  by  the  moss. 

And  the  old  elms  that  toss  [wreath. 

Their  lithe  arms  up  where  ^inds  the  smoke's  gray 

Sinsf,  sing! — I  am  not  mad — 
Sin^!  that  the  visions  glad  [now; — 

May  smile  that  smiled,  and  speak  that  spake  but 


♦  RKvjAMtM  B.  Thatcher,  author  of  **  Indian  Biogra* 
pliy,"  "Indian  Traits,"  and  niininrous  contributions  to 
our  pprioiliral  literature,  died  in  Boston  on  the  14th  of 
July.  l^K).  in  ih»^  thirty-second  year  of  his  ajre.  He  was 
a  native  of  Maine,  and  was  educated  at  Bowdoin  College, 
in  that  state. 

f  One  prisoner  I  saw  there,  who  had  been  imprisoned 
from  his  youth,  and  was  said  to  be  occasionally  insane  in 
cons«?quence.  lie  enjoyed  no  companionship  (ibe  keeper 
told  nie)  but  that  of  a  beautiful  tamed  bird.  Of  what 
name  or  clime  it  was,  I  know  not — only  that  he  called  it 
fondly,  bis  dore,  and  seemed  never  happy  but  when  it 
sang  to  him. — MS.  of  a  Tour  through  France, 


Sing,  sing ! — I  might  have  knelt 
And  pray'd ;  I  might  have  felt 
Their  breath  upon  my  bosom  and  my  brow. 

I  might  have  press'd  to  this 

Cold  bosom,  in  my  bliss, 
Each  long-lost  form  that  ancient  hearth  beside ; 

O  heaven !  I  might  have  heard. 

From  living  lips,  one  word, 
Thou  mother  of  my  childhood, — and  have  died. 

Nay,  nay,  'tis  sweet  to  weep. 

Ere  yet  in  death  I  sleep ; 
It  minds  me  I  have  been,  and  am  again,— 

And  the  world  wakes  around ; 

It  breaks  the  madness  bound, 
While  I  have  dream'd,  these  ^ges,  on  my  brain. 

And  sweet  it  is  to  love 

Even  this  gentle  dove, 
This  breathing  thing  from  all  life  else  apart: — 

Ah !  leave  me  not  the  gloom 

Of  my  eternal  tomb 
To  bear  alon&^alone !— come  to  my  heart. 

My  bird! — T%ou  shalt  go  free; 

And  come,  O  come  to  me 
Again,  when  from  the  hills  the  sprin^-gale  blows; 

So  shall  I  leam,  at  least, 

One  other  year  hath  ceased. 
And  the  long  woe  throbs  lingering  to  its  close. 


WILLIAM  ELLERY  CHANNING.* 


THE  ARCHED  STREAM. 

It  went  within  my  inmost  heart. 

The  overhanging  Arch  to  see. 
The  liquid  stream  became  a  part 

Of  my  internal  harmony. 

So  gladly  rush'd  the  full  stream  through. 
Pleased  with  the  measure  of  its  flow, 

So  burst  the  gladness  on  the  view. 
It  made  a  song  of  mirth  below. 

Yet  gray  were  those  o'erarching  stones. 
And  soar  and  dry  the  fringing  grass, 

And  mournful  with  reinomber'd  tones 
That  out  uf  Autumn's  bosom  pass. 

And  over  it  the  heavy  road, 

Where  creaks  the  wain  withburden'd  cheer. 
But  gaily  from  this  low  abode 

Leapt  out  the  merry  brook  so  clear. 

Then  Nature  said :  My  child,  to  thee. 
From  the  gray  arch  shall  beauty  flow. 

Thou  art  a  pleasant  thing  to  roe, 
And  freely  in  my  meadows  go. 

Thy  verse  shall  gush  thus  ft«»cly  on. 

Some  poet  yet  may  sit  thereby, 
And  cheer  him.^elf  within  the  sun 

My  life  has  kindled  in  thine  eye. 

*  Mr.  Chakmxo  is  a  nephew  of  the  late  Ur.  W.  E. 
Chamkino.  He  published  a  voluoie  of  Poems  In  184S, 
and  another  in  ISiT. 
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W.  J.  SXELLING.- 


THE  niRTII  OP  TIlUNDEB.t 

Look,  wliito  man.  well  on  all  around, 

Tiiprti'  lioary  uakM,  those  boun<l]e«  pUung; 
Tread  iiirluly ;  tluH  m  lioly  fj^round : 

IIiTi^  Tliuiuler,  awful  ii]>irit !  reigni. 
Loitk  on  tli<hto  watiTs  tur  1m-1ow, 

>So  di'i-p  lH.'iie:ith  tlio  prairie  Klcoping, 
T\w  siiiniucr  sun's  miTidiun  i;;low 

Sriirn-  warms  the  simls  their  wawn  arc  heaping; 
And  siMTcc  the  hittor  lijast  can  blow 

In  winiiT  «in  thi'ir  icv  cover; 
Tlio  Wind  Sprite  may  not  slonji  ho  low, 

But  liiiws  hirt  head  and  |kI'4mos  over. 
PcrrliM  on  the  ti>|>  of  yondi'r  pine. 

Till'  luTon's  Iiillow-M'iircliini;  rye 

*'.in  sctirce  his  linny  prey  desicry, 
GI  111  lt::»pi!i!;  where  thi»ir  colours  shine. 
TisiX'  ijikt's.  wIkw  sljitn'-*  hut  now  we  trod, 

1^  Mr*  de*'p!y  i>n  eiirth's  NiMom  <linted, 
I         An*  till'  -^triMis:  impri'yH  of  a  iri>l, 
'  ])y  ThumlerV  LM.int  fitot  imprinted. 

Nrtv.  •itninin'r.  m  I  live,  *lis  truth ! 

']'he  lijis  of  those  who  never  lied, 
Kc'^Mt  i;  d.iilv  to  our  vouth. 
jr  Famed  heroei«.  erst  my  nation's  pride, 

Hi-ht'I.l  the  wonder;  and  our  sat^p^ 
(ijve  d-nvn  the  talc  to  after  agi's. 
1)  i<t  ni>t  believe  !  thoui;h  MiMiminG:  fair 

The  rti»werelrt  ctmrt  the  breeze:*  coy, 
^       Tl:.n:^h  imw  the  sweci-irriisw  scents  the  air, 
Aiid  s'.uiny  nature  liasks  in  joy, 

It  i<  not  ever  m. 
l\^:ie  wiien  the  litrhtnin:;  floAhes, 
t\»!iie  when  the  fore<t  crashen, 

^^'!.en  >hriek5  of  pain  and  wo 
11  ri   k  -Ml  tliine  ear-tlrum  tliiek  and  fast, 
Kr-'ni  j!b«ts  th:kt  shiver  in  the  blast ; 
rii.n  *ihi!t  thou  know  and  U'nd  the  kneo 
lJi;"»re  the  anijry  deity. 

IJi-.'  r:.iw  attend,  while  I  unfold 

Till-  lore  rny  bni\e  fori'f.ithers  tan!;ht: 
A^  vil  t'le  «it.>rin,  the  he;it.  the  cold. 
'1'!'!'  i'!i-nii»iii«;  M'iHon"*  b;id  not  brought, 
!^        F;i!.ii:;"  w  i'.  uH  ;  c:ii"h  tn-e  :inil  ^rol 
<»-,  \v  :'r'»'iiiT  fiir  the  r.iiji  ; 
'/'111'  \vi!',t..ii  i1.li'.  t'i  ■  b;:Tj!.». 
I  ir  !'ie  '■■".•idi-il  on  t!.i'  j  I.iIm. 

•  Wii  I TAM  J.  SxFLLi^n.  fiiiTluT  iif  '  Tni?}!."  ft  «H»!r^. 
I '        ami  :"i  t  Ml  .iry  T«':»ri  n  vrnliT  lur  ihi«  j.  .uriM".-. .;;..!  ;ii  lU-n- 
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ton.  in  Hll». 

1 

•♦  1  w  •  'i:  1 ..  i;iit  "  ii.«*  f'.iiii  till'  Rie  si.m.-  |  iKr«,  m  if  f li^ 

, , 

1I..II-.    '.    1  ■':    <!    J*'*   r'«  5i.*"r.  Kilt  1  lu-i- r  .ii"-.-!!  ill  liK- * 

, 

or  i*  ■..'-.  1'  i!i-'  ii  11 .1  1  -  :.iw  \\i-  i>  v-l  ..r  ;:»•■  •■irri'-o  •!  ;  e 

;.i     i:  ■.  1' .1 -ri   r    1 ',:.  f  rt   ih   "1  ..i".  w    .•       1 'i-  tVt'f  ■  - 

t ,  'i  .    '    t  .  ,   i-I      .'  Tl   -    Ni  .1  .  r   •  1.  :;   «.  r.    ,1  1  *t»  I'.it 

1 

h.    .     !■   1-    !■-  \\  1-  !i"r'.       \.  .,.,  n    .€  :•  ■        ■■.■i--    rt 

,          '.."'■'■■  1  1  '»■'   «  "1   I'Ht   !■»  ••  ■■   Ml-    w     ■:    .  ••■  ".  ""l   !"i-" 

:    .    ..■.   .-.    ■  ■.  1-    i-i.  r.i.-i  •!  1  !  I'l  : i\  -•■•«  ■■»     ■  ■   •  •  ■  «- 

:...■■     *  .  ■    t'l-  1    1 .  1  \»  :i    •)  .».-•    »    1  4   '    »  •     I-    r 

i»                    >  k  .  I    I           ■  1-   ■■«  •.       V"  •  ■           .»!'■• 

i               .  "i    ■   %»      :       N   ,         •  ■              .    I  ■  :'  • 

.  . ,    ,    .                                 ■  ..  ^    ,  ■    •    •  >        m      -  •«■•  •      H»" 

In  mirth  ilid  man  the  houra  tmi^ey 
I  Of  that  etenul  v^nn^  ; 

With  simir  anil  donre.  ati«]  ■hfovt^  <''/'?• 

!  Did  hill  and  valley  hiiir> 

No  de;il!i— li'il  p^al'd  U}***ti  the  raf. 

I      No  paintril  warni>r  piH<«^]  ihr  m^^^r, 
Tio  st«0(<'-4l>MMird  rafifi\r  •f',<«»X  f.ir  Wr; 

I  No  arriiw  lift  the  rtnn*. 

Sa\e  when  tlu-  \«i'!f  lo  e.irth  «a«  S^—e  . 
From  fiN-mariV  head  no  *r.i*;.  wa^ 
Nor  did  rill'  pan::'*  of  liair  ^r^  mTs- 
The  rt-d  in  iii';.  ^-jtom  wr*iic- 

.     Thi  n  wjMiii*  licUl*  ui  vcIiitM  cum 
Did  our  Ml -o'd  \i:I.i^i«  ^orn. 

Abis!  tli.it  iiiun  wil!  iie%tr  !e;&m 

Hill  jjhikI  fr.iin  e\il  ^^^  •!t«i-fru. 

At  Iiiil;||i.  !iy  funnu*  |ia»»i'iii«  dnv#«. 

The  Iiidim  |i-!t  hi«  lia}<i-%  and  «iJr, 
And  evrry  bliMtin'4  (vnii  Ka«  ;;:«ni. 

To  iniiicli'  in  the  deaiHv   4nS*-. 
FiiTCr  Wnilh  :>nd  h.i?irir  I  Knvy  »^i« 
Arhiexed  the  wurk  ihjl  War  hrfan . 
He  lift.  Urj-MiiJijIit.  the  U.i*!  I  f  !■♦  *.-•. 
And  pn'v'd  uji*ii  hi*  kiLdr***!  r^r*. 
Hut  Hk  wifi  mien  tLe  n-th  m-f  ^^  ^%. 
Who  wilehi»s  every  holt  t^  i»  fln*- : 
From  who, II  ;il|  ^j;"!-.  all  ^'I«-^-ins*  4  » 
With  tiriif  U-bi-ld  the  «r»-rir  VI  vw. 
He  wi-pt :  and.  a*  the  Ji-i'mv  •!:  *wrr 

Ket're-hiii:;  i<t  the  ffnuitj  Ciiik-*^^^ 
Kaeh  drup  ;;.i\e  ^K'lne  Ui  a  Hamrt, 

And  all  tiu>  hilU  in  Louia^  ^vndvc. 

".\lii!«!"  the  px"!  fireat  Spin?  •ail, 

"  Man  mrriti*  n<it  the  rlivit^  I  ci«e ; 
Where'er  a  hill-M'k  rear*  it*  !j*m.!. 

He  die**  hi«  l>n>llu-r'H  tiiiirk'-'*  SX*'** 
To  evvr\-  crv"*t.il  rill  of  u^Vr. 
He  i;ivi>  the  erimiitin  vfain  of 
No  more  ftr  him  Tny  hniw  »S.iIi 

.\  ron*T:ifit.  ;:I;iil.  approvin.;  •7ni> . 
Ah.  no!  m\  ^-y*  mu«t  wiildrnna  f'^rr 

On  lijihuly  !iniiil*  iind  i!t»i!H  of  gv.V. 
Ht-iii-i-ftirth  ;<hill  my  li>»t  rhiMr^n  kn-mr 
The  pit  re  ill.;  wiiiil.  thr  Mir.<tinc  vn^w : 
'Ilie  !<tor!ii  ^h.ill  dreneh.  the  «un  »hal  hc?^ 
The  wintiT  iVi-e/r  them.  ra--h  in  torn. 
Henn-fiirth  their  fei-Me  frarrie*  •ha|?  frti 
A  el i mute  like  their  ^eartt  of 


«' 


!■■' 
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III       H  »    »  "'O    i^  ■  * 


:t    1-.  I 


The  m.»  'II  t!i  it  iii^iSt  wiibS*-!.!  *»er  hfhL 
Ity  ll!«.  iii^ti  1 1.  1  biri  \  z*  i.'e 
Ilbi'Mid  I'll  *kii-»;  «*!  :i'  :?i.»rtaJ  rtea 

Wi '!■  i!.«>"i  d,  :i:i !  *-'iT*  r.^ar  in  nriTcr. 
Whili-  l!ii*  re*«d*jnr  *un 
TIjp'i-  tifiii*  hi«  r«Mjri**  miffh! 

Till-  d:eid!iil  i!.irknr*'«  la«trj. 
.\n>l  all  tli.it  ti:iie  the  n  J  iu«n**  rvc 
A  >!i  I  |''ii J  «p;-  !  r;;;ji.l  r*».v  . 
\'\^*n  A  lr«*«^l«»!i  •Tallied  hi^h. 

^^■h■'«•«•  trunk  Siii  brea*h  ha!  Sli 
S.I  I  i:i^  h«'  "'i  pt.  ?.••  !*r»  w  WY  £a«t, 

Hi  ::•  .iih  U'."  w* :  jht  the  cnarM 
Sii)]i;-'  1.  :i-*  the  tem|irftt  Hia|Hi  th* 

It  tell,  and  Tliun«ler       '    ' 
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The  world  to  its  foundation  shook, 
The  grisly  bear  his  prey  forsook, 
The  scowlini^  heaven  an  aspect  bore 
That  man  had  never  seen  before ; 
The  wolf  in  terror  fled  away. 
And  shone  at  last  the  liglit  of  day. 

'T  was  here  he  stood  ;  these  lakes  attest 
Where  first  Waw-kkf.-an's  footsteps  pressM. 
About  his  burning  brow  a  cloud, 

Black  as  the  raven's  wing,  he  wore ; 
Thick  tempests  wrapt  him  like  a  shroud, 

Red  lightnings  in  his  hand  he  bore ; 
Like  two  bright  suns  hi-?  eyeballs  shone. 
His  voice  wxs  like  the  cannon's  tone ; 
And,  where  he  breatbed,  the  land  became, 
Prairie  and  wood,  one  sheet  of  flume. 

Not  long  upon  this  mountain  height 

The  tirst  and  worst  of  storms  abode, 
For,  moving  in  his  fearful  migbt. 

Abroad  the  Gon-l>egotten  strode. 
Afar,  on  yonder  faint  blue  mound, 
In  the  horizon's  utmost  bound. 
At  the  first  stride  his  foot  ho  set ; 

The  jarring  world  confoss'd  the  shock. 
Stranger !  the  track  of  Thunder  yet 

Remains  upon  the  living  rock. 

The  second  step,  he  gain'd  the  sand 
On  far  Superior's  storm-beat  strand  : 
Then  with  his  shout  the  concave  rung. 
As  up  to  beaven  the  giant  sprung 

On  high,  beside  his  sire  to  dwell ; 
But  still,  of  all  the  spots  on  earth. 
He  loves  the  woods  that  gave  him  birth. — 

Such  is  the  tale  our  fathers  tell. 


LINDLEY  MURRAY.* 


TO  MY  WIFE. 

Whex  on  thy  bosom  I  recline. 
Enraptured  still  to  call  thee  mine, 

To  call  thee  mine  for  life, 
I  glory  in  the  sacred  ties. 
Which  modern  wits  and  fools  despise, 

Of  husband  and  of  wife. 

One  mutual  flame  inspires  our  bliss; 
The  tender  look,  the  melting  kiss. 

Even  years  have  not  destroyed ; 
Some  sweet  sensation,  ever  new, 
Springs  up  and  proves  the  maxim  true. 

That  love  can  ne'er  be  cloy'd. 

Have  I  a  wish? — 'tis  all  for  thee. 
Hast  thou  a  wish? — 'tis  oil  for  me. 

So  soft  our  moments  move, 
That  atiG^ols  look  with  ardent  gaze. 
Well  pleased  to  see  our  liappy  days, 

And  bid  us  live — and  love. 

•  Li!»DLKY  Mtrra  Y,  fiuthor  of  the  "  Emrli^ih  Orammar," 
and  other  works,  was  a  native  of  New  York,  though  the 
greater  portion  of  his  life  wan  passed  in  England. 
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If  cares  arise — and  cares  will  come— 
Thy  bosom  is  my  softest  home, 

I'll  lull  me  there  to  rest; 
And  is  there  aught  disturbs  my  fairl 
I  '11  bid  her  sigh  out  every  care. 

And  lose  it  in  my  breast. 

Have  I  a  wish] — 'tis  all  her  own; 
All  here  and  mine  are  roU'd  in  one,— 

Our  hearts  are  so  entwined. 
That,  like  the  ivy  round  the  tree. 
Bound  up  in  closest  amity, 

'T  is  death  to  be  di.sjoin'd. 


JOHN  RUDOLPH  SUTERMEISTER.^ 


FADED  HOURS. 

O !  FOR  my  bright  and  faded  houre 

When  life  was  like  a  summer  stream, 
On  whose  gay  banks  the  virgin  flowers 

Blush'd  in  the  morning's  rosy  beam; 
Or  danced  upon  the  breeze  that  bare 

Its  store  of  rich  perfume  along, 
While  the  wood-robin  pourM  on  air 

The  ravishing  delights  of  song. 

The  sun  look'd  from  his  lofty  cloud. 

While  flow'd  its  sparkling  waters  fair, 
And  went  upon  his  pathway  proud. 

And  threw  a  brighter  lustre  there ; 
And  smiled  upon  the  golden  heaven. 

And  on  the  earth's  sweet  loveliness. 
Where  light,  and  joy,  and  song  were  given. 

The  glad  and  fairy  scene  to  bless ! 

Ah !  these  were  bright  and  joyous  hours, 

Wlien  youth  awoke  from  boyhood's  dream, 
To  see  Ufe's  Eden  dress'd  in  flowers. 

While  young  hope  bask'd  in  morning's  beam  I 
And  proffer'd  thanks  to  Heaven  above, 

While  glow'd  his  fond  and  grateful  breast, 
Who  spread  for  him  that  scene  of  love. 

And  made  him  so  supremely  blest ! 

That  scene  of  love ! — ^where  hath  it  goneT 

Where  have  its  charms  and  beauty  sped  T 
My  houre  of  youth,  that  o'er  me  shone, 

Where  have  their  light  and  splendour  fledt 
Into  the  silent  lapse  of  years. 

And  I  am  left  on  earth  to  mourn ; 
And  I  am  left  to  drop  my  teara 

O'er  memory's  lone  and  icy  urn ! 

Yet  why  pour  forth  the  voice  of  wail 

O'er  feeling's  blighted  coronal  t 
Ere  many  gorgeous  suns  shall  fail, 

I  shall  be  gather'd  in  my  pall ; 
O,  my  dark  houre  on  earth  are  few— 

My  hopes  are  crush'd,  my  heart  is  riven ; 
And  I  shall  soon  bid  life  adieu, 

To  seek  enduring  joys  in  heaven! 


*  Mr.  BiTTBRMKism  was  born  in  Cnrsfoa,  In  the 
West  Indies,  and  came  to  New  York  with  his  parents, 
when  about  four  years  old.  He  wrote  many  brief  poems 
while  a  law  student,  but  no  collection  of  bis  writlofs 
has  been  ptihli^hed.  He  died  in  1836,  In  the  twenty-thlru 
year  of  his  age. 
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ANONYMOUS.^ 


••CIVE  MB  THE  OLD." 


OLD  WI!«R  Til  DRINK,  iM.D  WiinU  Til  Dl  R!f,  OLD  BAOKS  TO 
llfa.«D,  AM>  UI.U  till  KM  IIS  TO  CO>SVEBaE  WITH. 

Old  wino  to  ilriiik  ! 
Ay.  ijivc  tiu*  hlip^NTv  juii"i\ 
That  ilrip|ii'tii  trmu  the  gruiiu  llirown  loose, 

Witluii  tlip  lull ; 
Pliu'k'ti  fVuin  In' neat h  the  cliir 
Of  sunn y-r-itli'd  Ti'iuTill'r, 
Aixl  ri]H.>ii'il  *iiratli  thi'  blink 

Of  India's  sun  ! 

Peat  whi<ikrv  hot, 
iVinjHTM  with  wcll-builtHl  wator ! 
Tlu'si'  nwko  tlie  lonp;  nijjht  HhurtiT, — 

Foru:fttinLf  not 
Good  st«>ut  old  English  porter ! 

Old  \\iHh\  to  tiuni ! 
Ay,  bring  tlio  hill-side  hooch 
From  wh(>n>  the  owlrts  meet  and  scrcecht 

And  ni\en.s  croak; 
The  crackling  pine,  and  cedar  swct't ; 
Urini^  too  a  clump  of  fra^raut  peat, 
Dnir  *neath  the  fern ; 

The  knotted  oak, 

A  fairi;ot  too,  perhap, 
\Vhos4«  bright  flame  dawnini;,  winkin{^. 
Shall  li'^ht  U4  at  our  drinking ! 

While  the  oozing  s:ip 
Shall  make  sweet  muAic  to  our  thinking. 

Old  hooks  to  read ! 
Ay,  brini;  those  noiles  of  wit. 
The  bra7en-cla.*pM.  the  vellum  writ, 

Time-honour*d  tomos ! 
The  same  my  sia>  M^anned  before. 
The  same  my  f^randsire  thumUM  o*er. 
The  Aume  hi^  Mire  from  college  bore. 
The  well-carn'd  meeil 
Of  Oxftird's  d<imefl ; 
Old  Hii^KR  blind. 
Old  Hon  At' F.  rake  A?sArBito^,  bv 

Old  Tl-LLT,   PLiTTl-S.  TkREXTK  Uc  ; 

Mort  Akthi'r*!«  olden  minttreUie, 
Ijunint  Bi*RTo^,  i]uainter  SrEx^KR.  ay, 
And  CiERVASf:  MAiikfiiM*s  venerie~ 

N()r  leave  behind 
The  Ilolye  UiKik  by  which  we  live  and  die. 

OM  friends  to  talk  ! 
Ay,  liriiii;  thus**  chosen  few, 
'J'hc  \\i<i'.  the  courtly  and  the  true, 

?^«i  nircly  found ! 
Hi  Ml  fur  niY  wine,  him  for  my  ntud, 
Miin  f<ir  my  eaM'l.  distich,  buil 

In  motnilain  walk  ! 
Uriii;;  Wm.tkr  cood : 
Willi  'iiiulful  Fri.ii;  and  learneil  Will 
And  thrc.  rny  n/frr  *i^'i,  ^ih'sinT  still 


I  i: 


F..r 


I'M-rV    lIlii'V!. 


I  > 


'In  rtirlii-r  fititi'm^,  Ihf  ntHiic  )iiii>iii  )i:ii<  Ih.*!  ii  uUri- 
■  ft  I'l  Hi  >K\  ('4111  \,  liii'  I  UK  ml  ir^.ixi"!,  Vlil'-sn' 
I'l-i'^  ill"  I'lii'.i- ill--]  nini' r  il.i'  >i^ii.iiiiri'  i-f  "Jnhii 
i.i-r    ,"  I'lil  1  1<  ii',  1I..1I  In   It  II  t  ihi  :i  I'.iit'i  iif  It. 


Thc«e  atld  a  liou4uet  u>  tnj 
TbeM  add  a  uparkie  to  in«  puic ' 

If  thei<e  I  line. 
Can  bookrt,  or  firr,  or  wme  be  fitud ' 


THOMA."?  MACKELLAR.* 


TIIK  SI.KKIMM*  WIFT- 

My  wift-!  how  calmly  hWi***!  thoa' 
A  perfect  juace  is"  on  thy  hrtnr : 
Thine  e\i-s  Nmeath  ihur  fnazrd  EaS, 
Likf  stars  liehind  a  cloik!.  are  ha! ; 
Thy  \iiice  n  mute,  ani]  H'iI  a 
Disturlitf  the  tranquil  air  around  : 
ril  watch,  and  m.irk  each  Iin^  iV 
Tliat  (10 11  hath  d.'awn  u(««n  ihv 

My  wife!  thy  ».rr:it!i  i*  I.>w  and  kA 
To  catrh  ibi  souikI  I  ii*trn  uft ; 
1'he  li^ht«'!»t  li'iil'  of  PersiAn  rum 
V\wn  thy  li{M  niiaht  find  rrpoer.'— 
So  divp  thy  HJumlier,  that  I  ftrwm'd 
My  tn  Ml  Mini;  haihl  upi>n  thy  brrMt, 
In  suildi'ii  frar  thai  erivhiu*  <haih 
Hail  rol.b'd  llur.  ilcepinj.  i/  thr  ^ 

My  wife!  my  wifr!  thy  fai-r  n-^  ■ 

To  shiiw  the  trnitr  of  t*:y  dr«am*  — 
Mi-lliiiik4  thy  crntle  -pint  p'!.iT« 
Ainiil  thr  K^  III  ^  iif  earlier  iIai*; 
'I'liy  thiiiu'liti«.  laTi  hancr.  n..w  dwr'.'. 
Wliiiin  mo9.|  tliiiu  lo«'i4;  i>r  in  t^  c 
.And  sh.iil'iwy  future  nlnw  u*  jut. 
With  wiiinan's  runouo.  1  .imi^  nr. 

■ 

Nli-ep  on  !  hlei-p  uu  !  ixiy  «lrraiuiA( 
'i'hou  lixest  nnw  uiiiilht  r  Iilr. 
With  UiuLTs  fiil'il.  iif  fAJicy'ft  buth;^ 
r  will  not  cjII  tliiv  l-.irk  10  earth  ; 
Sli'i'p  nil.  until  thr  tnr  rt(  xn*>m 
AUivf  the  V  i«.terii  hi!!»  i*  K«me  ; 
'Jlii*n  thiMi  Wilt  w:ike  .i^jin.  and  blrai 
My  M^ht  with  li^ii;.;  Imrlw 


T!ir  iivMN>  >n  Mirriir.H  n.ac 

I'liFRL  :in>  to  11)1-  n-i  h\  nuv  nurv  awi 
That!  (h<»^-  in\  niiilhrr  auqc, 

Whiii  i"\.-ii».Iy  around  her  Itrl 
Her  littli'  dnldr^Mi  rlunc. 

'ill!'    ll.lU<    U|.«)4l    lu<i    ('lluiVI 

.M\  niiilhir  ^aiu  iht-  wlulr 
^^')lal  wnii'lir  if  tlu-n   «ottJT 
.\rrosKi  hi*  li[M  a  ncutW  T 

.\ii<l  I,  a  *iii'k  and  pensive  K-vr,^ 

M]  •iri<t««-i]  with  many  }i4jruk-— 
Ht)  ti  it  my  Ivi-Miiu  thnll  with  jaw 

lit  n«-a;!i  hrr  ii«*«iilun(; 
Tin-  oti  .ilim;  tear  mine  rye 

My  hrart  is  runninj:  o'er. 
'Hii'  niuMi-  i»l'  a  nit*thftr'«  h%i 

i^hall  (Mniforl  Die  no  »^.-^  ■ 


*>Ir.  Mil  kill  »■  wa»  Uini  in  %«m  Tcet  m  l^n,  urf 
in  ii'iM  .1  |>jriTii-r  in  ihr  nirnvtr*  ilim  tip^^  V^m  h 
1..  J>)i\«..N  ^uii  (''..'.r  I'ioUiivlpku.     llcaitettM^d 
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GEORGE  B.  CHEEVER,  D.D.* 


THE  LOVE  THAT  LASTS. 

*T  1  s  not  a  flower  of  instant  growth, 
But  from  an  unsuspected  germ 

That  lay  within  the  hearts  of  both, 
Assumes  its  everlasting  form. 

As  daisy-buds  among  the  grass 

With  the  same  green  do  silent  grow, 
Nor  maids  nor  boys  that  laughing  pass 

Can  tell  if  they  be  flowers  or  no- 
Till  on  some  genial  morn  in  May 

Their  timid,  modest  leaflets  rise, 
Disclosing  Iteauties  to  the  day 

That  strike  the  gazer  with  surprise : 

So  soft,  so  sweet,  so  mild,  so  holy, 
80  cheerful  in  obscurest  shade, 

So  unpretending,  meek,  and  lowly. 
And  yet  the  pride  of  each  green  glade  : 

So  love  doth  spring,  so  love  doth  grow, 

If  it  be  such  as  never  dies : 
The  bud  just  opens  here  below — 

The  flower  blooms  on  in  paradise. 


DAVID  BATES.t 


SPEAK  GENTLY. 

Spf.\k  gently  :  it  is  better  far 
To  rule  by  love  than  fear — 

Speak  gently  :  let  not  harsh  words  mar 
The  good  we  might  do  here. 

Speak  gently  :  Love  doth  whisper  low 
The  vows  that  true  hearts  bind ; 

And  gently  Friendship's  accents  flow ; 
Affection's  voice  is  kind. 

Speak  gently  to  the  little  child  : 

Its  love  be  sure  to  gain ; 
Teach  it  in  accents  soft  and  mild — 

It  may  not  long  remain. 

Speak  gently  to  the  young  :  for  they 

Will  have  enough  to  bear; 
Pass  through  life  as  best  they  may, 

'Tis  full  of  anxious  care. 

Speak  gently  to  the  ag^'d  one : 
Grieve  not  the  careworn  heart; 

The  sands  of  life  are  nearly  run — 
Let  such  in  peace  depart. 

Speak  gently,  kindly,  to  the  poor ; 

Let  no  harsh  tone  be  heard ; 
They  have  enough  they  must  endure, 

W'ithout  an  unkind  word. 


*  Sif  "Pros*."  Writ'Td  ot"  Aiin'ricu"  for  a  n^viewal  (if  Dr. 
i^HFEVEr.'si  proso  writiriu'iJ.  Hm  pofiiift  ore,  for  the  mont 
>art,  f^Tucefal  exprc&sion*  of  elevated  reli^'ioua  and  aocial 
eeliog. 

t  Mr.  Bates  passed  his  earlier  life  at  Indiunapoliii,  in  In- 
liana,  but  be  hai>  resided  Heveral  years  in  Philadelphia,  in 
he  occupalioD  of  a  broker.  He  publi«bed  in  that  city,  in 
L849,  a  Tolume  of  poems  entitled  **  The  ^Rolian." 


Speak  gently  to  the  erring :  know. 
They  may  have  toil'd  in  vain ; 

Perchance  unkindnesB  made  them  so ; 
Oh,  win  them  back  again ! 

Speak  gently  :  Hi  who  gave  his  life 
To  bend  man*s  stabborn  will, 

When  elements  were  fierce  with  strife. 
Said  to  them,  <<  Peace !  be  still !" 

Gentleness  is  a  little  thing 

DroppM  in  the  heart's  deep  well : 

The  good,  the  joy  which  it  may  bring. 
Eternity  shall  tell. 


SAMUEL  GILMAN,  D.  D.* 

THE  SILENT  GIRL. 

Snu  seldom  spake  ;  yet  she  imparted 

Far  more  than  language  could — 
So  birdlike,  bright,  and  tender  hearted, 

So  natural  and  good  ! 
Her  air,  her  look,  her  rest,  her  actions. 

Were  voice  enough  for  her : 
Why  need  a  tongue,  when  those  attractions 

Our  inmost  hearts  could  stir  ? 

She  seldom  talked ;  but,  uninvited, 

Would  cheer  us  with  a  song ; 
And  oft  her  hands  our  ears  delighted. 

Sweeping  the  keys  along. 
And  oft,  when  converse  round  would  languish, 

Ask'd  or  unask*d,  she  read 
Some  tale  of  gladness  or  of  anguish. 

And  so  our  evenings  sped. 

She  seldom  spake ;  but  she  would  listen 

With  all  the  signs  of  soul ; 
Her  cheek  would  change,  her  eye  would  glisten ; 

The  sigh — the  smile — upstole. 
Who  did  not  understand  and  love  her, 

With  meaning  thus  o*crfraught  ? 
Though  silent  as  the  sky  above  her. 

Like  that,  she  kindled  thought 

Little  she  spake ;  hut  dear  attentions 

From  her  would  ceaseless  rise ; 
She  checkM  our  wants  by  kind  preventions. 

She  hushM  the  children's  cries ; 
And,  twining,  she  would  give  her  mother 

A  long  and  loving  kiss — 
The  same  to  father,  sister,  brother, 

All  round — nor  would  one  miss. 

She  seldom  spake — she  speaks  no  longer ; 

She  sleeps  beneath  yon  rose ; 
'Tis  well  for  us  that  ties  no  stronger 

Awaken  memory's  woes: 
For  oh,  our  hearts  would  sure  be  broken, 

Already  drain'd  of  tears, 
If  frequent  tones,  by  her  outspoken. 

Still  linger'd  in  our  ears  I 

*  The  Rer.  Samvrl  Oilman,  D.  Dm  •  writer  for  the  earlier 
Tolames  of  the  **  North  American  Review,**  and  the  author 
of"  Memoirs  of  a  New  England  Village  Choir,"  ha*  rvsided 
many  year*  in  Charleston.  His  **  History  of  a  Ray  of  Lt(riit," 
**Th«  Silent  Oirl,"  and  a  few  other  pieces,  show  that  be 
might  have  been  distinguished  as  a  poei. 
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THEODORF  S.  FAY.* 


aiY  NATIVE  LAND. 

Cn.i'nniA.  wa?*  thy  eontiiient  MtrrtchM  wild, 
1:1  Litrr  a-^i's,  the  hi»'.»e  sims  aliovcl 
Ami  art  thou  \alun''a  yoiinc^'st,  fairest  chi!il, 
.M.»st  favoiirM  \\\  tliv  ct'iitk'!  mother's  lovii  ? 
Wlirp*  now  \\f  Mam  I,  liiil  on-aii  inoiistrni  rovp, 
'J'ornl»lin<^  unroutli,  in  tht»«M'  iliiii,  vanishM  yearfi, 
Wlicii  tlintii'^h  tlic  lied  St<a  Pii\HiuH*fi  thouiUiiiJii 

<lrov«», 
\\'liiM»  stru'^ixliiiur  J'WKPii  <]rop|)M  frat(*m:il  li^ar?*, 
Vv'iuii  (riM)  c;im<>  ilowu  ffuiii  lioavcii,  and  mortal 
nu'll  WiTi'  ^t■^'r.■«  \ 

Or.  hav«'  t?iv  fon-Ms  wavnl.  thv  rivers  run, 
}'jly>iiin  solitiiilt's  untrtxl  liy  man, 
Nil. 'Hi  and  lonely,  siiiiv,  unmnd  tlio  huh, 
\\\'X  fvi'r-wlnvlin«jj  rirolo  r.irlh  lu'iiaa  ! 
'J'liy  unstrn  llowi-rs  ditl  Ihto  \\\v  l»ri*i*/es  fin, 
Willi  waMt4'd  iicrfnnir  t-vi-r  on  thi-m  flun:;  ? 
An. I  o'rr  thy  ^Ijowith  n«"^l«'i*ti'J  rainbowi*  fp:in, 
Win'n  Ai.KXAMiKR  foni:ht,  when  IIoMKit  ^u^llr, 
And  tilt'  old  ]io|mIuus  world  with  tliunderinj^  lutlle 
run'4  \ 

Vrt,  what  to  mo,  or  when,  or  how  thy  hirth. — 
No  niU:«ty  t«):ni*s  aro  hiTi*  to  toll  of  thiv  ; 
XtMU'  kziow.  if  cast  when  nature  firat  the  earth 
Shaped  ronnil,  and  clothed  with  grass,  and  tlower. 

and  tree, 
Or  whi'lher  sinre,  by  ehanirei*,  nilently, 
( ^i  ii  I'ld.  and  shell,  and  wa\e.  thy  womlors  grew; 
Or  it',  ii'.'fiire  niiin's  little  memory, 
S-.iMii>  shijck  stniMMidi>n<(  rent  the  s^IoIn*  in  two, 
Anil  tliee,  a  fra<j:meiit.  far  in  western  ocoauA  thr»»w. 

I  know  hut  tliat  I  love  thee.     On  my  heart. 
liiki'  a  di'ar frieml's,  are  KtampM  lliy  featun*s  now; 
Thiniirh  there  the  Homan  or  the  fSrerian  art 
TLith  lent,  to  dcek  thy  plain  and  mount  tin  hr>>w, 
No  lirnki-n  tein|'l«'S.  f.iin  at  liMi-jlh  to  U>w,    ''ijine. 
^|M^>-,;rown  ami  erundiliiitr  with  the  wei-jht  of 
Ntit  lhi'«ie  o'er  thee  their  ni\Ntii-  splendours  thri>w, 
Themes  eloqui'nt  for  ]H>nril  or  for  rhyme, 
.-\s  lii.iny  a  suul  ran  ti-ll  that  {Hiunt  iu  t!i<iui:!;ts 
.^•uMime. 

lint  t!ii>»i  art  jsternly  artle>^.  wililiy  fnv: 
We  worship  lliee  ftir  hiMUtiiN  all  thine  own: 
I.i'if  d  imsij,  viMiii'j  .tnd  <\vi'it.  anil  ^ur^  to  Xtc 
\il:iir-  il.  lull  only  f<ir  li»T«ilf  alone. 
\'-'ii!i  liilh'r  f»Ji.ije  iie'iT  w.is  I  Hid  •I'lTffpiwn, 
Ni*  !'.i!  :!i!irr  rivers  run,  nor  nnunitain"  ri-*-. 
\  ir  i-\."-  I  i'ii«.  \N:lh  l.ixilier  v:r.jri"»  >h'>Me. 
\itr  wi'iillliiiT  lu'ii'^ts  wavi'd  in  hum.iii  rvt-s, 
Niir  l.iY  nuin-  liipih!  st.irs  altiiii  more  he:i\enl_\  >kie'*. 

I  dr.'.iTi  I  if  tli-'i'.  f.iiri^-f  -'f  f.iiry  sin'nir.'t. 
S.v.-'»  H.i  N  .:i !    ri-Mt  \\  ■■  (»:i  \\\\  •su.iiMior  hr»'.«-*. 
\V!\ii  \;i'\vn  I'lv  r;i- Ii  inlf.l  winilin^:  i'vit  i'-tm-. 
Tliy  l^iin!;-?.  \A'  ni'iild  ••!ii"'t'*.  ihe  lii\«'iii'-!  ' 
}I:iil  !•»  t!iy  j»Iii-l\inv:  >1«}h'-..  \\it!i  \erdure  dreK^M, 

•  .\iil!i.  r  .if  ••  N..i,i'-m  I.  -!:  .■'  •' T"  •■  r.-ini-.-  I  Si," 
fti'..i:,.l  i:'i«  "^iirliij  ••!'  I.<-.' ili-n  -tt  Ilir'ri  II-  1x4 
l..i|i»r  iif  N-  IV  \  ■•rk. 


I)rii;ht  break  thy  wavr*  t^r  rarin!  Ww^  c^r 
Siift  riMA'  thy  hili«,  by  a:ii'iriiu«  riou'i*  rmmm  .. 
Clear  flow  tliy  wjler«,  lauzhiuj  in  ti>»  •- -v^ 
,    U'..iuM  thr-nuh  !«u  h  jn-aieful  urt-nr*  ay  Li  r  r: 
p'uily  run! 

And.  111!  th»-  r'at-kil!-.  priiit  t!^  Ji-tJit  •It. 
.\nd  o'er  tlii  i.'  airy  u*\**  lh«-  fii:.:  • .  »j:«  i.-."^ 
S.t  Hjfl'_\   lli:i  \',\vz,  fJiit  the  r\t  i!/.*  .-.e 
|"'iir:»rN  I  r  wh"'  \\  i-  eirth  nr  w\:h  i«  L-j'*^  — 
S:)iiietirnr-.  like   th<:n  li  r-4-1  -li-!*,  th  n   ♦t*^  'j« 
eviMi. 

'     Till.  Bs  >■•«  nearer  dnw.  e**"h  m.hii!r«!  h^^^ts 
I'nts  oil'  llif  azure  hut-n  by  i!i«*.ji»rr  z\\*fi. 
Ami  !*liivilv  breiii  u\»*\\  t:ie  riiA!ii'>i.*'-i  te^U 

'   ]^l\ille,  cr.i^.  tiei.!,  aiid  •%(KAi.  in  rul.^*  Iror  ltL 
liriuht. 

M-Mint  to  till'  e!iiiiil-ki*»Vil  !*u:u.ti:L     Tat  :«\  -« 
SpreaiU  the  va^i  •  ita;iip.ii.:ii  t.ke  &  »L  rT«<«  m^ 
Mark  y>tiiib-r  r.-ir:  iw  hlre4.:i!i :  Ui :  .\  £  -■. 
'      Like  i-lle  brill 'k  !h:il  rrf  ji*  itij!  Ti  -u*!)  . 
r,ii|  th.ii  I'll-  lii\i!\.  1  in^:>   He;  i«  T'  r*-. 
Sti'dni;:  by  t.iwn  .i"i.!  :yi"ii;ili''i  •     W^."*  Sr*     .v 
At  bri'.ik  I  f  'Viv  ih;'.  -■•■n»-.  whi-n.  •:;»r.ri». 
\\<  map  iif  fii  i'l.  u IX  1.1.  h  i;i.!'  I.  i«  unr^H'i. 
\\  Inle,  in  the  e.i«t.  t!ie  riunuprear*  hi«i-«-k«.j^  r*. 

I     Tdl  i-arth  ri-.i  ;»i'  \\\\i\  ii"Vit  r  in  f  irjri* 
,      llvi-ii  will  n  n-lLirnM   i-ui  i  tin*  rtty'*  t  «•?. 

Thi"  l".nr\  ^l-i-i-j  !i  m:!?"  In-  w^  r.vn  irl. 
j      .\«  in  till-  si:|..:'«  t.ini-\  «iiii:i  •  the  ^h-^rr. 

liinjiicili-Mi  1-  in-  the  :n  Tiif t.t  .iVr. 
;      Whi-n  hr-r-i!.-i-ii%i  .'d.  .i-.\i— tr-ji-k  ■•*J  ismi/^i 

S.'.iri'f  li'fj.i  r.Ii\  I. — mI.-'V.i  v.*  n  .m!  c J^fci-*^^ 

*»n  thi-  i'\!i!.il.  i  »ir1':  S-  :.   ^t*.  i....i  jftzr»^ 
']\:nple.  :rid   Iuwct,  ui.  1  I'IMIi.   bj,    huokan  ,zjif*^. 
■  rai-i  d. 

I      Illiiw.  si-f!itt-il  ■.;a^'.  the  «n  ^wy  r.in«AM  ffW-T., 
Afi.i  fl'iw.  l!i.i.,  -.:1\,  r,  f  !  !-.  :-,^  ••■..rri  •;•.   »-„ 
<irir\e  wv  tn  !■«'  r.u  J.  Ii'>i  !y   }-»:i  t  tA:ni»  — 
'I'h.i*.  I  rr  i:-  J-  :■  I  -  h  lil  Ji'  -•.  n.  :•  ,-  •^.*. 

\\\  \\ 1\  i-!.i;i' v«i>  -ti- ii.  \\  \t  ^ui'.iS 

iJy  piliie.  \iiliii\  ent.  a  *w»'el  *urjtr:^, 
A?  i\ir;  t:.:*.  \\\*   \;««j.in  1  frjlio  u;*»n; 
Till  li  I'Lir  M  «!i  t>  r\.\z  -iiid  Ui'li'lf-ti  r«ra 
Tl.i-  lli^hi.i:ii  r'ii'!%<  ainl  ''.\\\'.%  in  *»>lrnui 


N.ir  el'i.i.l-  111  !i«'.\*eii.  Ti.ir  !i.!'i»ir»  in  th«  o 
W-T--  jr  ii-i  '.»;1  -h  ijN-*  .Ml!  t\rt  l.»-a«r  xyt  tcC^ 
Niir  I  r.iii-  s':,!,  p;,-tii'e-  t.i  j  pj;TiIrr'»  ftirvfi. 
!\  •-  ■   ■.,  iiM  -ijeh  \|«i  »•■«  .i.'i  1  |-ir1*«  MHlI  T 
'V\  '•  ;■■  *'\-\  \'  \}  -.1 1.  if!ip./i*  :i!  i.f  » .>ntml, 
Ii.  .ij<  -  ;ii-t  lil  :i'  l<r>ke  '•:-  j.^.-i.tr  t«.HinJ, 
'i'  ■  ;i  I  I  'liii-  -1 .1  i'l  Ir"  i.i  :i>t  i*u!*  r»  *i.4r, 
\\  ;.  !■   j-  -n  '♦  :..  :-  f  i..i.-  -:r»  u '.'  Ij.-  !>rrkra 


A, 


.■  I  »^>i  t.-c 


A?;!  e\«  r-\\  iai  fi.l  eeli-i  ).eri-  i!.»!h  (!«ir!L 
T  .'■  i.\  ■.<■   !■:  -I- iili^e  n.- .  %i  n .  l>ia!  •Siil 
*!    ■".  -  ?  ■  '■.  -.i  «    I  r\   r-rk.  i*.  i  \.  r>  ij.  il, 
A:.'  -■■■;;    ■.:!.>.■.■•-..-.  <■■    :..  \   \\  t.>  fct^ 
N  ■-.-:,!    '  <■'.  ri-*    bill  .:.i:i.i,*  \\  ^jte  wiIL^ 
Tl.i    -■■;:.■■    :i*-  -; 'i-h  n  M.iljfi  j  f  r- m  ibr 
A I «!'.  •  t'l-  '..i\'*  %.i;.'«'  wirJi  A  %,':■*  Bft  »hn*L 
Till-  ■  .  i!"-  1..-V  «.»•!•!.'.  a'l.l  tSr  t^utwirr't  r-m.'. 
A!■^■•^  -  >:.>'\\  ili'lii>«lherr.«ai:h  murmur  8riliac<t. 
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Awake,  my  lyre,  with  other  themes  inspired. 
Where  yon  bold  point  repels  the  crystal  tide, 
The  Briton  youth,  lamented  and  admired, 
His  country's  hope,  her  ornament  and  pride, 
A  traitor's  death  in^loriously  <Hed, 
On  freedom's  altar  ofTer'd ;  in  the  sight 
Of  God,  by  men  who  will  their  act  abide. 
On  the  great  day,  and  hold  their  deed  aright. 
To  stop  the  bieath  would  quench  young  freedom's 
holy  light 

But  see  !  thu  broadening  river  deeper  flows, 
lu  tribute  floods  intent  to  reach  the  sea, 
While,  from  the  west,  the  fading  sunlight  throws 
Its  softening  hue^  on  stream,  and  field,  and  tree; 
All  silent  nature  bathing,  wondrously, 
In  charms  that  soothe  the  heart  with  sweet  desires, 
And  thoughts  of  friends  we  ne'er  again  may  see. 
Till,  lo !  ahead  Manhatta's  bristling  spires, 
Above  her  thousand  roofs  red  with  day's  dying  flres. 

May  greet  the  wanderer  of  Columbia's  shore. 
Proud  Venice  of  the  west !  no  lovelier  scene. 
Of  thy  vast  throngs  now  faintly  comes  the  roar. 
Though  late  like  beating  ocean  surf  I  ween, — 
And  everywhere  thy  various  barks  are  seen. 
Cleaving  the  limpid  floods  that  round  thee  flow, 
Encircled  by  thy  banks  of  sunny  green, — 
The  panting  steamer  plying  to  and  fro. 
Or  the  tall  sea-bound  ship  abroad  on  wings  of  snow. 

And  radiantly  upon  the  glittering  mass 
The  god  of  day  his  parting  glances  sends, 
As  some  warm  soul,  from  earth  about  to  pass, 
Back  on  its  fading  scenes  and  mourning  friends 
Deep  words  of  love  and  looks  of  rapture  bends, 
More  bright  and  bright,  as  near  their  end  they  be. 
On,  on,  great  orb !  to  earth's  remotest  ends, 
Each  land  irradiate,  and  every  sea — 
But  0,  my  native  land,  not  one,  not  one  like  thee! 


C.  C.  MOORE.* 


FROM  A  FATHER  TO  HIS  CHILDREN, 

AFTER  UAVINO  H4D  HIS  PORTRAIT  TAKEN  FOR  THEM. 

This  semblance  of  your  parent's  time-worn  face 
Is  but  a  sad  bequest,  my  children  dear: 

Its  youth  and  freshness  gone,  and  in  their  place 
The  lines  of  care,  the  tracks  of  many  a  tear! 

Amid  life's  wreck,  we  struggle  to  secure 

Some  floating  fragment  from  oblivion's  wave: 

We  pnnt  for  something  that  may  still  endure. 
And  snatch  at  least  a  shadow  from  the  grave. 

Poor,  weak,  and  transient  mortals !  why  so  vain 
Of  manly  vigour,  or  of  beauty's  bloom? 

An  empty  shade  for  agp«  may  remain 

When  we  have  mouUler'd  in  the  silent  tomb. 

But  no!  it  is  not  we  who  moulder  there, 
We.  of  essential  light  that  ever  bums ; 

We  take  our  way  through  untried  fields  of  air. 
When  to  the  earth  this  earth-born  frame  returns. 


*  CixMEHT  C.  MooBE,  formerly  one  of  Ihe  professors 
in  Columbia  College,  resides  in  New  York.  A  collection 
of  bis  "  Poenit,'*  in  one  volume,  was  published  in  1845. 


And  'tis  the  glory  of  the  master's  art 

Some  radiance  of  this  inward  light  to  find. 

Some  touch  that  to  his  canvass  may  impart 
A  breath,  a  sparkle  of  the  immortal  mind. 

Alas !  the  pencil's  noblest  power  can  show 
BCtt  some  faint  shadow  of  a  transient  thought, 

Some  waken 'd  feeling's  momentary  glow. 
Some  swift  impression  in  its  passage  caught 

O  that  the  artist's  pencil  could  portray 
A  father's  inward  bosom  to  your  eyes. 

What  hopes,  and  fears,  and  doubts  perplex  his  way, 
What  aspirations  for  your  welfare  rise. 

Then  might  this  unsubstantial  image  prove. 
When  I  am  gone,  a  guardian  of  your  youth, 

A  friend  for  ever  urging  you  to  move 
In  paths  of  honour,  holiness,  and  truth. 

Let  fond  imagination's  power  supply 

The  void  that  baflles  all  the  painter's  art ; 

And  when  those  mimic  features  meet  your  eye. 
Then  fancy  that  they  speak  a  parent's  heart 

Think  that  you  still  can  trace  within  those  eyes 
The  kindling  of  affection's  fervid  beam. 

The  searching  glance  that  every  fault  espies, 
The  fond  anticipation's  pleasing  dream. 

Fancy  those  lips  still  utter  sounds  of  praise, 
Or  kind  reproof  that  checks  each  wayward  will. 

The  warning  voice,  or  precepts  that  may  raise 
Your  thoughts  above  this  treacherous  world  of  ill. 

And  thus  shall  Art  attain  her  lofUest  power; 

To  noblest  purpose  shall  her  efforts  tend : 
Not  the  companion  of  an  idle  hour, 

But  Virtue's  handmaid  and  Religion's  friend 


F.  S.  KEY.» 


THE  STAR-SPANGLED  BANNER. 

O !  SAT,  can  you  see,  by  the  dawn's  early  light, 
What  so  proudly  we  hail'd  at  the  twilight's  last 

gleaming ; 
Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,  through  the 

perilous  fight. 
O'er  the  ramparts  we  watch'd,  were  so  gallantly 

streaming? 
And  the  rocket's  red  glare,  the  bombs  bursting  in  air. 
Gave  proof  through  the  night  that  our  flag  was  still 

there; 
O !  say,  does  that  star-spangled  banner  yet  wave 
O'er  the  Umd  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave  1 

On  the  shore,dimly  seen  through  the  mists  of  the  deep 
Where  the  foe's  haughty  host  in  dread  silence 
reposes. 

What  is  that  which  the  breeze  o'er  the  towering  steep 
As  it  fitfully  blows,  half-conceals,  half-discloses  1 

Now  it  catches  the  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam; 

Its  full  glory  reflected  now  shines  on  the  stream ; 

'T  is  the  star-spangled  banner,  O !  long  may  it  wave 

O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 

*Tbe  late  Mr.  Kbt  was  a  native  of  Baltimore.  This  song  is 
supposed  to  have  been  written  by  a  prisoner  on  board  tlie 
British  fleet,  on  the  morning  after  the  unsuccestAil  bom- 
bardment of  Fort  McHenry. 


vabious  ai:thiir». 


Anil  whenr  u  Ihe  1iui4  wfan  w  Tumtio^ja^Art, 
Mill  Uu-  ll;iviir  o(  war  nnJ  llii-  linlllc'a  niiiruM<>n, 

A  ll-iiiir  iiihI  a  rn.iutry  lhi>v  M  li'n'p  tu  m  iai>ra  ! 
Thrir  IiIihhI  h»lli  wuidi'il  out  their  fuul  liiubiti-iiii' 

X<>  rfTiiOT  ™ilW  MVP  thp  hifliiiit  nnil  "late 
Fhim  IIk'  trminirrtiBhl.Qrtheiilooinof  Ihpffravi', 
Anil  tliF  *Iar-i'iRUii;!iil  Inuiiur  ill  lriuiii|ih  (li>Th  wnvc 
O'.'T  thf  IotiI  irf  the  fnti  Bllil  llic  hniiiP  of  tlie  brme. 
O  !  IhuH  lie  il  rvrr,  when  rrrcmi'n  Hhnll  tianil 
DntwiTa  thi'ir  luvrd  liimic  ami  the  war'*  drto- 

Blpaii'il  wilh  vicliirv  miil  pvorp,  niay  the  h»vFn- 

rewuiil  land 
PnUH  tbe  Power  ihat  hnlh  ma Jc  anil  piwrvcJ 

UK  n  naiiim. 
Then  piuhiiiit  w.'  miwl,  fur  nui  rauw  il  in  jUKt, 

Aim]  thv  iitar-iipLiii^liil  )«ii>iiTin  triunitili  Klinll  w:ivp 
U'cT  tlw  laiirl  of  till'  fm-  uikI  iIic  li.iiiii'  uf  tlw  bnvu.  , 
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JdSEl'iE  lIorKIX.-iil.N.' 
II.UI..  l.'CiLrMBIA. 
Hilt.  Colunil>ia  •  b^y  lan.l  t 
Iliiil,  yc  hi'iiM-s !  hp;iii'ii'lii>ni  Iwnil ! 
Who  (liut;h(  and  l<lni  in  Krnili>in'i>  n 
Wh»  Kiunlit  ami  IiW  in  Fn'>'>l.>m'a  n 
Ami  when  the  KtuTra  uf  war  wuk  tcniw, 
Biijay'J  the  pHCC  JOUT  rnluur  wun. 
Let  indvpendcnc*  hf  our  l>iKut, 
T.VH  miiiilful  what  il  riMt  i 
Ever  qn><eful  fur  Ihr  prize, 
Let  U*  altar  rm<-h  thi-  xkiii. 
Kirrn— iinilft!— let  U«  be. 
K:i1tvinq  r«unJ  iHU  Lilwrtv: 
As  a  luiul  uf  1irut1u-r:>  j.<iti'<l, 
I'e;u:c  ami  inUity  we  i-hali  finJ. 


ilir 
'    ni     Hall. 


Whb  ih«  I 

Banner"    ni 

tiin  luil  mdrb  jx 
ihmaibaut  hp  T'l 
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